For Sara

‘Twas love twixt two upon an autumn day

That brought the world a child of brightest light

In Summer’s time, when all had been renewed,

Begun again, and charged with vibrant life.

A Princess, Grace the Writer, she was named

For Parents, Aunt and Ancestors who love

With wonder and amazement at her soul

And beauty, gifted to us from above.

From youngest years she’s played upon the stage,

Delighting all with games of childish mirth.

Yet under this a sterner face resides,

Requiring even play to prove its worth.

Her playfulness, it’s true, belies a strength

Of mind, inquiring ever for the truth

In studies oft discarded by her peers,

For temporal accoutrements of youth.

In friendship she is one upon whom all

Rely from time to time, as comfort’s hand.

Of payment in return?  Think not!  She is

Da Nurse, the one and ever faithful Sam.  But…

No greater friend has she than he who wrote

Iamb Pentam for Queen Elizabeth

(The FIRST! she says, in case we did not know).

“Misquote him? Ye Will Shakes!” (She takes a breath.)

So whither now? We ask with care, concerned –

For firmer ground there is, beyond the stage.

She smiles, paternal to our worried eyes,

And waves a banner all can see: straight A’s!

Though worries must a parent’s mind endure –

(A blindness oft unwarranted in life),

Our comfort comes as calmer thought prevails:

This child’s a gift!  The world awaits her light!

For our daughter, whose high school English teacher assigned her to ask her parent(s) to write something about her.

One day one September we made love (hey, it’s ALL good!) and conceived our first child, who was born in June and lit up our lives like the summer sun.  It was a season of new beginning for nature, and for us.
“Sara” means “Princess,” “Ann” (her middle name, and the name of a deceased aunt) means “Grace,” and one meaning of our last name is “writer.”  She was our family’s first child and grandchild, dearly loved by all.
From the time she could walk and talk she has been an actor and director, first with children’s make-believe, and later, real plays staged in our home by little kids – a serious pursuit from the beginning.
Despite these organized flights of fantasy, her greatest knack is for the intellectual pursuit of knowledge.  “Kids’ stuff” was always part of her life, but it took a back seat to serious learning.
From her childhood peers we gathered a sense of reliance on her as a stable influence in their lives, a good listener and friend who seeks nothing in return, hence “Da Nurse.” “Sam” is a perversion of “Sara.”
At age fourteen her most welcome Christmas gift was The Complete Works of William Shakespeare.  If she asks “Have you read it?” say no, because she has.  You’ll pay big time for misquoting the Bard around her.
We worry for her future because she chose to study her life-long passion, acting, having been in at least one theater production every year since age 8.  But, she gets “A’s” in AP Calculus and the like. She’ll be okay.
Even so, we worry.  (We’re parents, it’s our JOB, warranted or not!)  But, lookout world, when this kid busts loose, there’s no limit to what she is capable of accomplishing, in whatever pursuit she chooses.
[Author’s Note: the only thing you miss in the “plain English” version is that the verse is written in Iambic Pentameter, the poetic meter used by Shakespeare, obviously significant to the subject of the poem.  Don’t remember Iam Pentam?  Call Slade Schuster.] 
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