
    
 

To Grandmother’s House We Go – and to Grandpa’s Moon 
  Ellen Ryan, March 14, 2015   Charleston Tells, Storytelling Festival 
 
My husband Patrick and I live in Ontario, Canada – the True North where it’s cold and snowy in 
wintertime.   
 
Our son Kevin fell in love while working in Sweden.  He and his wife Anna live in Stockholm, the 
capital of Sweden, another True North with their two children.  
 
One Christmas Kevin came to Canada with his family -- from one True North to the other.  Kayla 
had just turned 3 years old, and baby Aleksander had just started walking. 
 
You may be wondering how we would communicate with two grandchildren from Sweden.  In that 
country, everybody speaks Swedish; AND, Grandpa and I don’t speak Swedish. 
 
Well, our son Kevin made the decision to speak only English to his children – sometimes difficult 
when they are surrounded by Swedish speaking.  As a result Kayla and Aleksander could 
understand English well. And by age 3, Kayla could say quite a bit in English.   
 
In our earlier visits with them in Stockholm, Kayla had begun to refer to Grandpa’s moon whenever 
the moon hung low and full in their front window. Already baby Aleksander was pointing to the 
moon and laughing.  Grandpa, you see, has always followed the moon from window to window or 
balcony to porch in the evenings, and sometimes early mornings. 
 
During the ride from the airport, Kayla pointed out Grandpa’s moon – the one she had left just 
hours ago in Stockholm. We all smiled – how close our family feels, connected by the one moon. 
Aleksander missed this, being fast asleep, finally, after the long sleepless plane trip. 
 
Upon arrival, everyone was alert for a snack and a tour. Kevin was careful to put the red pouch 
with documents on a high shelf, so it would be ready in two weeks for the return travelling day. 
 
We were surprised by Kayla’s social understanding. Through translation for this complicated 
thought, Kayla explained why Aleksander was getting cranky after half hour or so that first evening.  
 
“Aleksander is cranky because he’s only been here once before.  But, I’ve been here many times. I 
know where Grandma keeps the stuffed animals, and I know where Grandpa prints out pictures for 
colouring.” 
 



Christmas at Grandma’s house was fun for all of us. A big group of family all together listened to 
Grandpa sing in the church choir. Kayla sang Jingle Bells sitting on Grandpa’s lap at the piano. 
Aleksander sat with Grandma reading Goodnight, Moon. 
 
The children perched on the kitchen counter for baking and decorating cookies for Santa. 
What a surprise when some of the cookies and milk were gone in the morning! 
 
Grandma and Kayla played Go Fish and Concentration with the new animal cards, a gift from 
Uncle Dennis. Aleksander especially liked riding the toy truck that sang Old McDonald’s Farm –
round and round the circuit between kitchen and living room.   
 
Both children loved putting their noses to the floor-to-ceiling window by the front door, -- to watch 
snow fall or relatives arrive to play. One freezing morning they got to watch the tow truck arrive to 
boost the battery of our car. 

 
Walks to the library took a long time – not because it was far away but because it’s fun to play in 
the snow and slide on slippery sidewalks. 
 
One afternoon when baby Aleksander was brought to the living room after his nap, he took a while 
to really wake up.  It finally looked as though he had warmed up to our visitor when he toddled over 
to her and took her hand.  He then nudged her to walk with him – toward what, no one could tell.  
She was pleased at being singled out, until he took her to the front door and stood waiting – 
apparently, for her to leave. 
 
After two weeks of fun, the travelling day arrived – with the usual hustle and bustle of such days. 
Mama Anna was out on a final errand after mostly packing the suitcases, while baby Aleksander 
slept.  
 
Kevin was working his way through all the shelves and drawers in the kitchen, looking distracted.    
 
Kayla was following her father, asking  
    “Daddy, can you come see my tower of blocks?”    “Not now, Kayla.” 
    “Daddy, can you sing with me at the piano?”   “A little later, Kayla.” 
    “Daddy, I’d like a cookie.“    “Why don’t you ask Grandma?” 
  
But she just kept up with him as he moved around.   
 
Finally, good Dad that he is, Kevin turned to her, bent down from his 6'5" height and quietly, 
patiently, explained  
 
“You know how we play taking the bus. You give me a ticket, and I drive you downtown. 
Well, we need tickets like that to take the airplane this afternoon. I can’t find the pouch with the 
tickets.  I need some quiet time to keep looking.”    
 
Kayla replied, 
“Oh, do you mean that red thing that baby Aleksander was playing with this morning?  

the thing he left under the couch downstairs?” 
 
 
“And a little child shall lead them.” 


