Granddaughter 

This is the Holy Grail!

This is God’s heaven!

What I’ve scrimped for,

Worked for, waited for, dreamed of!

These, the golden hours

Spent with this little girl.

No! More than golden:

There are no equals of 

These moments shared with her:

The sorcery of that smile,

Those lethal eyes,

Wide open, they transfix me, but

Unlike the tiger, wolf or bear,

She is most deadly when she sleeps, 

For who can then resist her spell?

And feel the magic of

Those perfect feet and hands!

No replicas of grown-up hands
They clamp my little finger

And snatch away my breath,

And my heart.

And her questions! Oh, her questions!

She hears, observes,

Weighs and measures,

Then makes up her own mind,

And she is never wrong.

Her logic is faultless.

Nothing is forgotten

By this diamond-sharp wit.

Beside her I am a dwarf,

An intellectual bankrupt,

For she amazes me each day

With some new cleverness,

Saying, or insight,

Some casual observation,

Thrown away en passant,

Prodding my own awareness

Dulled by habit or routine.

She is never, never boring

And oh! she makes me laugh

From deep, deep down -
Better than any medicine

That my good doctor knows.

What is more, and for this

I am most truly grateful,

She rewards me

With unspoken devotion

And reminds me that I’m capable

Of this big love.

She stands no nonsense, though:

This little one of royal blood

Will have her will done

By her humble courtier!

I know I’m just a bit-part player

In this dazzling diva’s first act,

So I’ll take whatever’s offered.

Gladly. I know my place.

People smile, indulgent,

When I say that we are friends,

But we are good friends,

She and I.

We have an understanding.

And when we are together,

Just we two,

I know, then, who I am.

