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Introduction

As you begin your life, may each minute of your day be a special memory we will 
always keep and share together. 

Grandchildren bring much pleasure. Enjoy the time they spend with you, listening 
to what they say, sharing their imagination and entering into their world of fantasy. 
How wonderful a day may become when they walk up the garden path and enter 
your life.
Enjoy these precious moments. Too soon the tiny rose in bud has reached full 
bloom and those baby days are just a memory.

Welcome to our family circle.  May I introduce the children who will enter your life 
as you enjoy their childhood stories through the years?
Their names are Rebecca, Jack, Casey, Jordan, Ally, Tayla, Jarrod, Noah, Bridget, 
Riley, Hayley, James and Haydn.

The stories in this book have been lovingly gathered over many years.  When 
Rebecca, the first grandchild, was about two years old, she said some very funny 
things, so I gathered them together like beautiful flowers in a basket and kept 
them for our enjoyment.  Over the years, as each new grandchild came along, 
their funny sayings were gathered; they just grew and grew, so I added them to 
the basket. Each of the children love to read and hear what they said when they 
were small. This basket is now overflowing and I would like to share these little 
stories with you.
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Come let us walk together as we enjoy the funny quotes from the mouths of 
children, and may you receive a little pleasure as you too, look through the eyes of 
my grandchildren.

The first cries of our newborn child echo through the dark still night,
So tiny and soft, drawing first breath, new life stirs within.
Proudly we gaze at this wonder, God’s creation there before our eyes,
Your journey through the Passage of life, shall now, lovingly begin.
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Rebecca is my name; I am almost 17 years old, and I am in year 12, my final year 
at MacRobertson Girls’ High School. I have not decided what will occupy my 
time after leaving school, but find much enjoyment in reading novels, writing and 
drama, which I study at school.  

The first story is about Rebecca who is a very bright young lady.  
Rebecca’s Nan is an ardent Essendon 
supporter, so ‘Becky’s first words were, 
”Mumma”, “Dadda”, “Bubba” and 
“BOMBERS”, all of which were said in a 
very deep, husky voice, even though she 
was only 10 months old.  When she was 
15 months old we dressed Rebecca in a 
red and black outfit, with a Bomber scarf 
and beanie cap for her first outing to the 
football. The match was between Haw-
thorn and Essendon at the old Waverley 
Park football ground, which was not far 
from our home.  
As each goal was scored we shared our baby around, holding her aloft and shout-
ing, “Bombers!” Rebecca, in that very deep voice of hers, repeated, “Bombers!”  
We all went home very arm weary – the reason being, our little Bomber supporter 
was no lightweight, and Essendon scored 27 goals that Saturday. I am sure Re-
becca was a little dizzy from being held so high. The supporters from each team 
seated around us enjoyed the performance; and we went home tired but very 
happy “Bomber” supporters.  Rebecca found delight clapping her hands, even for 
the opposition.

REBECCA
Two today, yes two today
A young lady has turned two
I wonder who, do you know who
Yes I do, it is Rebecca Sue
I had a clue, but I knew, I knew
Who had turned two
She grew and grew 
So that is the reason why
Rebecca Sue
is
The grand old age of two.
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Hello, I’m Casey Samantha and I am 12 years old and in my first year at Second-
ary College. I like music, enjoy my studies, and would love to own a horse to ride 
and enjoy.

Sitting happily in her own little chair watching Burke’s Backyard, Casey looked 
up when a friend came into the room.  
“Hello Casey, what are you watching?”
Casey stopped singing the theme song – the original version of, “Give me a home 
among the gum-trees  …  in Burke’s Backyard”.
Casey’s version  …
“‘Give me a home among the gum-trees  … in Burke’s Backside. I’m watching 
Burke’s Backside,” was her reply.

CASEY
Casey Sam that’s who I am
A girl with a curl, a whirl and a twirl.
She’s happy at school, work or play
No matter the time or whatever the day.
Loves her food whatever is on
Slice of bread or a pumpkin scone,
Smothered with jam, cheese or ham
Yes, Casey Sam that’s who I am.
Twelve years old, enthralled by anything that wriggles and waggles.
Slippery, slimy, sticky, squashy, slushy, scary bugs,
Creepy beetles, crawly caterpillars and slithery slippery slugs.
Loves all these creatures big and small
Yes, Casey Sam just loves them all.
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Jack is my name, I am almost 14 years old and commencing Year 9. I like play-
ing football, cricket, and doing the least amount of schoolwork possible.  One of 
my attributes is to be a real charmer, it goes a long way, especially with the girls 
and my teachers.  My spiky blonde hairdo and blue eyes help to make me trendy. 
I enjoy umpiring football at weekends, as this gives me pocket money for my 
expenses during the school term.

Five-year-old Jack came in from playing outside at Casey’s house.  Hearing a noise 
in the lounge he asked, “Who’s that?” 
“That’s our new baby, Tayla,” said Auntie Sue.  
There is nothing like seeing for oneself, so Jack popped in to check her out.  
Satisfied, he came out and remarked, “She’s a sweetie.”

JACK
Jack is trendy with his blonde spiky hair
The girls just love him but does he care?
His gold tips shine as he sprints away
He runs so fast, catch him never, not they.
“Catch me, catch me not, you’ll not catch me
See for yourself like the wind I am free.
Where is everyone, there are no girls around?”
Safe at last, Jack rolls on the ground.
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Jordan is my name and I am ten years old. I love studying all school subjects and 
I especially like to read novels.  I will be commencing grade five at Primary school 
this year. Sport rates highly on my agenda, cricket, basketball and football are 
in favour with me, and I am not forgetting golf. I had some golf lessons which I 
enjoyed. I am learning to play the piano at school.

When Jordan was 2 years 6 months old, 
he, with his parents, went out to the 
airport to pick up Auntie Leanne who 
had flown in from Brisbane.  On the way 
home they made a stop at Cabrini 
Hospital to visit Nan, who was 
spending a few days in hospital resting 
after an illness.  Jordan asked his mother if 
Nan would be bringing home a little baby 
just like his mummy was going to do in 
five weeks time?  
Hope not, Nan is getting a little on in 
years to have a live-in baby now.

JORDAN
Catch the ball as it comes to play with you,
Bounce the ball and spring high as a kangaroo,
Throw the ball; see it bounce up, up and away.
Today is special as Jordan has a name day.
Jordan likes to slam dunk and tally up each goal.
His football team flag flies high atop the flagpole.
Go Bombers you’re the best, go, go, go.
Special greetings Jordan, six candles, so blow, blow, blow.



Aileen Brammer

7

Tayla is now nine years old and in Grade 4 at school.  She is a confident little 
girl and is progressing very well; her special activity is drawing and reading. Tayla 
loves to have many friends and is very creative. 

This little story took place when Tayla was 2 years and 2 months. 
Sitting up in her car seat and taking in the scenery, Tayla called out, “Look Mum-
my, there’s a giraffe!” She was pointing to a cardboard model at the Veterinary 
Clinic. A little further down the road, as Tayla and her Mother drew near the 
Police Academy, she continued her guided tour, “See the Police Cavity, Mum.”

TAYLA                    
Tayla is our shoe princess
Red, black, green or blue
Why Tayla loves the fashion shoe
I have no clue, do you?
Flat, high with sparkles silver and gold
Fascinating for this girl who is three years old.
I am told
“Don’t slip off your shoes or you may wonder why
They can’t be found afar nor nearby.
Tayla will be flip flopping from here to there.”
No shoes to be found now that’s not fair;
Not one pair, no not anywhere.

Flip 
  Flop 
    Flip-flop.  
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Noah goes to his local school in a country town. He is in year 4, is very 
confident, and needs no assistance from anyone.  He reads his school reader once 
and once only, and sees no reason why his reader should be read more than this. 
So why should he repeat the process for anyone?  He is 8 years old.

It was afternoon sleep time, for Noah, who was aged 2 years and 5 months. He 
had been resting in his cot when he decided that two hours out of action is long 
enough for a small boy.  “Mummy I’m awake, do you hear me?  Mummy, 
Mummy I want to get up. I’m calling Mummy. Noah wants to get up, do you 
hear me?”  
Mummy could hear this persistent little voice for some time before she came 
from the kitchen down one end of the house to see what all the noise was about.  
Opening his door, she walked into the room. His comment “Oh good, you have 
found me.”         

NOAH
Press the button watch the trucks fly
My eyes wiggle waggle as they flash 
by
Muscles flexed, action man you look 
so tough
For Noah, too many cars are never 
enough.
Toys are his life, or that’s what he said
Come days end, tired, happy and 
ready for bed
Maybe tomorrow more toys will 
appear at his feet
More toys for this boy, cool, hear the 
drums beat.
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Jarrod is 10 years old, he is a good student and interested in learning the piano.
He is a member of the National Boys’ Choir, and he enjoys that very much. 
Prior to his commencing school for the very first time, he came to visit me one 
very hot day, when it was about 40 degrees outside. Nan had to see just how he 
looked in his new school uniform, sun hat, bag and his lovely warm windcheater, 
the complete outfit. 
I remember it well, he looked so little, but at the same time, so grown up.      

 

When Jarrod was aged 2 years and 7 months, he came to visit Nan. He had been 
shopping with his Mum and Dad, and as a special treat he was given a smart 
looking car, it was a Lamborghini about 8 inches in length.  
“It is a LAMBORGHINI,” he said in a very pronounced fashion.  
We wanted to hear him repeat it, so we asked, “What sort of car is it Jarrod?” and 
we waited for his answer.  
He thought for a few seconds knowing very well why we wanted him to say it. He 
then said, “It’s a red one.” 
Our faces dropped and he just grinned.

JARROD  
My name is Clyde I have four white feet
There is a boy named Jarrod I’d be happy to meet.
Feed me a carrot or two with a crisp bunch of hay
Yes, I am a big draft horse, neigh, neigh, neigh.
Come hop on my back, I’ll give you a ride
With my stable mate Boots close by my side.
We work hard each day hauling loads of hay
To Jarrod we say, have a fun day, neigh, neigh, neigh.


