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When Patricia O’Donnell (nee Weller) was a little girl, Eric, her father would pass the time when travelling with stories of the rabbits skiing on the lakes. 50 years on with Eric confined to a wheel chair Patricia has composed this little poem reminding Eric of those happy times.

          Our Dad’s Visitor.

The Vampire Lady came and took some of Dad’s blood away.

She took an interest in the swimming pool in Ann-Marie’s garden

We told her that the pool was lovely until the rabbits came and had an all night party and started skiing up and down the pool.

They made a dreadful noise and left the garden in an appalling mess. But she couldn’t see the rabbits or the appalling mess that they had left.

My little sister couldn’t see them but she heard the noise they made and hardly slept a wink.

Then the shower lady came to give Dad a shower to make him smell nice.

We told her about the rabbits that were in Ann’s pool that had made an appalling mess.

She told us that she had seen them before and has one of her own to clean up after every time.

Once again my little sister has complained! She still hasn’t seen the rabbits or the appalling mess in the garden.

The next visitors that came to call were Ben and Katherine. They had just dropped in to say that they were on their way to Wollongong and sent my sisters into fits of laughter.

Vivian put her head in the door on her way to work to wave and say see you soon..

After lunch my sisters took my father for a walk around the house and dropped in on me. I went and got our father a chair with wheels as he had run out of steam and with great effort my sisters pushed Dad back to his bed.

The noise from the wheels was so great that it frightened the rabbits from Ann-Marie’s pool.

Now the place is quiet as our father and sister have gone to sleep and Ann-Marie has gone to clean up the appalling mess in the garden now that the rabbits have left.

Our own step-mother Patricia who has to put up with all our carrying on has gone for a walk while I am left to ponder, did she see the rabbit in the garden have a party and ski up and down the pool or was it just Ann-Marie, my father and me?

Written by Patricia O’Donnell. 19/6/2001

Editor: Unfortunately we couldn’t reproduce Patricia’s delightful illustrations that were spread throughout the poem.
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