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Granddad 

“Teeth?” 

“Check.” 

“Hair.” 

“Good.” 

“It’s on a tilt, actually” 

“Better?” 

“Ye-ah? Hang on. Better. Ear aids?” 

“Pardon?” 

“Very funny.” 

“UH?” 

“Oh, EAR AIDS?” 

“Haha! Gotcha again.” 

“Okay, okay, whatever, Granddad. Feeling good?” 

“Your Grandma was always about image too. All it came down to in the end, she said.” 

“Good impressions, eh. Don’t want the ladies thinking you’re a bum.” 

“She thought I was the best dressed man she’d ever met. She loved it when I wore my white 
gloves and uniform. She said she and her twin used to swoon whenever I came to pick her up 
for the dances in my flashy car. She was big on appearances, she was.” 

“You’re looking pretty dapper now, Gramps. Put your best foot forward tonight and keep 
your terrible humour to yourself.” 

“Lilly loved my jokes. There was a time she almost fell off the stool at your Aunty Marg’s, 
she was laughing so much. Those days were simpler one. You found a girl, got married and 
that was that. Too much choice these days.” 

“Maybe don’t say that tonight. A lot of ladies outlive their husbands. They’re looking for 
their next choice.” 

“Well, I never thought I’d marry again after she went.” 

“Oh, Gramps, it’s only about friendship tonight. No one’ll try leading you to the altar straight 
off. And once they get to know you they probably won’t later on either.” 

“Cheeky!” 

“Back at you. Straighten your tie. I’m sure you’re happy with those teeth. And the hair?” 

“Now you’ve mentioned it twice, no, I’m not.” 
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“You’re fine. Let’s go.” 

The car parked at the lights and Gramps still reminiscing. 

“We used to come here for tea. She loved the cake shop. We’d sit for hours and then walk the 
promenade arm in arm. She’s talk nonstop and I wouldn’t get a word in edgewise. Simpler 
times…She was so beautiful...” 

“Grandma was a good old stick, wasn’t she.” 

“Hmm? Your Grandma? Oh, yes, she was too. Here’s the turn off.” 

“Who else would I be talking about? Grandad?” 

“Ah, yes, memories they get foggy. Turn left. Here we are. Thank you m’dear. See you 
later.” 

“I’ll pick you up at ten then. Behave yourself - Hey, was that Aunty Margs going in? I didn’t 
know she attended this dance.” 

“Oh, does she? See you later.” 

His hair was crooked. Aunty Margs would tell him. Sisters were similar after all.  
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