11 Runes (for Alf, turning 11)

1.

I’'m not sure what’s not
or what’s understood:

I'll give what I've got
to see you to manhood.
2.

The sun’s on the water.
It's the middle of winter.

I never had a daughter.
Or thoughts of one, either.

3.

This is the way it is:
you're ten, I'm sixty-one.

These (as they say) are the facts:
we're father and son.

4.

An old friend e-mails:
says she sometimes shakes her head,

counts the miles; says she smiles,
surprised, pleased I'm not dead.

5.

Nikki’s right: I'm not dead,
I'm not allowed to die,

not till I'm seventy-seven, she said.
And no lie.

6.

Meantime, it’s solstice,
middle of winter;

‘sol in stasis’,
sun low on the water.
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7.

Alive, Alf, to live
clear of any city;

live more than five
gunshots from humanity.

8.

Seems for the first time I'm
close enough up to tune

old words to a rhyme
to tell you the eighth rune.

9.

Three more, too, let’s say
a rune a year for the kit!

Let’s keep it that way
till one of us can’t make it.

10.

When that does happen,
I'll tell you what, Alf,

when the big doors don’t open
and things fall off the shelf

11.

I'll give what I've got
to see you through,

and if I'm not
there, I'll be waiting for you.
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