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 When Granddad died, my whole family was sad.  Dad said he would miss fishing 

with Granddad.  Mom said gardening would never be the same, because Granddad could 

pull weeds faster than anyone.  One reason I cried was that Granddad and I couldn’t cook 

hamburgers on the grill together anymore. 

 Because we were going to miss Granddad so much, we planned a memorial 

service.  We wanted to wear our best dress-up clothes to the service.  Mom bought a new 

dark blue dress.  Dad had his suit cleaned.  Granny chose the red outfit that always made 

Granddad whistle and wink.   

 “I think I need a tie,” I said to Mom and Granny. 

 “You’ve never worn a tie before,” Mom reminded me. 

 “He’s right,” Granny said to Mom.  Then she told me, “You look so handsome in 

your white shirt.  A tie would be perfect.” 

 “Do we have time to shop for a tie?” Mom asked. 

 “Shopping won’t be necessary,” Granny said to Mom.  Then she told me, “Just go 

into your granddad’s closet and pick out any time you like.” 

 I couldn’t believe it.  One of Granddad’s ties – just for me!  I ran upstairs to 

Granny and Granddad’s bedroom.  My stomach flipped with excitement. 

 But, when I saw Granddad’s closet door, I stopped.  A funny lump rose in my 

throat.  As my hand turned the doorknob, I felt a little scared.  But, I opened the door 

anyway.  Then, I turned on the closet light so I could look around. 

 The closet wasn’t scary after all.  It was filled with Granddad’s clothes so the 

whole closet smelled just like him.  I almost started to cry, but then I saw Granddad’s 

ties.  They hung on little racks against the closet wall.  There must have been a zillion of 

them. 

 I found red ties and blue ties, plain ties and patterned ties.  There were thin ties 

and fat ties and ties that looked like Granny’s sofa.  So many wonderful ties!  But, the 

best one of all was a fat tie covered with smiling monkeys swinging through the jungle.  I 

reached up as high as I could to take it down.   

 “Mom!  Granny!  I found the best tie of all!” I said, hurrying downstairs. 

 “But it’s covered with monkeys,” Mom objected. 

 “Let him wear it,” Granny said.  “It was one of Granddad’s favorites.” 

 The monkey tie was too big for me, so Mom went to work on her sewing 

machine.  She cut the tie to exactly my size, then sewed up the edges. 

 On the morning of Granddad’s memorial service, Mom put on her new dark blue 

dress.  Dad wore his freshly cleaned suit.  Granny put on the red outfit that made 

Granddad whistle and wink.  I wore my dark pants and white shirt with Granddad’s 

monkey tie. 

 The service was in a chapel with colored glass in the windows.  Beautiful flowers 

were everywhere.  They smelled like Mom’s garden.  Lots of people I knew shook my 

hand and messed up my hair.  People I didn’t even know said I look just like Granddad. 



 Everyone was sad.  I was feeling sad too, until I saw something that made me 

smile.  In the front of the chapel was Granny’s favorite picture of Granddad.  And, in the 

picture, he was wearing the monkey tie! 

 We all sang and prayed.  Then people talked about what a great guy my granddad 

was. 

 Since then, I’ve worn the monkey tie a lot.  I wear it to church and to family 

gatherings.  Sometimes I even wear it to school.  All the kids think it’s cool.  But, most of 

all, I like to wear it when Dad and I cook hamburgers on the grill. 

  

 


