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“A True Blessing”


It was a day just like any other day when my family received a phone call from South Carolina.  It was my aunt telling us that my grandma was in the hospital.  The doctors were telling them that things weren’t looking good.  My grandma was strong, but very secretive; she never told anyone how ill she was and every time someone would ask her, she would say, “oh! I am fine. Nothing is wrong.  Don’t worry about me, I’ll be fine.”


It was the summer and many people in the family knew that my grandma didn’t have much time left to live.  They decided that it would be in our best interest to spend some time with her other grandchildren that lived in New York.  That was the time of our life because usually we would go down there for the summer, but that only came once a year.  I remember it well.  She used to get up some days and go to the doctor.  I really didn’t understand why, but I guessed it was for a good reason, so it didn’t really bother me.


The summer was over and she had to leave because she had missed her house and was wondering what they were doing down there and she wanted to see a second doctor for the results she had received from the ones in New York.  The moment had come where it was time to say goodbye to her and who was to know that would be the last time I would ever see her.  As soon as she returned home, the doctor put her in the hospital.  The next day we received the call saying she was gone.  When grandma left me, she never told anyone what was wrong.  She had cancer in the blood.


July 18, 1998, two days before my brother’s birthday and it was the most devastating day of my life.  It was the day I felt my life coming to its end.  The day I lost the most incredible person I had ever known, the greatest grandmother anyone could ever have.


She was gone and there wasn’t anything the doctor nor I could do for her.  At the age of 67 God was calling her.  He was taking her away from us with 12 grandkids and five great-grands.


July 20, 1998, the day of the funeral.  As I began to think about how sweet, and caring she was, I also understood why people would fall in love with her.  I decided to write telling her how I felt about the situation and how I enjoyed her company thanking her for teaching me how to cook a full course meal because she knew there wasn’t one man who doesn’t like to eat.  She was getting me ready for the world I was about to face.


Sitting in the funeral parlor watching her in the casket all peaceful, I knew it was where she needed to be.  She would never have to suffer; she was going home to her mother and husband.


The song she enjoyed listening to while attending church on Sunday “Jesus Loves Me” was playing.  As I sat there listening to the words, I started to look back and picture the good times we shared with her, the laughter she had and I cried.  I looked to my left where my brother was sitting as he put his arm around me and held me close.  Then I looked at my dad, the youngest of six as he cried.  I never saw my dad cry before until that very day.


Then my baby sister, who hardly knew her because she was only three years old said to my mother, “when is grandma waking up?”  And my mom responded, “Never, she’s going home forever.”  Before leaving the ceremony, I looked and kissed her goodbye.  I knew that would be the last time I would ever get to see her.  

As the placed her body in the ground, I fell to my knees screaming, “Don’t leave me!  You promised me you would never leave!”  

These would be words I would never forget when she called us, “It ain’t nobody but me!”  This memoir is dedicated to my grandma, an angel walking.  RIP.  We will miss you.
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