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GRANNY’S REMEDY

By Valerie Waite.  ©
One day a nasty spot appeared

On my poor sister’s cheek.

No matter what she did to it

It stayed there, week by week..

Mum took her to the Doctor,

Who regarded it with glee.

He hadn’t seen one quite that big

Since nineteen fifty-three.

He squeezed it then injected it,

But the spot remained in place,

Getting bigger by the hour,

On my poor sister’s face.

He attacked it with a hammer,

A chisel then a drill,

But gave it up when, stubbornly, 

The spot remained there still.

“Let’s see what Granny can suggest.

She’s very wise,” said Mum.

“Maybe her old home remedies

Will make you feel less glum”

Gran looked at that resistant mound,

And mixed up some Vanishing Cream.

“Just rub it on,” she said with a smile,

“My potion will work like a dream.”

Sis took the cream and rubbed it on

Until every bit was smeared.

I’m sad to say the spot’s still there,

But her face has disappeared.


