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Hand in the Dark

Matt Russel

His hand lays simply

on the blanket, brown eyes

lock onto mine.

I take the leathered bones,
twisted in the shape of tools he’s
held and examine each callous.

I feel hands smoothing soil back
from the hollow where peas

will be precisely placed.

His fingers squeeze the tiny clods
into dust, delighting in the feel.
The peas roll out of the hand
evenly spaced; his shade of soil
hand tamps the dirt.

The large hand pushes the soft coat
of brown and white, moving it away
from the barnwall, squeezing in
with the milking stool and bucket,
the rhythm begins. I bend to see
the hand, sheathed in brown
transparency, producing white suds,
blood pumping though veins rising
above the skin like red

interstate on the map.

Finally, his hands wield the

shovel, manure flies like saucers
out the barn door. Grasping the
fork, his hands direct straw in a
circular pattern.

Hurried steps bring him into the
house with hand dripping blood.
Under the kitchen faucet, water
mingles with blood until I see the
thumb loosely hanging to the side,
skin savagely slit. Congealing
blood allows the bandage.

The hurt was only mine; he orders
coffee.

We take the path overlooking the
river; his hand placed trustingly

in mine. His leaning tower of pisa
makes me laugh. We sit like the
very old on the bench, sun
reflecting off the brown pool of
his eyes; sitting close, my inner
child spins in the warmth.

His cool hand pulls me close to his
face; he whispers that he can’t

get up. Hot tears drip on the
sandpapery hand as his grip slowly
releases. I gather his spirit

in my hands.

Jean Marshall




