DADDY'S HATPRIVATE 

I remember the first time I saw him 
as memory serves to see,

He was so tall I could barely behold him 
from my position below his knee;

I remember his sharp eyes and countenance 
and his look of life's lessons learned,

I remember his handsome face 
drawn tight from years of a good living earned;

But the thing that sweetens the memory most 
and always stays in my mind,

Is that my Daddy always wore a good hat when he could 
and had a watch that he let me wind.

I've taken on his habit of hats, 
some say to be more like him,

They're right of course but it's more than 
just mime that makes me tilt the brim;

It's because I know he loves the feel 
of good felt and a leather inner band,

Because I know he put the dents in the top
with the three fingered grip of one hand;

I know he likes to put on his hat 
then tap it to a position time found,

And I know he'd check his watch and say 
the sun not his watch was out of round;

What I don't know is how with so much reason to be hard 
a man can be so soft and kind,

As my Daddy who always wore a good hat when he could 
and had a watch that he let me wind.
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