Imagine If…

by Campbell

Imagine if my granda were a tree,

Tanning himself in the sun.

Leaves falling off, leaving him bald, 

Never having to run.

Towering to touch the sky,

Forgetting to take his pills.

Wrinkled and withered branches but 

Yet his trunk is full of will.

Arguing with the neighbouring trees,

Struggling with his knees.

Always checking things twice.

Wondering “fars mi tay!”

Always forgetting what the other trees are called,

Annoyed with children getting spoiled.

Though granda is a really old oak,

It’s a while to winter yet.

Weather worn and forgotten roots,

The old oak is the best.
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