First success

The sun newly-minted

in the summer sky, the

mesmeric sound of roller

on clay, gentle pthud

thud of racquet on ball,
grandmother mouthing my words
under her breath.

My words! | watched

her eyes, magnified to
medallions, move slowly
acrossthe page. ‘Lovely
poem,’ she said, smiling.

We sat in the sun, well-pleased
one with the other.
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