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Ode to Grandma’s House 

Oh, the nostalgia of sunflowers scattered on wallpaper, of a family of five crowded 

around a circular enamel table. The memories rendered by the sweet scent of cinnamon sugar 

covered snickerdoodles and freshly cut grass. Oh, lovely shelves decorated with a colorful array 

of preserves: orange marmalade, mint jelly, molasses, and strawberry jam, all glowing in the 

light of the mid-afternoon sun. The padding of cherry-red Mary Janes over faded powder-pink 

carpet, sneaking about an attempt to play with ancient teddy bears, narrowly avoiding 

Grandma's piercing eyes. Hours of little eyes glued to a Shirley Temple VHS on repeat and 

gentle hands cautiously petting a cat named Bubbles, who's not so bubbly personality often 

brought swipes and hisses to the well-meaning child. Grubby little hands aching to play tea 

party with precious china, ever wishing to grab hold of porcelain cat figurines, forever out of their 

reach.  

Oh, the strain of the heart missing diving boards and days spent attempting to drown 

siblings and cousins. Oh the magic of discovering a family of ducks has made their home in the 

chlorinated water, yearning to hold a little duckling and observe it up close. Oh, the lingering 

fear of being pushed in by a brother, or the threat of being locked in the spider-infested pool 

shed. Hot summer days spent longing for cool water to hit sunburned skin, but instead, put to 

work weeding in the garden. Though, all complaining was forgotten once artichoke leaves were 

dipped in butter, and corn cobs husked at summer barbecues. 

Oh, the phantom sting of a bee’s needle on the bottom of a bare foot. The bite of a 

yellow jacket after the hive, nestled in the corner of the greenhouse, was hit by a wiffleball bat, 

swung by a bored older brother. Oh, the smiles when pincher bugs were found under garden 

stones, and the anger of a little girl shooting her brother away after positioning a magnifying 

glass to shine a dangerous spotlight on her little ladybug friend. Hands slapped away after trying 
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to sprinkle salt on a snail, attempting a slow escape from the wrath of a destructive child. The 

flinch of short arms pricked by the thorns on the orange tree, standing on tiptoes, reaching for a 

refreshing sweet treat. Freckled noses scrunched at the disgust of a worm found in a half rotten 

apple, fallen from a tree. 

Oh, the shiver of staring into blank eyes in black and white photographs of dead 

ancestors, concocting stories of ghosts that haunted the house. The excitement of closing the 

chain curtains in front of the fireplace around a little body in the game of hide-and-seek, 

emerging with a face covered in ash and the fear of future reprimand. The rush of sneaking 

behind the big chair to sniff the hidden bag of scented pine cones. Sneakily running a finger 

across the screen of an old TV preparing a weapon in the game of shock tag, poking an older 

brother in his side as the static electricity leaves the finger and shocks him.  

Oh, the sound of car wheels crunching over white, sparkling, wishing stones, and rakes 

scraping against pavement, piling up leaves to jump into. Oh, the tug of the heart strings when 

driving by the shopping center that formerly housed the frozen yogurt shop parents would 

reward their kids with after spending their Sundays at Grandma's. Oh, the tears brought on with 

thoughts of Grandma's smile, and thick-lensed glasses. Oh, the sobs when reminded of the big 

backyard tree, planted by a father and his twin brother, where a portion of Grandma's ashes lie.  


