Some cried and some smiled
Like September you have left 
Committed to ground

Colin next door’s tree
Picked off sour crab apples
His fury the joy

Despised you at first
Mammy’s new ‘he’s just my friend’
Taught me all I know

Clutches and brake pads
Never the easiest jobs
A labour of love

Your Welsh cakes horrid
Effort noted regardless
No new batches now

Time to sort the house
The lorry the car the tools
Lisa’s not alone

Baby of seven
Ti oedd y berl llygad glas                            (You were the blue eyed gem)
Babi bach dyn mawr                                    (From little baby to a man/ A big man’s little baby)



















