


| EXLEY

WoZemsé s
JEE M Eg R




S
LRSS S
LB S
BET
BET
BEYL

EEAHEILAB RS
B
W
52 0)
i
WL
W E i

(© Helen Exley 1996

Helen Exley
ET

First published by Exley Publications Ltd
16 Chalk Hill, Watford, Herts WD1 4BN, UK

To a very special dad
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A FATHER IS...

— an ordinary man doing his best to stand in for
Superman .

— a source of good but usually expendable advice.
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Dads are most ordinary men turned by love into
adventurers, story-tellers, singers of songs.
Dads can do anything.

The vouth of dads was packed with excitement
and their minds are packed with anecdotes.
They have sound views on pelitics, dogs,
sport and saving the environment.

They have drawers and boxes and sheds
full of valuable gadgets. And string.

They can tell unforgettable stories.
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2 I used to sit in your chair
1 Jbu'f till you came home. It was
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your books, the old cushion you
tucked into your back.
We threw out the chair.

3 : But I still miss it

when you’re not around.
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You lifted me high on your shoulders
and let me touch the trees.
You gave me a shell
to keep. I think
perhaps I gave you something too -
a world you’d half forgotten.
And a small hand in yours.
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High on your shoulders under the singing trees,

my hands held tight in yours -

or striding over hills at a giant’s height,
the world below me.
And safe -
sure that [ would not fall.
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Tired at the day’s end, your ams about me,

my face against your shoulder. Smell of your jacket
under my nose and jogging gently home .
Or snuggled beneath your coat at a bus stop,
tented against the rain and gathering dark — drowsing

against you as the night slipped by. Safe. Sure.
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Thank vou for shrinking to my size
when we played
and expanding to great heights

when I needed shelter and protection.
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Everyone knows
Dad’s jokes by heart.
That's why

they are special.
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Children love their fathers down to the very last detail.
The little patch balding on the top of his head.
The set of his evebrows. The shape of his ears.
The small split that torments his thumb in winter.
The silver scar across his knuckles.

The scent of glue or soap or garden earth.

Each of these leamed by heart and stored away.
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[ never forget Dad Bathnights.

We always flooded the floor.

Well, you do when there are whales in the bath -

or you're demonstrating waterskiing with a loofah .
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Do you remember Dad Cooking Days?
Your mother’s recipes.
Treacle and spices.
Butter and flour.

Fruit and sugar.
Fragrance and spillages.
Mother shut out.
Mountains of dirty dishes.

And family meals I’ll never forget.
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We looked W you for justice and advice in everything
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from the internal combustion engine to baking cakes —

and we got it.

And announced with confidence,
“My Dad says...”
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Thanks for all the good memories, Dad.

The time we cooked a surprise supper. . .

an amazingly surprising supper.

The time we went for a walk in the rain. ..
and evervone stared at us from their windows.
The time we went for a train trip. . .

Just for the ride there and back .

The time we dug the pond ... in the wrong place.

All the happy times, Dad.
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[ give you a toast. To all the dads who've had their
lives turned upside down by The State of the Economy.
Who in one swoop have lost prestige, routine,
income and mates. And yet survive -
and make a brand new life.

Who discover new abilities .

Who use the extra time to build,
from what would be ruin,

a richer, happier life for their kids . . .

and for their wives. And for themselves.




