
  Hi kids, I’m Emily Chalmers Gordon.  I decided to keep a diary for my friends about my 

Gramma’s stories.  Gramma is THE BEST storyteller.  At first it was really strange to think of Gramma 

as eight-years-old, but when she told her stories, Becky Chalmers/Gramma came to life.  I would love 

a friend like Becky.  When Gramma tells her stories, it’s kinda like fantasy—I’m put in a spaceship and 

taken to a different world.  Today is March 10, 2021, I’ll read my diary to you and I won’t leave 

anything out, I promise.   

My Diary, by Emily Chalmers Gordon, granddaughter to Becky Chalmers, who lives in the book: 

The Sparkling Adventures of Becky and Friends 

 April 8, 2019 I am Emily Chalmers Gordon.  I go to Miss Lisa’s Private School in 

Yardley, Pennsylvania.  My Gramma picks me up every day when school is out.  Gramma lives in 

Yardley, where she’s always lived.  It is a long ride in her car to our family’s apartment.  It used 

to seem like it took forever to get home from Yardley, but Gramma and I made a pact:  I won’t 

play video games or talk on my cell phone; Gramma won’t listen to the oldies radio station.  

Instead, Gramma tells me stories about the things she did when she was eight-years-old like me. 

Back then everyone called her Becky Chalmers. I look forward to these stories so much that it 

seems like we get home in a twinkle. 

 Today, she told me a fish story.  She said people used to exaggerate when they bragged 

about how big their fish was, but Gramma said every word of her story was the absolute truth.   

It wasn’t long before the best part of my day was with Gramma in her Chevy Malibu. 

 July 18, 2020  Gramma loves dogs, especially her black Labrador Retriever.  His name 

is Hodor Honeycakes and he sleeps right next to Gramma in her bed at night.  Hodor 

Honeycakes snores loudly, but Gramma doesn’t mind.  She says that’s what Grandpa used to do.  



 She told me another story when we were stuck in traffic.  It was about a dog show 

contest.  Gramma said this as she parked the Malibu in the apartment parking lot.  “Our dog, 

Snowball, never went to the pet store for a shampoo and got his nails done and his teeth brushed 

like some dogs do today.  Snowball got as dirty as we kids did and our parents just squirted us 

all off with the garden hose.”  

 August 12, 2020   I even go to Miss Lisa’s in the summer.  Mommy and Daddy have to 

work.  Sometimes Gramma picks me up early in the day.  She says this has to be our little secret.  

We sit on her porch with ice tea, and suddenly Gramma becomes the eight-year-old Becky 

Chalmers telling me about a lucky day.  Gramma and her friends hid in a big tree, then they 

went fishing and got chased away. Sometimes, Gramma dozes off for a while after her stories.  

When she does, I catch up on a few video games and play on the internet.  We have to make a 

speedy drive to our apartment when Gramma over-does her nap. 

 September 9, 2020   I was back in regular school after Labor Day.  On the first day of 

school, Gramma was excited, and not in a good way, about the big trucks that were bulldozing 

the woods behind her house.  As she drove from Yardley to our apartment, I think she was 

crying.  In a sad voice she told me about those woods.  She called them The Enchanted Woods. 

Gramma and her friends made sleds and flew down the trails of what used to be an enchanted 

playground until her mom blew a whistle for them to come home. With a sigh, Gramma ended 

her story.   

She said, “In today’s time I don’t think I would be allowed to play in the woods.  Some 

old scientist discovered that ticks, who live in the woods too, can give you a bad disease.  You 

can still name the woods what you want to and keep thinking there’s some good fun in the 



woods.  Just be sure Mommy and Daddy put lots of bug spray on you before you enter an 

Enchanted Woods.”                                                                                                                                    

 October 6, 2020   Mommy, Gramma, and I got a special treat today.  Mommy took off 

work early and fixed herself up real pretty.  We’re going to a photographer to have a three-

generational portrait.  Gramma said if she had time, she would have turned my ponytail into 

baloney curls, and that reminded her of a new story to tell me.  (Gramma said you can make 

baloney curls easy today with a good curling iron.)  In this new story, I learned that when a big 

girl ruins your stuff, tell Mom.  I agree with Gramma on this subject.  We talked about God too.  

October 31, 2020  Miss Lisa’s Private School threw a Halloween Party. Gramma came 

to pick me up early and to see the fun.  Before I knew it, Gramma took over.  All the kids sat 

around her, and Gramma let loose another one of her stories.  Gramma was scared by some 

other kids, but her Gramma and Pop-pops dressed her up so royally she wasn’t afraid of 

anything.  Gramma said she learned that a ghost can’t turn you into a cat on Halloween.  After 

the story, I thought Gramma was finishing up.  She wasn’t.   

 “I heard that you kids go to malls and parties for Halloween today.  I think parents are 

afraid their kids will get too scared in the neighborhood.  Sometimes you have to be brave and 

know there are good kids and good places to go with them. I bet you’re scared when a monster 

from a video game tries to get you in your dreams at night.  I had bad dreams too.  I yelled loud 

enough for my Daddy to come to my bedroom and chase away the witch that sometimes hid 

under my bed.” 

 Gramma told us that she heard that kids today get little candy bars.  “We got really big 

chocolate bars and really big peanut butter cups in 1961.” 
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 Finally, Gramma was getting sleepy.  Fortunately, Mommy met us right when she was 

about to nod off.  We took Gramma home that night.   

 December 18, 2020.   I woke up cranky this morning.  Even though it was almost 

Christmas, I was having a bad day.  I asked Gramma if she ever had a bad day.  She said to put 

down my cell phone and listen to how bad a certain day was for her in 1961.  The Malibu 

hummed. 

 I never saw Gramma pout; she must have put on a good one but she still didn’t win.  

Then she did a mean thing, in her story, then she was sorry and tried to do a nice thing.  

Gramma said there was a lesson in this story.  “Kindness, caring about a classmate, 

made me feel better about myself.  My sweet Emily, I want you to know that in the world of today 

a kid sees angry, hateful things that grown-ups say and do.  If YOU remember to always be kind, 

Mommy and Daddy will be proud of you. They might stop being angry too. But, even if they don’t 

it will feel good in your heart and it will make God happy.”  

 February 20, 2021 Just before she left for her annual vacation to Florida, Gramma 

had wise words for me.  “This is what you need to know Emily.  Parents can take away your cell 

phone or your video games or even ground you, which I found out makes you a prisoner, but 

there are things they can’t take away—memories of fishing in a pond or river with your friends, 

exploring a quarry and almost getting caught; a good day in a tree or in the woods.  You have to 

save these natural things. So, spend time outside and let the sunshine sparkle in your eyes.  Wake 

up every morning excited for the adventures of the day.  Always, always be happy.” 

 


