GRANDMA'’S GARDEN

Verse 1

| know a place where | can hide away

There’s a special kind of magic happening everyday
There’s red and yellow flowers, and lots of singing birds
There’s a lemon and a lime tree, and lots of smelling herbs
It's somewhere | love to be

It's somewhere | love to be

In Grandma'’s garden
In Grandma'’s garden
In Grandma'’s garden
It's somewhere | love to be

Verse 2

There’s green grass | lie on when | look up to the sky

| feel the sun on my face as | watch the clouds roll by
Grandma says there’s fairies watching over me

And I've seen their tired wings beneath the old gum tree
But ssh, it's a secret we keep

Ssh, it’s a secret we keep

In Grandma'’s garden
In Grandma'’s garden
In Grandma'’s garden
It's somewhere | love to be

Verse 3

There’s a shed down the back, where | am not allowed

Full of boxes of memories that can be found

And I've seen the ghost of Grandma’s dog she used to own
It moved along the garden path where the leaves were blown
It's a place where | can be free

It's a place where | can be free

In Grandma'’s garden

In Grandma'’s garden

In Grandma’s garden

I's somewhere | love to be

It's a place where | can be free
But ssh, there are secrets to keep
It's somewhere | love to be
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