Granny

%mmwwmﬂfw;ém S ean see the Lilac tree,
ﬁmmcmdéemyémdé now bring i back to me.
The DBlackbird, o the wooden fonce, beside the afple tree,
Where borrics, black and tasty, wersjust tos high for me.

I dwahe to Granny s ‘csing’. I d hknow that something s ap
Sl sure encagh we d go dewnstains and hrow our luck was struch.
Dhich tsast slives, all prepared, with Granmy s pecialjam,
(That ondy ever tasted vight when ranny mabkes them, as she san.)
“ew, Jotn Snd Nelsy, today s @ treas
%MW breakfass on the swinging seat!”

Cuwstted, Difama d we went out to the lawn
S maroelled as the glory of the breaking Wiking daswn.

G after eating Toast and,_Jam or “Dhldiers’ dipped in eggs,
Wit dressing gowns wrepped tghtly aroand our ohily les
Ibdbo “Dhart a Hhory Granny’, the unison of twe voices,

There was _Jutinng Pos and Nidsy Poo who both lived in the wood... "
Ghen would eome a story that would always end 4p good.

The a’cy«f n %.W/a&edmmw%ayﬁm



Ghat were it not important one woald lose all track of time.
Grom Preddy s musty tool shed to Rases that she named,
Thre %w’mgmwyif%g@m. It & memories her domain.
@WW&WW@MWWW.

Or a Tip to Wisolworths to get some more sueets
%m&cyfmfﬂygmwyéfm.

I fact 16 § hard now to think of thase days what was bes.
‘Cuen dotwn to the smell of the wesd of her vest.
“Cusegptional cooking i rare so. it seems.

People talh of thetr Granny 5, in fact offen. they boas.
GBut S hnoaw that mine i nicer than mast,

nd P abss hnon this. That wherever FH be,

Shave alvays hnown that she would love me.

ot Mappin Feb 1992

T fondess Wemary of Itw Yhtian Goto (1908 - 1998) who told me
my forst story and whose love of Clidldwer, and e embodies
Camelss Castle.



