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I find his poor old walking stick 
now stuck unused by the door— 
he wouldn’t go walking without it, 
without him it’ll walk no more. 
 
Lifting it from its place in the corner, 
I measure its heft as I stand; 
holding its neck, I’m smiling— 
it feels like I’m holding his hand. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
“Old Walking Stick” © 2006 by Jim Barton 
 
Contemporary Rhyme Vol. 3 No. 3 2006 


