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The Thing I Feared Came to Life, the Thing I Loved Died Quickly


My father’s car quickly drove up to the front of the school, where my brother, sister, and I stood. I could see that a worried look sat on my dad’s face; quickly I became worried, too. As I got into the car, I thought, “What’s happened? Did Nana die?” Yet I didn’t dare say anything, for fear of an answer. 


My grandmother, being my mother’s mother, had been in the hospital for about two weeks, suffering from an ulcer and a horrendous infection—neither of which she had mentioned to anybody, probably because she didn’t want to seem like she was complaining. Every day I had gone to see her in the hospital, half-dreading, half-anxious to have to visit her while she was in that state. While I had missed her terribly, I still dreaded to see her in that condition. 


My Nana had always been one of my best friends. Because I lived in Petaluma, while my parents worked in Novato, from the time that I was a baby, I and my siblings had stayed at my grandparents’ house while my parents worked. Since I had been at her house nearly every day, we had quickly formed an inseparable bond from always being together. As this continued year after year, even when I was a freshman in high school—when our story takes place—I had constantly had a companion in my grandmother. 


Now, though, as I immediately slid into my dad’s Lexus, waiting to whisk us to the local hospital, every memory I had had with her raced through my mind. 


When we arrived at the hospital in a few minutes, after a dead-silent car ride, fear instantly grew in the hearts of me and my siblings as we walked to the stark white, foreboding hospital. It seemed like I could almost cut the tension in the air with a knife.  


After passing through the lobby doors of the hospital, we quickly ascended the long flight of stairs up to the ICU’s family waiting room, a private little room with a TV, magazines, about 10 chairs, and a small couch. My father walked in front of me, my sister and brother behind me; we all immediately sat down onto the couch.


Not thirty seconds went by until my mom walked into the waiting room, looking like she was about to cry, her face splotchy and red. As soon as she walked into the tan, supposedly comforting, waiting room, all she could say was, “She loved you all so much,” before she burst into tears. 


I fell into my fathers arms as he said, while crying, “I’m so sorry.” I buried my face into the soft cotton of his dark blue t-shirt and cried like I never had before. How could this happen? I wondered. She had seemed fine two weeks ago. I remembered how, as she said she just had a cold, she also had barely been eating. She should have told us that she might have an ulcer, I thought to myself. 


My mother asked if I and my siblings wanted to see her one last time. Although my sister declined purely out of grief, I consented, as I knew that I would regret it if I didn’t. My mother, father, brother (who had also said yes), and I walked down the whitish-gray hallway to the door of the ICU. The tiles underneath our feet made enough noise as we walked for the situation not to be too silent. If it was any quieter, I wouldn’t have been able to bear my own sad thoughts; this way, I could at least focus on the click-clack of our shoes. 


Immediately as we stepped into the ICU, the smell that I had come to dread and abhor filled my nose. It was the smell of a hospital, a mixture of ammonia, hand sanitizer, and another smell that I could never place my finger on, something that I could only guess to be as bodily waste or maybe even dying bodies. We silently walked to her room, and right away I saw the sight that I had always been afraid of seeing: my nana, pale and dead. 


My mother said that her hand was still warm, so I held it. I can still remember her soft, papery skin and how comfortable her hand had always felt to me every time I held it. Holding her hand there took me back to happy times, time when I was younger and I had sat on her lap as I told her about my day, when she had called me “Nana’s baby” and things were easy and carefree. She had been like a second mom to me; she cared for me, defended me, and told me to always believe in myself. 


I remembered when I was in elementary school and kids were saying that Santa Claus wasn’t real. When I was dropped of at her house that day, I asked, “Nana, Santa Claus is real, right?”


“Of course, baby. I believe that there are Santas all around us,” she had replied.


“You promise that Santa is real?” I had to make sure. 


“Yes.” And that was that. 


I didn’t catch it at the time, how she said that there are Santa Clauses all around us, but later I did. I continued to see the beauty in life as she had taught me, to appreciate when people were as nice and giving as adults had preached “Santa” to be. She was always like that, though. One way or another, she showed me how beautiful life could be; how there was magic in all of us, magic in the way that a man opened a door for a woman, or the way that someone gave toys to children poorer than themselves. She let me see the magic in myself. 


And there in the hospital room holding her hand, as my father asked me if I wanted to say anything to her because her soul might still be in the room, I knew what I had to do. 


I felt a bit shy, being there in front of a few family members in the crowded gray hospital room, but I barely cared. I stood up and said right away, “I’m going to miss you so much,” a sob escaped my throat. I walked around to the left side of the bed, closer to where she was and continued on, “I just wanted to say thank you. Thank you so much for always being there for me, for making so many great memories with me and making my life wonderful every day that you were in it. Thank you for showing me the beauty in life and showing me the beauty in myself. I will always miss you, and I will always love you.” I ended there, knowing that whether or not her soul or spirit was in the room, I had said what I needed to say. 


“That was beautiful, princess,” my dad said to me. 


We left soon after that, but I knew that she never would really leave me. Even now, her memory resides in my heart, guiding many things I do. I remember her when I give to people; when I do things like garden, which she loved; I remember her when the sun sets, thinking about how her favorite color was the pink that tints the sky near nightfall. But mostly, I remember her when I start to forget the magic and beauty in life—and her memory is what makes me remember it again. 

