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Grandma’s KeepsakeGrandma’s Keepsake

“Grandma, will you tell me a story about when Daddy was little?” asked Ellee 
excitedly. She always loved to hear Grandma’s stories. 

“Hmmm. Let me think.” Grandma did her thinking face for a moment. “Oh 
yes! I have one. And that reminds me. I came across something in a box of 
memories that I think you would like to see!”

Ellee’s eyes widened as Grandma led her into the kitchen. There on the table 
was a dusty cardboard box. Grandma rummaged around inside until she found 
what she was looking for. Slowly, she pulled out something large and handed it 
to Ellee. 

“What do you think this is?” she asked, 
smiling. 

Ellee turned a clear glass jar over and 
over in her hands. It felt cold. It was filled 
almost to the top with a grayish-white 
powder. Ellee shook it and could feel the 
thick powder thud against it. 

“A jar of old dust?” she guessed. 

Grandma laughed. “Close. This is a jar of 
volcanic ash I collected when the Mount 
St. Helens volcano erupted. I saved it 
about 40 years ago, when your dad was 
three years old.”

by Sara Millward
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Ellee tried to picture her dad as a three-year-old and stifled a giggle. 

“Would you like to hear about Mount St. Helens?” Grandma asked, taking a 
couple of small papers from the box.

“Yes!” Ellee’s eyes sparkled. Grandma sat down on the couch, and Ellee snuggled 
into her favorite spot right next to her. 

“When your dad was young, we lived in the state of Washington. Our home was 
a few hours away from a large mountain called Mount St. Helens, which is a 
volcano. Here is a picture I kept of it.”

Grandma continued. “Back in March of 1980, small earthquakes began to 
happen every now and then around the mountain, and sometimes the pressure 
underground would cause little eruptions of steam and ash to explode out of the 
cracks in the earth. Scientists watched the mountainside and thought that there 
might be a great explosion soon, but they didn’t know when.”  

Mount St. Helens before the eruption
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“Were you scared to live by a volcano, Grandma?”

“Not really. Washington is a beautiful state, and I loved living near the 
mountains.”

Grandma thought for a moment. “I remember it was a Sunday, because that 
morning we were at church. Your dad had on his new blue suit and looked just 
like a little man. He was so cute.”

Ellee laughed. 

“All of a sudden there was a gigantic BOOM louder than anything I had ever 
heard before. You could feel the power of the boom in the air and from the 
ground. At first we were confused. Grandpa and a few others ran outside to 
see what the noise was. A large dark cloud was beginning to fill the sky. We all 
realized then what had caused the great boom. Mount St. Helens had had a 
massive volcanic eruption.”

Mount St. Helens during the eruption
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by Tresa Fowler

illustrated by Benedicta Alodia

REMEMBER
the

GOOD

Sawyer flopped back on the fluffy gray couch pillows, closed his eyes, and let out 
a long sigh. He had just finished listening to the most incredible book, and he 
wasn’t quite ready for it to be over. Then he realized he could listen to it again, 
and an excited smile lit up his face.

“What are you smiling about?” asked Brennan. He looked down at Sawyer with 
one eyebrow raised.

Sawyer’s eyes flew open to see his friend standing over him. “Whoa! Where did 
you come from?”





“Your mom let me in. Come on.” Brennan motioned for Sawyer to follow him. 
“Let’s go down to the pier. Carson and Deegan are going to meet us there.”

Grabbing two apples each and stuffing them in their backpacks, the boys 
launched their bikes toward their favorite pier in their hometown of Hoboken, 
New Jersey. It was a short ride to the water, and it didn’t take them long to find 
their friends. 

Carson and Deegan were sitting on a faded park bench, staring across the 
Hudson River at the island of Manhattan, New York. 

“Sorry it took us so long. Sawyer’s brain was recovering,” joked Brennan with a 
wide grin.

Carson and Deegan turned to see Sawyer and Brennan hopping off their bikes.

“Recovering from what?” Deegan asked.

“The best book ever!” raved Sawyer. “I 
know you guys will appreciate this since 
you love World War II as much as I do. It 
was about the evacuation of Dunkirk. You 
remember when the British and French 
troops were pushed up against France’s 
northern coast and the German army was 
advancing on them? They had nowhere to 
go but across the water. The British Navy 
rescued more than 330,000 soldiers in 
nine days and transported them across the 
English Channel to England. Even civilian 
boats were called into action. Isn’t that an 
incredible story?!”

Carson was nodding enthusiastically. “I do 
remember that story. It was the greatest 
water rescue of all time!”
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“What do you think it would’ve been like to be there?” wondered Deegan. 
“Probably scary, but really cool to see everyone working together.”

The boys chatted about the story of Dunkirk as they looked over the harbor. The 
most recognizable buildings along the Manhattan skyline were the powerfully 
tall Twin Towers of the World Trade Center. The late afternoon sun reflecting 
off the North Tower made it seem to almost glow. 

Enjoying the sunshine and the view, the boys munched on the crunchy apples 
Sawyer and Brennan had brought. After lobbing a few pebbles into the water, 
they retrieved their bikes and pedaled home in the September warmth.

The next day, Sawyer spent some extra time in his room sketching out battle 
plans from Dunkirk. Most mornings, his mom let him have some quiet time 
after breakfast to listen to books, play with Legos, or draw. It was one of his 
favorite things about being homeschooled. 

When he finally headed downstairs, he was surprised to hear the TV on. His 
mom had a pretty strict rule about no TV in the morning, and he couldn’t 
imagine what could have convinced her to break that rule. 
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As he walked into the family room, he saw his parents and older brother, Connor, 
all sitting on the couch staring intently at the TV. His mom was holding a 
wadded-up tissue and had red, puffy eyes. His dad and Connor looked shocked. 

“Come sit over here, Sawyer.” His mom gulped down a fresh wave of tears as 
she patted the couch cushion beside her. “It’s so awful! I don’t even know what 
to say.”

“What’s going on?” Sawyer looked at each of his family members and then 
finally at the TV. His eyes widened. The Twin Towers, which had stood so 
beautifully yesterday afternoon, were both spouting massive billows of gray 
smoke. It seemed completely unreal. 

The TV newscaster spoke in a shaky voice: 
“From what we know at this time, two 
airplanes have flown directly into the Twin 
Towers. The North Tower was hit at 8:46 
a.m. Seventeen minutes later, at 9:03 a.m., 
the South Tower was also hit. 

“From the huge impacts, we assume there are 
fatalities. Both towers are being evacuated. 
Thousands of people who work in the Twin 
Towers are being told not to panic and to 
leave the buildings in an organized manner. 
First Responders are asking the public to 
stay clear of the area so they can reach the 
Towers and help those who are hurt.”

Connor, who was training to be a paramedic, 
jumped up. “I should go to Manhattan and 
see if I can help with the injured.”

The newscaster continued: “All bridges and tunnels into New York City have 
been closed until the situation is under control. Please, do not come to the city. 
There is mass confusion everywhere!”



By Korall - Own work, CC BY 3.0, https://commons.wikimedia.org/w/index.

php?curid=8839056

This caterpillar is 
preparing to form 
its chrysalis.

For the first 
few minutes 
after the 
butterfly 

emerges, its 
wings are 
crinkled.

While monarch caterpillars eat only 
milkweed, monarch butterf lies feed off of 
a variety of flowers.

  hen the chrysalis 
is mature and ready 
to hatch, it becomes 
translucent.

W
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“We can keep them inside and watch them grow. We will also need to have 
fresh milkweed leaves for the caterpillars to eat when they hatch. After the 
butterflies emerge from their chrysalises, we can release them in the backyard.”

“Really? We can keep them and observe them every day?” Ariella was thrilled. 
“This will be so cool to include in our nature journals. Don’t you think, Alannah?”

Alannah eagerly nodded her agreement.

“What a wonderful idea to document this in your journals,” approved Mom.

“This is going to be the best science experiment we have ever done!” said 
Alannah as Ariella clapped her hands in happy agreement.

“I already know what I’m going to name the butterflies,” said Ariella. “Violet, 
Paisley, Alexandria, and Ellsie.”

“Those are lovely names,” agreed Mom. “Beautiful names for beautiful butterflies!”
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