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I know my grandma loves me
when she looks at me 
and her eyes light up 
like stars twinkling in the night.



I know my grandma loves me when I curl up in her lap 
and she reads me the book I love best 
over and over and over again, 
as though it’s the first time 
she has ever read that book. 



I know my grandma loves me when we go for walks 
and she takes really little steps like me, 

so I can keep up. 





I know my grandma loves me when it’s the kind of cold outside that 
makes your teeth c hatttter ,  your eyelashes stick together, 
your nose run like a leaky tap, and still 
she piles on layer after layer of warm clothing, 
just to go sledding with me! 



I know my grandma loves me 
when tears roll down my cheeks
and she holds out her arms 
to wrap me up tight and keep me close, 
so she can hear every word I need to say.



I know my grandma loves me when music fills the room 
and she stops whatever she’s doing 
 to stomp, 
          twist, 
              twirl and jump—
                   dancing just like me.



I know my grandma loves me 
when it’s springtime 
and she takes me puddle jumping 
in my bright yellow boots, 
knowing she might get wet.





I know my grandma loves me 
when it’s hot and sunny 
and she patiently covers me 
from head to toe with sunscreen—
 even if I’m being 
       a squiggly, 
        wiggly 
       worm.



I know my grandma loves me 
when she pushes me on the swing 
and I hear her giggle and laugh as I sing, 
 “Again, again... Again, again... Again, again!”



I know my grandma loves me 
when I drum on her pots and pans 
and she grabs a spoon 
  and bang s  on the pots with me 
 like she’s playing in a rock band!



I know my grandma loves me 
when I spill my crayons all over the floor and she says, 
 “Look at the beautiful rainbow you made.”





I know my grandma loves me 
when she whispers, 

"I have a wonderful surprise,"
and it’s not a fancy present

but a big, empty box that becomes 
an airplane, a fort, a climbing structure 

and a blank canvas to draw on 
all day long. 



I know my grandma loves me when I set up my very own kitchen—
chopping carrots, broccoli and potatoes to make soup for my doll
and she quietly passes me the special spices that make my nose tingle 
       and my mouth water
        when she makes soup for me.
      



I know my grandma loves me when she can’t stop laughing 
at the silly faces I make,
especially if she’s the only one watching. 



I know my grandma loves me 
when she reaches into our picnic basket
and out comes juicy watermelon, ripe strawberries, 
crunchy pickles, rainbow lollipops...
and my eyes open wider and wider
as I realize that we're going to 
m u n c h  m u n c h  m u n c h 
until our tummies are full,
just like the caterpillar we love 
in the story we've shared
since I was born. 





Kathleen Ward holds a Bachelor 
of Education degree. Her passion for 
literature, years teaching elementary 
school and active participation in a 
writing group cemented her belief in 
the value of picture books. Every day 
Kathy marvels at the joy, the learning 
and the connections that develop 
as her daughter shares books with 
others. It is the relationship between 
Kathy’s daughter Evelia and Grandma 
Bev that inspired such uplifting text.

Rosemary Ellis found the process 
of illustrating and designing this book 
immensely rewarding. She has fond 
memories of a special tin of crayons 
and little table at her granny’s house 
where Rosemary happily spent her time 
drawing as a child. Since that early age, 
she has seized every opportunity to 
express her creativity and enrich her 
artistic talent through explorations 
in fine arts and by completing her 
undergraduate degree in architecture. 

How do you know someone loves you? 
Dance, bake, frolic in the leaves 

and journey with one granddaughter 
as she discovers all the ways 

she can know her grandma’s love.
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