CALLING BACK

“You forgot something!” rings a voice, skipping after me down the path.
I turn, running back; half guilty, half giddy. 
“A hug”, I’m told, as his arms, soft as old wool, close round me. 
Secure as a gate, holding all in its place. This was granda’s house.

Cupboards, lined like a sweet shop, held friends of food together;
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Tucked into cosy corners like hidden treasure, just waiting to be unearthed. 
The laugh of the oven bell told that today’s bread, warm with excitement, was ready. 

Stories of nights at the pictures and dance halls echoed through this sanctuary, and
How one night he even managed to win the prettiest woman in town, my granny.
These tales competed to be heard with the radio, now at a deafening volume, 
Playing the songs of the sixties - the soundtrack, like a film, to these great legends.

“You forgot something!” the voice calls again. Not from that doorway now;
But from the shelves of my memory, lined, like his cupboards, with bright treasures.
Each time those words return, I return too; 
Along that well-worn path, back to those arms, answering that call. 

I forgot that hug once before; 
I won’t again, for it still calls for me from that same door.  



