The Wait: Grandpa Ray, Round Lake

 

by Janette Gould Martin

 

We'd swing on that flat

board hung round with

old hemp. We'd swing to 

the rhythm of the lake, 

dragging our feet where

we'd dragged them before,

scooping sand-dust, carving

an oblong hollow with little toes.

 

At the sound of your car, 

we'd scramble into the lilacs,

still our breath, count our heartbeats:

Not a word, shhh, not a word.
 

A tap of your cane on the field stone walk,

a warning, a magician's signal,

bringing life from death and we'd

tumble out of the bushes,

hug your thin legs, tug on your tie,

claim your old hat, kiss your hand.

We missed you even then.
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