Trajectories
A corker in her day,
at twenty she struck sparks

from a young engineer.

He hooked her

telling the Bridge's story

 - the spidery, swaying halves,
their tenterhooks mid-air meeting: 

north shore, south shore and a lucky arch.

They married in June. She followed him

down to the raw uncertain Snowy.

That first winter nearly finished them

but by the next one

they had settled to their tasks:
taming rivers, raising sons, saving for a farm.
The day they took possession
of their prized Monaro acres
was their seventeenth anniversary.

He thought he might run for mayor.

They never expected the stroke.

Doc took her aside:

'His limbs are useless, love.  Reckon

you'd better learn to drive.'

It felt like being mugged.

Near the end

he sat in the kitchen, staring,

loose change scattered on the placemats.

He looked at her.

'Gawd, Dot, I'm frightened now.'

He fingered the coins.

'I don't know what these are.'

He hated her having to feed him.

His hand locked over hers,

from table to lips

the spoon made a trembling arc.
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