Ode to My Grandfather

He once nicknamed me "His Little Minna."

Through the wavelike echoes of an autumn day
Leaves, danced across the wind like tired fairies.
Laughter lifting colors into the air as
His tiny minnow swam in her sea of red and orange.

He watched me run and jump and play-and-smile-
Moments before I kissed the top of his balding head.
He could see through me the radiant youth that had
Long before blurred beneath the wrinkles on his face.

His leaves, he knew, dried with the age-old days,
Stories I smelled walking down the ancient stairs
To find the fading books and leftover floor tiles,
Pieces of days etched in the solid ground of memories.

For us, choosing a tile - a momentary boat
Or mudpie dish, was only a children's game,
Laughing, we touched the forgotten leaves of
A life newly crouched over, in order to stand tall .

His own father’s death had made him an early man, but
Architectural school at sixteen had been a greenless dream.
Later, much more than his new bride was left behind
When the explosive brightness called the boys away. 

Poetry and sketches had kept his mind at horne,
And letters to his Francis kept her sane with hope.
But the foreign feel of war's steel instilled
A longing for warm Carolina pine.

Now... a memory stands ... rustling in the leaves.
A silent reflection to what remains always known.
I was, and always will be- his Minna.
And he, my fisherman.
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