
Gran’s Christmas Puddings. 
 
 
    ‘’Better let your Gran know,” said my father, after we had opened our presents to  
each other on Christmas morning - I had lost my mother when I was very young.   
    The weather was crisp and clear, the lake like a mirror as I scrunched on the frosty 
grass down to our flagpole, and ran up the flag that let my Gran know we would be 
on our way.          
    She lived in an old thatched cottage with a cat called Marmaduke the other side of  
the lake, and could just see our house from her little mullioned bedroom window. 
    Most Sundays through the year my father rowed us across for tea in her cosy parlour,  
but today we were off for Christmas Day lunch.  
    As I steered the Rosie Lee, my thoughts were mostly on her Christmas pudding.  
    You needed to eat my Gran’s Christmas puddings slowly, for fear of swallowing one 
of the many small silver charms she put in her pudding mix. Friends have told me they 
ate slowly too, for their mother gave them three pennies for every silver threepenny 
piece they found in their puddings.      
     Both customs seem to be vanishing, as families these days enjoy the convenience of 
manufactured puddings.  
     Gran made hers at least six months ahead, adding a spoonful of port or rum to  
keep them moist. I would peek into her cool pantry to check they were all safe. Sadly 
her recipe was lost when she died. Maybe someone else is enjoying her puddings now. 
    Fortunately I found the little box of charms in her kitchen dresser. 
    Spoon, Donkey, Duck, ‘Good Luck’ Horseshoe, ‘Bachelor’ Button, ‘Old Maid’ 
Thimble, ‘Happy Couple’ Wedding, ‘Miser’ Money Purse, ‘Wish’ Wishbone, and an 
Ingot called ‘Happiness’— an interesting lot don’t you think?  
    And where are they now?  Safe in my china cabinet next to her silver teapot. 
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