Lost And Bewildered

(To my precious niece, Caroline)

Forgive me if I am wrong 

in what I saw at lunch.

Perhaps I was seeing things,

 or maybe it was just a hunch.

I enjoyed myself immensely, 

but I saw a sadness in your eyes. 

I have never seen this before, but it was

 there and I don’t know the reason why. 

You giggled at all my jokes, 

 gave it your best shot to hide;

the fact that those pretty brown

 eyes recently had cried.

I could see how hard it

 was for you, I understood. 

Why you fumbled in your attempt

 to share what little you could.

I wanted so much to grab you

and give you a teddy bear squeeze.

Say something witty, comforting,

something to put you at ease.

Like a child’s sad look when it

 can’t go out because of the rain.

As I looked deep into your eyes,

 I saw the same kind of pain. 

An adult stood before me, not

 the child I was knew, now all grown.

Yet you looked so lost and

bewildered, so all alone.

I am praying for you, not

only because you are family;

I may be your aunt but you

 can always find a friend me.
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