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A Sestina for my Grandparents
In between the waft of old books’ pages ripe to read

and the sugary, tangy scent of lemon,

are fluid memories—the type

that gracefully turn over in reminiscent circles, like the wheel

of the red Radio Flyer wagon or the schoolyard merry-go-round.

Intimately and forever linked together, swinging

one into the other, the other into one, in a jazz swing
time rhythm.  Forming the chapters of a charming read

are the homemade bedtime stories passed around

in my aunt’s childhood bed under faded lemon

yellow sheets.  Tucked in with promises that tomorrow we’ll

solve Ms. Goose’s latest calamity—always the type

filled with endearing follies I wish I had whispered to the typewriter
in the basement.  Morning brings quiet minutes on the porch swing

after pancakes topped with berries on the patio—a recipe that will

satisfy generations.  The wooden crow regally perched on the fence wears a red,

white, and blue hat and when paired with a pitcher of lemonade:
parades, graves, and Decoration Day must be right around

the corner.  The day to pick newly bloomed peonies and make the rounds,

visiting family heroes and matriarchs.  We trace the typeface

of their headstones—our own deeply buried roots.  Pap-Pap, lemme 

see again your eighty-four clocks.  Show me the grandfather one with the giant swinging
pendulum and his grandkids hanging on the walls of the foyer.  We read

their faces and telling hands, and count down the hours until Wheel

of Fortune and Jeopardy.  On the navy and white checkered couch, we’ll

shout the answers as a living room team down to the final round.

The next day’s game is of strictly botanical trivia.  Spotting the red,

purple, and orange flowers, and quizzed on their type

and name.  Walking the perimeter of the yard, our hands between us swing.

We chase and holler at the squirrels that follow each other like lemmings

into Pap-Pap’s carefully plotted traps.  After the garden tour, Nana and I choose a lemon

to squeeze into sugar water and top with ice shavings.  The free-wheeling

days spent at 460 Ardmore Lane and on that porch swing
even down to saving napkins from meal to meal—they have rounded

me into my grandparent’s image.  Making me—like them—the type

to tell stories, to remember, to appreciate, and to never stop reading.
