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: ﬁ’id you know that words could get
, lost?

My grandmother misplaces her words all the

L

time.

She loses them even more often than her
keys.

Do they fly off just to play tricks on her?

I wonder where they go.

We always find her keys somewhere.

But her words stay lost. They aren’t hiding in her purse or at the bottom of
the cupboard.

Since we really can’t find them anywhere, we decided to lend Grandma our

words.




When Grandma says, “I can’t find my... my...” my mother and I ask, “Your
keys?”
We’re usually right, especially if she’s rummaging around in her purse.

But it’s not always that easy.

¥ hen we’re at the supermarket Grandma says, “I must buy some...

Wsome...”
She looks like she’s drying an invisible plate because she’s moving
her hands round and round.

“Do you want to buy dishwashing detergent?” Mom asks her.
Grandma keeps on turning her hands in the air.
“I know!” Mom cries. “You want whipping cream!”
“No, not that!” Grandma is annoyed because Mom got it wrong.
“You know what I mean. We use it every day.”
Mom looks away and sighs.

“No, I don’t know, Mother.”

My grandmother looks very sad.
Suddenly it seems like she’s not with us.

And yet she is right there.




Mom just looks upset and even sadder than Grandma.
I decide to find the lost word.

Let’s see... what turns round and round?

Something we use every day...

“Toilet paper! Is that it? You want toilet paper?”
“Yes. That’s it, my sweetheart!”

Now Grandma is laughing.

¥ here do my grandmother’s words go?
7/[/ She never used to lose them.

She knew some very long and very
fancy words.

They flew out of her mouth so fast
— almost miraculously.

That’s a word she taught me.
Miraculously.

She knew millions of wonderful
words.

Now they are all lost.

I want Grandma to be like she was when she remembered everything.




I guess I will have to find out where her words are hiding.
I could catch them all with a big net and bring them back to her.
Every single lost word. But I'd better do it quickly. Because Grandma is

losing more and more words all the time.

Now she’s even forgetting my

name.

She says to me, “Help me find my
keys, Francine.”

That’s not me! My name’s Elise.
Her sister is called Francine.

I asked my dad why Grandma
thinks I’'m an old lady.

He said, “Grandma’s sister,

Francine, was once a pretty little girl
who looked like you, Elise. She’s mixing you two up.”

It makes me feel strange to think about that.

¥ ad explained that everything gets old - flowers, my cat, Fiddle, even
cib the living room furniture.
Well, maybe words get old too — like people.
Maybe the more we use them, the older they
get.
Maybe Grandma has used her words so
much they’re all worn out.

Like a dress you’ve had for years and years!

Dad says he doesn’t believe it.
But I think that’s Grandma’s problem.

Her old words are wearing out, bit by bit.

And they leave her sentences full of holes.




“I’ve eaten the... the... You know, the...” Grandma makes a shape with her
fingers. It looks like a little container.

“You’ve eaten all your yogurt?”

“Yes! Remind me to buy some when we go... with your mother... You know,
down there...”

“To the supermarket?”

@ w,m mug e I feel like I'm playing a guessing

game with Grandma.

.A u- s It’s a good thing I'm an excellent
guesser.

Dad even calls me the little word
catcher.

I don’t really know why it is so easy

for me.

Maybe I know the hiding places —

without even knowing that I know.

That must be it...

But when I bring the words back to Grandma, she doesn’t remember them
for long.

How come?

What if my grandmother hasn’t really lost her words?
What if she hasn’t worn them out like her old dresses?
What if she is giving them to me instead?

That would explain it. Giving is giving.

Once you give something away, you can’t take it back!

“Look, Francine, the pretty... that... that...”
“The pretty cloud that’s blowing across the sky, Grandma?”
“That’s right, my dear. It’s like...”

Grandma lifts her arms up. She waves her hands in the air, making a big




flower opening its petals over our heads.
“Yes, Grandma, it’s like the cloud is dissolving into the sky — miraculously.”

“Miraculously? You know some amazing words, sweetheart!”

L") randma isn’t upset that she gave me her words.
And when I bring them back to her, she gives me a lovely smile.
Dad was wrong.
Some things never get old.
Grandma has been smiling that smile for a long, long time.

But it never wears out.
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