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The Last Day

It was the last day; the last day I ever saw her again. It was the last hug I ever gave her; the last time I told her I loved her. It was the last time I ever heard her voice. I will never forget how she just laid there; she was so fragile and frail. Her bones weak and hands quivering. 

My sister, mother, and I were in New York over thanksgiving break when I was in the sixth grade. While we were there we were there we were staying with my grandma and great-grandma in New city just as we always had. My great-grandma had been living in the downstairs part of the house for many years; it was like her own apartment.

On our last day visiting we went downstairs and into my great-grandma’s apartment as we always had done. I could hear the buzzing of the heater as it started to run; it let out a certain smell that I always noticed, but could never figure out what it reminded me of. The four of us (my sister, mother, grandma, and I) made our way into the bedroom. There, great-grandmother lied, fragile and frail, in her hospital-type bed. Although she seemed so broken both on the outside and inside, she still had a huge smile on her face.

I looked around the room admiring the enormous amount of pictures that seemed to consume the room. Her old TV was propped up on the equally old dresser. The chandelier hung from the ceiling; it was a gorgeous chandelier. The four of us sat around her bed; I was in the chair next to the dresser.

 We sat in her room for about 20 minutes reminiscing about all of the years we had spent together and all of the memories we had made. We reminded our selves of the card games we played and books we had read. My great-grandma loved playing cards, so we played with her; anything from Go-fish to gin rummy. She used to always think it was her turn and my sister would look at her like she was crazy; my mom told her “Grandma, it’s Amaya’s turn not yours!” She’d put down her cards abruptly and say “Oh gosh.” This became a routine at least once every round. My sister and I always thought it was the silliest thing.

We finished talking and, unfortunately, had to say goodbye. I had no idea that this would be the last time. My hearing instantly went muffled; it was as if I had someone shutting my ears so I wouldn’t have to be subjected to all of the lengthy, upsetting goodbyes. Even though it became more difficult, I was still able to make out what everyone way saying around me. 

I heard my grandmother say she would be back soon. Next up to say goodbye was my sister. She bent down, gave her a huge hug, a kiss on the cheek, and said, “I love you grandma.”

“I love you too Emily,” my great-grandma replied.

I could see the tears starting to formulate in the corners of Emily’s eyes. One by one, her tears dropped to the floor like they were attached to heavy sandbags. She knew something I had no knowledge of at the time. My mother looked across the room at me and told me to say goodbye. I stood up from the chair I was sitting in and preceded to my great-grandma. I felt her bony, wrinkly fingers as they wrapped around my back. I inhaled and smelt the perfume she had worn for so long. She kissed my cheek and told me to always remember to be good. I looked her in the eyes.

“I love you grandma.”

“I love you too. Have a safe flight sweetheart.”

Standing up straight, I felt her hands slowly inch off of me as her grip loosened. Once again, I looked her in the eyes. I noticed the light blue color of them sparkle a bit. My mom came over to the bed and did just as Emily and I had done. The tree of us said goodbye in unison as we started to exit the warm room. I looked back; she watched us as we walked out for the final time. She smiled.

