
He reached into the brown paper sack, the smells of lobster and butter sauce mingling with the odor of French fries and chicken nuggets, as he watched the small girl across from him play with her Happy Meal toy. She sat on the edge of the seat swinging her feet back and forth. The under layers of her pink frilly dress made a swishing sound in rhythm with the movement of her legs that stopped several inches above the floor. He smiled at her watching her blue eyes dart from object to object observing the surrounding world with amazement and wonder. Her eyes were beautiful, like her mother’s, the color of the ocean during a storm. He ran a hand through his salt and pepper hair, once black but now streaked by the hands of time. The daughter of his baby girl was now his to care for.


It had been two weeks since the funeral. The service was solemn but beautiful, highlighted by a fresh rain that filled the air with the smell of flowers, fresh cut grass, and dirt. He had tried his best to explain to Libby why Mommy, his Katryn, wasn’t with her anymore, but she was too young to understand. Tears filled his eyes as he remembered, but he blinked them back when she glanced up at him. She looked puzzled and her eyes filled with questions before he smiled and then she returned to her meal.
 There was one more room filled in his house now. Still too many left empty to count. He had noticed the lack of silence that once echoed through the halls, replaced by the seemingly sing-song sounds of childish laughter. He was happy to have him with her, but it still felt like he was giving up so much. He moved the lobster around its container and looked at his granddaughter, a half eaten chicken nugget clutched in her hand. How much of his life was going to change? Would he still have time for golf at the country club or would it be replaced by play dates and ballet classes? His wife had put forth the most effort in raising Katryn, because of his job, but was that not her duty as a mother? How was he now expected to care for a child? Money was no question of course, but could he be a good father? How could this little girl grow up without a mother? 
He had considered hiring a nanny. It would just be one more person to add to the staff, but he felt a certain obligation. Katryn had trusted him to raise her daughter, her faith in him couldn’t have been based on no foundation what so ever. But what if he failed? What if he screwed up this little human being forever? He sighed anxiously watching Libby walk the doll across the table and whisper to it. Her words were inaudible, but he could see the sincerity in her eyes, the involvement and imagination in her playful actions. Something clicked for him just then. He was all that was left of a family for Libby. She needed him: period. 
Although he knew that it wouldn’t be easy, he knew that it was crucial. It was what his daughter wanted: for them to be a family. They would have to rely on each other, to give and take, to learn from their mistakes, and be there for one another. He felt a pang of sadness as the idea of a bachelor lifestyle slipped from his grasp, but it was replaced by an overwhelming feeling of importance as he realized that he was to be the rock for Libby as she became an adult, as she was to be his.
 He smiled at her as she reached into her Happy Meal bag and pulled out her last chicken nugget. She stared down at it deep in thought before looking up to smile at her grandpa. She extended her delicate arm, palm up, and presented her small token of affection to the one person she had left in the world. He looked at the tiny deep-fried morsel and removed it from her hand. There eyes met in a similar understanding. He then placed the nugget to his lips and bit into it.
