My Little Sister

They said they'd let me
hold her in the garden
for a photograph.

'Be careful,’ they said.
'She's new and tiny
and very very precious.’

They sat me on a chair,
my legs dangling.
'Ready now?’ they asked.

And they placed her
on my lap, wriggling and wet.
'Smile,’ they said.

I tried, but it wasn't easy

to hold the baby and smile,
both at the same time.
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