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October 1%, I'm sitting in the back of my stepmom’s white, 2012 Chevy Traverse.
My dad sat in the passenger seat. I sat on the left side in the middle row of the car, and
my sister Hailey sat next to me. Everything was quiet. You could hear a pin drop if you
listened hard enough, even though mom’s Traverse had carpeted seats. I don’t think any
of us knew what to say or do in this situation. I had experienced a lot of death in my life
already, but here I was, about to visit my grandma before she died from stage 4 lung
cancer. Now, this was already hard on me as a 13-year-old. My grandma was my entire
world. I loved my dad and stepmom a lot of course, but no one knew how to cheer me up

like my grandma.

As we pulled up to the hospice center, my heart felt like it was in my throat. The
sky was dark already, around 9 or 10 o’clock at night. It was cold, and rainy, fitting
weather for a night like that. My mom put her car in park and turned the keys in the
ignition, turning off the engine. My sister and I glanced at each other for a second, not
sure how this was going to play out, and not being ready for it. Our parents turned
around, and I couldn’t bring myself to look either of them in the eye. My sister was crying,

but I hadn’t started yet. Looking out the window, I blinked back the tears that welled up



in my eyes. I told myself that when I visited my grandma, that I wasn’t going to cry. At

least, I wasn’t going to let her see me cry. I could wait. She couldn’t.

My parents began to speak, but it felt like my ears were ringing, and everything
was out of focus. My fingers and toes tingled, and I chewed my nails anxiously. Of course,
my biological mother, Elaine, was going to be there. My grandma was her mom. Thinking
about that made me shiver in anger. Elaine had no right to be there taking up space when
she didn’t even help my sister and I take care of our grandma when her condition started
getting worse, before we left her to live with my dad full time. This was almost a couple
weeks before our visit to the hospice center. She was too busy smoking weed and drinking

alcohol. This behavior wasn’t unusual, but it was the last straw.

My sister, my dad, and I all had to deal with her innate hunger for substance.
Every night, almost like routine, she would drink and drink. She hit my sister and I on
occasion. My dad worked around the clock to provide for all of us, but I also believe that he
might have worked all the time to try to get away from her. I can’t blame him. He
deserved at least a little bit of peace, and I could handle it if he wasn’t home. One night,
she got belligerently drunk, stumbling around like a fawn learning to walk for the first
time. She tried to eat my sister’s hand, and when my sister told her to stop she was
thrown to the floor in a drunken rage. One thing I remember is Elaine’s eyes, how they
would become darker when she’d drink. Her eyes are the first thing I would look at. This
was how I could tell whether she’d be getting violent that night, and while I couldn’t stop

her, I could subdue her by feeding her any food I could find and trying to get her to sleep.



I dreaded seeing that woman again, the monster that claimed to be my mother. She had no

place in my heart, and she certainly didn’t have a place with my sister, my grandma, and I.

Everything got quiet and I finally snapped back to reality. My dad asked me if I was
ready, and I reluctantly said, “yes.” We all began to step out of the car, careful to mind the
huge puddles in the parking lot. I slammed my door shut and looked around. In front of
the center was a pavilion, decorated in flowers and beautiful leaves and the wood was
almost red-ish. It would have been perfect, had Elaine not been sitting in that pavilion,
waiting for us. When she saw us she stood up, crying. She walked over, greeted my
parents curtly, and grabbed my sister and I, hugging us tightly. “I’ve missed you girls so
much, I love you, I love you, I love you,” she sobbed as she spoke, and it took everything in
me not to cringe back from her. I had told my dad I would try to be civil with her. I
remember telling myself, it’s just for tonight, you just have to make it through tonight, but
it didn’t make the interaction any less difficult or unpleasant. She finally let us go and
asked us how we were doing, but I couldn’t find myself able to respond with anything

other than a shrug of the shoulders.

My parents and Elaine began to talk, but I couldn’t focus on anything other than
my grandma. Whether she was okay, if she was alone, if she was in pain. Finally, after
was seemed like forever, Elaine began to lead my sister and I inside. My parents didn’t
come with us, and while I’'m not entirely sure why, I assume it’s because they wanted to
give my sister, my grandma, and I some privacy. As we were walking, I held my breath. I

was so scared. I knew she wouldn’t be able to speak to me. She was already mostly gone.



It was a matter of days, or maybe hours. Will she even know I’'m there? What if the last
thing she remembers about me is when I left? Everything was too much, but I marched
forward, determined to make a good final memory with my grandma. As we got to the
room my grandma was dying in, a nurse smiled softly at us. She explained to us that our
grandma could still hear us, and see us. She just couldn’t move or talk, it took too much

energy. Finally, she opened the door for us.

There she was. My beautiful, beautiful grandma laid on her bed. Her silver and red
tinted hair flowed out from each side of her head, her arms laid on her stomach. Her eyes
were closed, and my heart skipped a beat. Did we miss it? “Go say hi honey, she can hear
you,” Elaine said wetly, wiping her tears. I quickly looked at her chest, looking for signs of
breathing. Ah. There it was, a small rise and fall of her chest. She’s alive. I walked over to
the right side of her bed. I grabbed her hand and flinched, it was so cold. It felt like she
was already dead. I felt the tears well up again, but I furiously blinked them back. The
dim, almost orange lighting of the room was our only sense of light. It was hard to see
anything, but I didn’t care about anything but my grandma at that moment. Not my dad,
not my stepmom Cilla, not Elaine, not even my sister Hailey. “Hi grandma,” I started

softly, voice slightly cracking with the urge to cry building up inside me, “I missed you.”

Of course, she didn’t say anything back. But, her eyes cracked open, and I let a
little smile grace my own lips. She wasn’t fully there, but I like to think she understood
what I was trying to say with my eyes, because she managed to very softly squeeze my

hand. I almost broke down right there, she was so weak now. But, I had a promise to keep



to myself, so I kept my composure. She wasn’t going to see me cry, I would not allow that
to be the last memory she has of me before dying. I grabbed a seat and sat next to her in a
deafening silence, like the calm before the soon to be storm that was my rage and despair.
Part of me wanted to ask her how she was doing, and I mentally smacked my own
forehead for thinking that. Then, I remembered how she always loved to listen to me sing.
As a little girl, I loved singing. My grandpa even taught me to play the piano before he
died. I decided then and there I was going to sing for her. I just needed to figure out what
to sing. It made no sense contextually, but I decided to sing the first song I could think of,

“A Drop in the Ocean” by Ron Pope. And, I sang.

As I sang, I remembered a special memory between my grandma and I, one that
wasn’t tainted by my biological mother’s delusions and anger and drunkenness. It was a
few months before my grandma’s cancer reared its ugly head and took her life. Elaine was
making chocolate peanut butter truffles that she found a recipe for online. The only real
problem was that she melted too much chocolate and it wasn’t needed anymore. However,
my grandma, being one of the coolest, smartest women I’ve ever known, came up with the
best idea ever. She told me to hold on to the pot of chocolate carefully, and she walked over
to the fridge. Then, with a devious grin, she held up her strawberries. She was picky
when it came to who she shared her strawberries with, and I was about to have some. We
both dipped our strawberries in chocolate and ate, and then I had a plan of my own. I
scooped up some melted chocolate onto my finger and for a second, I thought about just

eating it, but I had a plan and I had to stick to it. I took my chocolate covered finger and



swiped it on her nose, leaving a big glob of chocolate on her face. It was quiet for a
moment, and she looked at me almost in disbelief, until she started laughing. I followed
right behind her, my maniacal giggles rising in pitch as she swiped her own chocolate

covered finger across my cheek.

Suddenly, I came back to reality. I finished my singing, and squeezed her hand
again. As I sat there with her, I realized this was the last time I was ever going to see her.
My parents were ready to leave for the night, and as much as I hated it, I had to go too. I
had to leave my grandma alone. I got up, careful not to trip myself over any wires that
may have been in the way. I stood over my grandma, heart heavy. Slowly, I cupped her
head between my hands. I leaned down and gave her a kiss on the forehead, and on both
cheeks. Finally, I kissed her nose. “I love you more than anything, grandma. I love you so
much.” I walked away from her bed, and slowly drug my feet towards the door. I turned
around to say I love you once more, the amount of times I had said it already wasn’t
enough for me. Then, the door to her room closed, and I knew that I would never see her
again. There wasn’t enough time in that moment, and everything came rushing to me. I
began to cry on the floor, and while Elaine tried to comfort me, I refused her touch.
Eventually my dad, my mom, my sister and I drove home with a collective understanding
that tonight there would be no arguments, no bickering between children, no excessive

talking. Simply, nothing.

October 2™, 2016. At 6:45pm, my grandma passed away peacefully. I found out

over Facebook messenger from Elaine. That was the minute that my world crumbled. It



still hurts sometimes. I wish I could hug her again, listen to her speak, share strawberries
with her, and watch her old dumb cowboy movies I hated as a kid. Anything just to have

her with me again.

“I think there’s someone I should call right now, but I can’t call her name.”

“A Drop in the Ocean”, Ron Pope



