Last sight of home.

 

‘Travelling the length of England, in convoy, to the coast and D-Day, I woke one morning to find we’d stopped just fifty yards from my own home.’ WWII British Infantryman.
 

Something in the dialect of steep, familiar lanes

spoke softly to his conscript dreams.

So, woken by a comrade’s snore, it somehow seemed

quite natural when resolving light

revealed his house  - the fact that they had spent the night

one field from where his parents lay.

 

But, wading through the waist-high grass towards his back-turned home,

his high-stepped progress quickly slowed.

He hesitated at the gate and didn’t know

what stopped his boot from stepping in,

or why Dad’s rows of peas and beans offended him

by simply having carried on.

 

Suddenly the kitchen door was open, Mum appeared;

shook out her best white tablecloth

and gazed across the shadowed garden, frowned and coughed,

then shrugged and slowly went inside.

What instinct stopped him calling her, what made him hide

behind the hedge  - what was this fear?

 

Yes it would be hard to lift the latch, transform the room,

unleash that fragile, short-lived joy -

all how you’ve grown and would that I were younger, boy -

his Father’s theories on the war.

But other thoughts had held him there, yes something more -

a change in who protected whom.

 

He left and made his way back down, rejoined the sunken lane;

rejoined his mates and felt relieved

to talk of rations  - didn’t mention where he’d been.

The trucks pulled out, he watched his hill

grow less distinct with every mile  - he watched until

it joined the other distant waves.
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