Why not? she thought as she pushed open the door to the Caff, shrugged off her coat and hung it on the hook just inside the door . Stepping into the cosy room she couldn’t help but think that not a lot had changed, though it did seem a lot less rowdy than she remembered from all those years ago when she was just a wee bairn. There seemed to be a smattering of patrons (vaguely familiar faces) downing tipples of various descriptions and she was somewhat surprised by the seemingly expanded curious menagerie engaged in playing snooker, reading books, singing or playing with the fire.
Welsh Granny was behind the bar polishing pint pots when her concentration was broken by the petite young woman now standing the other side of the bar.
‘What can I get for you Love?’ Granny asked.

‘Mmm – just a G and T thanks. No ice’

Welsh Granny placed the pot and cloth on the bar and stared quizzically at the young woman. ‘Don’t I know you from somewhere? You look familiar.’

‘It’s been a long time, but I used to come here sometimes with my Dad when I was a young girl. His name’s Mick but he hasn’t been in here for ages’ she replied. ‘I was just passing and thought I might drop in’

‘Mick? Let me think … Mick … Mick. Oh now I remember’ Welsh Granny smiled in recognition ‘You were that quiet little girl that never caused any trouble. Goodness me, you have grown up haven’t you. I’m just trying to remember your name…’

‘It’s..’

‘Don’t tell me, let me guess’ Welsh Granny cut in as her brow creased in concentration for a few moments before enlightenment dawned.
‘You’re little Anne O’Dyne!’ she exclaimed.

‘Yes, that’s me all right, I’m surprised you remembered’ Anne replied.
‘Oh, I don’t forget too much you know’ Welsh Granny winked conspiratorially. ‘So, what are you up to these days?’

‘Well, I’ve been to Uni and not long graduated with a Medical Degree’ Anne enthused.

‘Goodness me, you have done well. Your old man must be well chuffed’ Welsh Granny replied. ‘In General Practice - or have you specialised?’

‘Specialist actually – I’m doing my residency at the moment in…’

‘Let me guess… ’ Welsh Granny cut in again ’with a name like yours, I’m thinking … Anaesthetics?’

