For My Father and His Father

When my father talks about his father,
he gets choked up (my father).
He was not a man to drink (my father's father),
(not like my mother’s). 
His demon was a kind of pride, 
the kind that made him go to war,
that made him fight the Japanese, 
while his wife (my father's mother) 
fought with cancer.

My dad undid the absence (his father's), 
by being with me Thursdays and Fridays at Johns Hopkins, 
calmly fighting cancer, us two, 
and reading Shakespeare to pass the time.  
Of his (Shakespeare's), our favorite was Hamlet, 
and Henry IV, though Lear depresses us, and chokes you up. 

He gets choked up (my father) when he talks about his father, 
and how he wasn't there.  
I know I will get choked up, one day, as well, 
when I am talking to my kids
about their father's father (mine), 
and how he was always there. 
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