
WHEELBARROW LULLABY

As a December 
afternoon dims, I 
roll you under 
the woodshed’s open 
roof again and 
turn to go. 
Hour after hour 
you and I 
trundled firewood from 
the stack piled 
in June heat 
round the house 
on a path 
cut through snow 
to the basement’s 
door and inside 
to unload and 
stack there. Then 
back out to 
the cold once 
more. The short 
winter day is 
ending, both of 
us are tired 
from our long 
labours. So I 
park you here, 
out of the 
weather, wish you 

a pleasant sleep 
until tomorrow. We 
have been through 
much, old friend: 
hauling in spring 
earth, manure, trees 
for planting, sacks 
of mulch, trays 
of flower and 
veggie starts. In 
summer, firewood to 
the shed, stones 
from the field. 
In autumn, bags 
of leaves and 
the harvest: squash, 
carrots, cukes. I 
leave you now, 
as darkness deepens 
in the snowy 
forest around, to 
whatever wheelbarrows dream 
of: being brand-new 
with tray unmarked 
and handles unworn, 
or rolling free 
of every burden, 
or bearing marvels 
into the light. 
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