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Summer with Grandma
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Thomas was only five years old when he went to visit Grandma for summer break in North Carolina. Mom and Dad had packed his bags, giving him hugs and kisses before saying goodbye. Their work schedules were too packed to allow them to spend much time with him during the break, so Grandma’s house became his little vacation.
The first few days went by without a problem. Grandma cooked delicious meals, told funny stories, and took Thomas on walks around her neighborhood. He helped her water the garden and feed the birds in the backyard. Life at Grandma’s was peaceful and sweet—at least, for a little while.
One sunny morning, Grandma called out from the kitchen, “Thomas, today we’re going to the supermarket. We need to pick up a few items.”
Thomas was still finishing his cereal, but jumped up excitedly. “Can I ride in the cart, Grandma?”
“Yes, sweetheart,” she said, smiling. “As long as you behave.”
The supermarket was just a 20-minute drive away. When they arrived, Grandma grabbed a cart, placed Thomas in the child seat, and began checking off items on her list.
Everything was going smoothly—until they got to the cereal aisle. Grandma reached for a box of Cheerios, a cereal she knew Thomas enjoyed.
“I don’t want it! I don’t want it!” Thomas suddenly shouted. His voice echoed down the aisle. “I don’t want Cheerios! They’re yucky!”
Several shoppers turned their heads. Some raised eyebrows. A baby started crying in a nearby cart.
Grandma’s face flushed red with embarrassment. “Thomas,” she said firmly, “enough. There’s no need to yell.”
“I want Froot Loops!” he bellowed. “I don’t want Cheerios!”
To de-escalate the scene, Grandma reluctantly placed the Cheerios back and picked up the Froot Loops. She didn’t want to reward his tantrum, but she also didn’t want to make a bigger scene in public.
They moved on to the frozen aisle to pick up some ice cream. Again, when Grandma picked out a simple vanilla tub, Thomas protested loudly. “Nooo! I want cookies and cream in a cone! And I want the vanilla cookie flavor too!”
People stared again. A nearby couple whispered to each other.
Grandma’s patience was wearing thin. She quickly grabbed what Thomas asked for, made her way to the checkout, and left the store.
The drive home was quiet. Once inside, Grandma sat Thomas down in the living room chair. “Thomas,” she said calmly, “your behavior today was unacceptable. Yelling in public places is not okay. Because of the way you acted, I’m going to take away your tablet for the rest of the day.”
Thomas looked down at his feet. He didn’t argue. Maybe, just maybe, he was starting to realize that Grandma meant what she said.
And so began the summer that would change everything.
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Trouble in the Supermarket
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The next day, Grandma had another errand to run. “Thomas, we need to go back to the supermarket for a few more things,” she said as she helped him into the car seat.
“I’ll be good this time,” Thomas promised, remembering his tablet had been taken away after the last trip.
Grandma smiled gently. “I hope so, sweetheart.”
At the store, Thomas asked again to ride in the shopping cart. Grandma agreed but reminded him, “Only if you remember your inside voice.”
As they moved through the aisles, Thomas quietly observed the items Grandma picked. When they reached the cereal aisle again, Grandma turned to him and asked, “Would you like Cheerios today or something different?”
Thomas hesitated. “Froot Loops, please,” he said, this time using a soft voice.
“Good choice,” said Grandma, putting the box in the cart without fuss.
Next was the frozen section. Thomas pointed at the freezer. “Can I get the cookies and cream again?”
“Only if you ask politely,” Grandma replied.
“Can I please have the cookies and cream ice cream, Grandma?” he asked.
Grandma beamed. “That’s much better.”
They finished shopping without any problems. At the checkout, Grandma praised Thomas quietly, “You were a very good helper today. I’m proud of how you behaved.”
Thomas grinned. It felt good to be praised. He even helped load a few grocery bags into the car when they got outside.
That night, as they were getting ready for bed, Grandma sat next to Thomas and said, “Today was a great day. See how much better things go when we use our words kindly?”
Thomas nodded sleepily. “Yes, Grandma. I like being good.”
“I like it too,” she whispered, kissing his forehead. “Goodnight, sweetheart.”
The tantrums weren’t gone overnight—but this was a big step.
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A Lesson in Church
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Sunday arrived quickly. Grandma always went to church faithfully, and this Sunday would be no different. As they finished breakfast, she turned to Thomas and said, “We’re going to church today, and I expect you to be on your best behavior. Do you remember what I told you about public places?”
Thomas nodded, “Yes, Grandma. No yelling.”
Grandma smiled warmly. “That’s right, my boy.”
The church was only ten minutes away. As they pulled into the lot, Grandma unbuckled Thomas and held his hand as they walked toward the doors. They found seats near the back of the church so they wouldn’t disturb others if Thomas needed the bathroom.
As the service began, music filled the air. People stood, clapped, and sang. Thomas clapped along for a bit but then grew restless. He began squirming, reaching for things in Grandma’s purse, and tapping his shoes loudly against the pew.
“Thomas,” Grandma whispered, gently but firmly pulling him close. “This is the House of God. We are here to listen, sing, and worship—not to play.”
Thomas looked up at her, sensing her seriousness. He fidgeted a little longer, then crossed his arms and pouted.
A few minutes later, he began whispering loudly, trying to get Grandma’s attention. When she didn’t respond immediately, he raised his voice.
“I’m bored! This is taking too long!”
Heads turned. A few nearby churchgoers gave disapproving glances. Grandma leaned in and whispered in a calm, but stern voice, “Thomas, you must not shout in church. It is not the place for tantrums or noise. We’ll talk more at home.”
The rest of the service, Thomas stayed quiet. He watched others around him bow their heads in prayer and slowly began to mimic their actions, folding his little hands and closing his eyes. It was a small but meaningful shift.
On the ride home, the car was silent.
After arriving, Grandma sat Thomas in the same chair from their talk after the grocery trip. She knelt beside him, looking into his eyes.
“Thomas,” she said gently, “today in church, your behavior concerned me. The church is not just a building—it is a place where we come to worship God. We listen, we pray, and we show respect.”
Thomas looked thoughtful. “So, I can’t play in church?”
“No, sweetheart,” Grandma replied. “Church is not for playing. But after church, we can go to the park and play all you like. But during church, we must be still and respectful.”
Thomas nodded. “Okay, Grandma. I’ll be good next time.”
Grandma gave him a big hug. “That’s all I ask. I know you’re learning.”
That evening, Thomas helped set the table for dinner without being asked. A quiet act that made Grandma smile. Something was beginning to shift, ever so slightly.
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Quiet Mornings, Small Changes
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The following week, something remarkable began to happen. Thomas woke up earlier each day, without needing to be called multiple times. Instead of whining for cartoons right away, he’d go to the kitchen and sit at the table, waiting for breakfast.
One morning, Grandma raised an eyebrow. “You're up early, Thomas.”
“I want to help you pour the juice,” he said proudly.
Grandma handed him the small jug, keeping a close eye to make sure he didn’t spill too much. He poured carefully, then grinned.
“That’s perfect,” she said. “Thank you for being such a helper.”
During the days that followed, Thomas became more cooperative with the little things—tidying his toys, picking out his clothes, even helping to water the plants. It wasn’t always perfect, and there were still moments where he’d pout or drag his feet. But the tantrums had lessened.
Instead of yelling when he didn’t get his way, he would sometimes cross his arms and say, “I don’t like that.” Grandma would respond, “Thank you for using your words,” and gently explain why things needed to be a certain way.
In the evenings, they began reading books together. Grandma would pull out old picture books, and Thomas would snuggle beside her on the couch.
One night, after a story about a brave little bear learning patience, Thomas asked, “Was I being brave at the store when I didn’t yell?”
Grandma smiled. “You were very brave. It takes courage to do the right thing, especially when it’s hard.”
Thomas beamed. “I’m going to be brave more.”
Grandma kissed the top of his head. “That’s the spirit.”
She could see the change happening—not all at once, but piece by piece. Like sunlight rising slowly over the hills, Thomas was learning how to manage his emotions and show kindness instead of frustration.
And every time he chose quiet words over shouting, Grandma’s heart swelled with pride.
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