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I tell my writing students that their most important task is to pay attention to what’s going on 
around them.  God is in the details, as we say.  Here David Bottoms, the Poet Laureate of 
Georgia, tells us a great deal about his father by showing us just one of his hands. 
 
 
My Father’s Left Hand 
 
Sometimes my old man’s hand flutters over his knee, flaps 
in crazy circles, and falls back to his leg. 
 
Sometimes it leans for an hour on that bony ledge. 
 
And sometimes when my old man tries to speak, his hand waggles 
in the air, chasing a word, then perches again 
 
on the bar of his walker or the arm of a chair. 
 
Sometimes when evening closes down his window and rain 
blackens into ice on the sill, it trembles like a sparrow in a storm. 
 
Then full dark falls, and it trembles less, and less, until it’s still. 
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