Unmediated memories

On Caswell Bay. A bright blustery day in earl autumn.
With my parents (my mother must have been pregnant with my sister at the time, but I can`t remember that) and a few of their friends. They are all wearing big 70s flares, the bottoms of which are wet. The men all have moustaches.
I am excited to see the sea again, my first summer on the beach fresh in my young mind.
Running into to water. The shock of the cold waves hitting me and I fall face first into the foam.
My father scoops me up, hopping and skipping as he does so, in a failed attempt to stay dry.
Sadness and shame. Wet clothes sticking, my skin stinging with cold.
Crying to go home.

                         *************************************

The brick built garage in our back garden, for some reason, had a ladder propped against it.
My sister Lynne, maybe 2 or 3 years old, is half way up the ladder before I notice. Im probably only five myself.
As she scrambles onto the shed roof it dawns on me that shes in danger of falling. It’s a long way to fall.
Running to to the back door, my mother is in the kitchen...
`Mum! Mum!`
`Be quiet, im on the phone, can`t you see im talking` irritated
` Lynne is on the roof!` 
She drops the phone and it bounces on its curly wire and clatters against the wall.
As my mother ascends the ladder my sister backs away from her laughing, across  the garage roof. Just out of mums grasp.
`Lynne` I shout, in my best big sister voice. She turns and looks at me, laughing.
`Don`t move...stand still`
She does not see the danger, and still she laughs.
`Stay! Lynne. Stay!` (like ive heard Dad command our springer spaniel)
It works. She makes eye contact with me, her big blues eyes.
And my mother grabs the back of her dress and hauls her shakily back down the ladder.

                  
