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Grandma, 
thank you for
 the laughter, the
 wonderful stories
 and the lessons
 you share. 
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Courtney’s Love 
Lesson 


The July day was bursting with sunshine and warmth. The kind of day that whispers, “Let’s go to the beach.”


Fridays were dear to my heart because Friday was my day to baby-sit our beloved grandchildren, Mikey, three years old, and Courtney, two. Taking them to the beach could only make the day more heavenly. Well . . .


What seemed like a wonderful idea at 10:00 A.M. didn’t seem quite so wonderful at 11:00 A.M. as I began unloading the car with all the beach necessities: a blanket, cooler, sand toys, beach towels and two rambunctious toddlers. What in the world had I been thinking? How could I manage all this by myself from the parking lot, which was a city block away from Lake Michigan’s edge?


“Dear God, help me,” I prayed as I stood there a wee bit overwhelmed, waiting for the morning’s estrogen to kick in and calm me down. Just then a group of young, strong men walked by.


“Excuse me,” I said. “Would you like to carry some of these things for us? The children are so excited, and I just can’t do it all.”


The taller of the three, blond and tanned like a California surfer, smiled and answered, “I’d be happy to help. I remember, as a kid, my Gram taking me to the beach.”


A short time later, we wished our godsends a happy day as we staked out our homestead a foot from the water’s edge and began building a secret tunnel that would take us to Disney World. Mikey was eager to play in the water, splash and “swim,” but not Courtney, for the vastness of Lake Michigan and the rolling waves seemed to frighten her. Mikey and I played in the water as Courtney sat in the sand contentedly digging, filling and emptying her pail. No amount of coaxing could persuade her to come into the water.


Suddenly, a strong wind came up, and Gramma’s straw beach hat took wings and sailed out across the waves.


“Gram, your hat!” Mikey screamed excitedly.


“I guess it wanted to go swimming, too.” We laughed, watching as the waves carried it further out. Then out of the corner of my eye, I saw Courtney step into the water, her little feet taking small, determined steps.


“Court, you’re in the water?” Mikey shouted gleefully.


“Me get Gramma’s hat,” she answered as one little foot was placed in front of the other.


I stood there in the presence of the Lord, who had created this beautiful day, and these grandchildren who lived within my soul, and tears fell from my eyes. Here was a child, so filled with pure love, that her fears were overlooked as she stepped into the water to rescue Gramma’s hat.


Scooping Courtney into my arms I whispered, “I love you so much,” as we waved good-bye to the beach hat. A five-dollar special at Kmart had taught me a million-dollar lesson.


Alice Collins
Chicken Soup for the Grandparent’s Soul






Games to Play at the Beach 


• Scratch a tic-tac-toe board in the sand with a stick. Just wipe out the board and make a new one when someone wins!


• A classic: Bring buckets and shovels and build sand-castles. Hold contests to see who can build the most elaborate structure.


• Take turns burying each other in the sand. See who can stay under the sand the longest without scratching an itch!


• Bring squirt toys, fill with beach water and squirt each other. (Be careful not to get saltwater in the eyes!)


• Collect shells. Call out instructions such as, “Who can collect the biggest one in one minute?” “Who can find a red one first?” etc.


• Drape a giant beach blanket over the beach umbrella and make a tent!


• Draw pictures or words on each other’s backs with sunscreen. Have the person being drawn on guess what’s on his or her back.


• Divide into teams of two. Have one person on each team stand at the water’s edge and the other stand at the beach blanket. Fill a cup to the brim with beach water and carry it back and forth three times between the two team members. Whichever team has the most water left in the cup at the end of the game wins.






A grandmother
 holds her
 grandchikdren’s 
hands for a while; 
their hearts
 forever. 






She had the loaded handbag of someone who camps out and seldom goes home, or who imagines life must be full of emergencies.


—Mavis Gallant






Everything but 
the Kitchen Sink 


By my teenage daughters’ standards, her purse was huge. Theirs were tiny things that could barely hold a lipstick and compact; they wore them on their shoulders just under their arm. Grandma’s handbag, suspended by thick, black leather straps, hung down on her hip. It was big enough to hold everything you could possibly want.


One day we were all in the car when my daughter Shazara spilled some drink on the back seat. “Mom, do you have any napkins?”


“No,” I replied.


Suddenly, Grandma reached for her handbag on the car floor near her feet and opened it wide. Her head almost disappeared inside as she rummaged around, pulling out a handful of napkins.


“There you go, sweetheart,” she said as she handed them to Shazara.


In my rearview mirror I could see my two daughters sitting there with a huge grins on their faces.


“Mom, there’s a thread hanging from my T-shirt,” Reece called out.


Again opening the jaws of her handbag, Grandma rummaged in the darkness of her purse and retrieved a pair of scissors.


“There you go, love, “ she said, handing it to the girls in the backseat.


They sat with wide grins on their faces that itched with orneriness.


“Mom, I need a knife and fork! “ said Shazara, trying hard to sound serious about her request.


Again Grandma opened her bag and her head disappeared into its depths. She handed Shazara a neatly wrapped plastic knife and fork in a white napkin. “Here you are, Shazara.”


I could see the girls’ faces, looking quite amazed. Surely they weren’t going to ask their Grandma for anything else.


“Oh no, my hands are sticky,” Reece complained. “Have you got anything that I can wash my hands with, Grandma?”


Again, she delved into the black handbag. I could see the girls waiting in anticipation to see what Grandma was about to produce from her bag this time.


“Here you go,” she said, passing a wet tissue in a sealed packet to Reece.


We all laughed out loud when Reece joked, “For a minute, Grandma, I thought you were going to bring out the kitchen sink!”


Nadia Ali
Chicken Soup for the Grandma’s Soul






What children need most are the essentials that grandparents provide in abundance. They give unconditional love, kindness, patience, humor, comfort, lessons in life. And, most importantly, cookies.


—Rudolph Giuliani
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Nana’s Mint Chocolate Chip Cookies 


INGREDIENTS:


½ cup brown sugar


½ cup sugar


3/4 cup vegetable oil


2 eggs


1 tsp. vanilla


1½ cups flour


1 cup oatmeal


1 tsp baking soda


½ tsp salt


½ cup crushed walnuts


½ cup mint chocolate chips 




Preheat oven to 375°.


In a large mixing bowl beat together first five ingredients until creamy. In a separate bowl mix together flour, oatmeal, baking soda and salt. Mix dry ingredients into wet ingredients and add walnuts and mint chocolate chips.


Using a teaspoon, place dollops of cookie dough on an ungreased baking sheet. Flatten using a fork that’s been dipped in cold water. Bake at 375° approximately 10 minutes.


Remove from oven and let cool.






Nana’s Mysterious Panache 


She was grand! But Nana adamantly disclaimed the title, explaining, “No one is grander than your own mother.”


Picture Rosalind Russell’s portrayal of Auntie Mame and you get a glimpse of my grandmother. She drove the first car in town, wore pants when that was still scandalous, and she never minded a bawdy joke. Nana dashed through life, lighting up the lives of everyone she met. I wondered why the slings and arrows of life never seemed to overwhelm her.
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