I keep seeing Lorna on her front porch, at dusk.  She has the light on over the front step, and she’s waving to me as I get into my car – her little Lorna wave, opening and shutting her hand, saying ‘Bye-de-bye’.  

Once when I was away, and homesick, I dreamed that I floated up above the city, and above the world until I was floating above Lorna while she slept.  In my dream, I gave her a hug while she slept, and I didn’t feel homesick any more.

I remember sitting at the breakfast table with Grandpa Keith and Grandma Lorna, at the formica table with the metal toaster and tiny cooktop in the corner; and the quick smell of gas when Lorna lit the stove to cook “toad in the hole”.  No one could cook “toad in the hole” the way Lorna could.

The lazy tick-tock of the clock on her mantle piece; little knick-knacks scattered lovingly around the house; Funny Christmas presents; Dr Thars Ointment, Gold Medallion cough mixture, corks and red flannel to cure any ailment.

I remember being tucked up tight in the high, old comfortable bed, with soft flannelette sheets warm and soft against my legs.  Lorna would sit at the edge of the bed in her red flannel dressing gown and read poetry and stories to me in her deep, elocution voice, gesturing with her lovely, soft, grandmotherly hands.

I remember her saying “balloo-ens”, when she meant “balloons”; telling me “the goblins will get YOU if you don’t watch out”.  She was the easiest person to talk to, and she could always make you feel better about anything with an anecdote, or a few wise, perfectly chosen words.

I miss you, Lorna.  I’m sorry I wasn’t with you when you went.  I loved having you in my life.
