HAROLD AND
GRANNY PICKLES

W

hen Harold was little, he spent a lot of time
gardening with Granny Pickles. She knew
how to sow seeds at the right time, how to look
after worms and tickle creepy crawlies, and
she was a dab hand with string. There was nothing
Granny Pickles couldn’t tie up.
Granny Pickles was also the ﬁrst person to
show Harold how to cut a tree into the shape of an
elephant. She could make trees in the shape of any
animal, she said, but she particularly liked making
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elephants. She’d always liked elephants, and would
love to meet one.
“Why do you like elephants so much?” asked
Harold. “Because I always think that they’d never
forget your birthday,” she said. “And that’s a good
friend to have.”
From then on, Harold promised never to forget
birthdays.
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Harold visited Granny Pickles on most weekends.
They ate cake together in the garden, and talked
about all the different flowers they could see.
One day, Granny Pickles let Harold buy a tree.
He picked one that would grow big and bushy, and
eventually be perfect to cut into the shape of an
elephant - just for Granny Pickles.
As the weeks passed, the tree grew bigger, and
bigger. “Next year,” said Granny Pickles, “your tree
will be just the right size to trim into shape!”
Harold couldn’t wait, even though Granny Pickles
kept on saying gardening was all about waiting.
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One Saturday, Harold went to visit Granny Pickles,
but she wasn’t in her garden. She was sat on her
armchair, looking out of the window, and she looked
different. “Where’s your hair gone, Granny?” asked
Harold. “I’m trying out a new style,” said Granny
Pickles, smiling. “Do you like it?” Harold wasn’t sure.

That day, Granny Pickles didn’t feel much like
gardening, so Harold went out and watered her
plants for her and mowed her lawn.
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The next time Harold visited, Granny Pickles was
back in her garden. She was wearing a hat, which
Harold thought made her look very smart. It brought
out the colour in her ears.
Granny Pickles asked Harold to help her lift some
pots, and then she needed to sit down. “It’s not so
easy for me today,” she said, resting her feet.
She offered Harold a nice, large piece of
Battenburg cake, his favourite, which he ate in one
mouthful. Harold noticed that Granny Pickles hadn’t
eaten any. “Aren’t you hungry?” he asked. “Not today,
Harold,” she replied.
Over the coming months, there were days when
Granny Pickle didn’t feel much like sitting in the
garden. There were also days when she didn’t even
feel much like talking, and on those days she simply
sat and watched Harold as he pottered about, doing
all the jobs Granny Pickle had shown him to do.
Gardening wasn’t the same without Granny Pickle
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to help, but Harold set to work keeping it nice and
tidy anyway.
One day, a few weeks later, Granny Pickle told
Harold she was too ill to care for her garden any
more. He cut some flowers and took them to her.
Harold thought Granny Pickle looked very tired. “How
are you Granny?” he asked. “My ears are itchy, and
my feet are tingly, but other than that, I’m alright,”
she said, smiling. Harold didn’t quite believe her, but
he promised to bring her flowers every day. Then,
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he thought, she could still smell the garden, even
though she was indoors.
There came a day, a short while later, when Harold
couldn’t take flowers to Granny Pickle any more.
Harold felt very sad, and to make him feel better
he went and sat in her garden. Though he’d brought
a packed lunch, and a piece of cake, he didn’t feel
much like eating it. He imagined Granny Pickle sitting
next to him. She would always be with him when he
sat in the garden, he thought.
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A year later, Harold looked at the tree he’d
planted with Granny Pickle. It had grown big and
bushy, just as he’d hoped. He started to trim it the
way Granny Pickle had. He cut out the shapes of
two ears, a trunk, and a very big tummy, and in no
time at all he’d made an elephant.
“For Granny Pickle,” said Harold. “I think she
would have liked this.”
And he was right. Granny Pickle would have
thought it was the loveliest elephant in the whole
wide world.
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I wrote this story for my 4-yr-old daughter Cecily,
as a way of talking to her about the death of her
granny – my mum – Cheryl Milway.
My mother died this year from a rare form of
cancer. Over the last few days of her life she was
cared for at St Michael’s Hospice in Hereford.
The Hospice helps people affected by life-limiting
illnesses to live life to the fullest. It is a charity,
relying on donations and volunteer help to maintain
its amazing level of care.
If you would like to make a donation to them,
you can do so here: https://www.justgiving.com/
smhospice/

10

