A Moment of Realization
A loud and clear sound pierced through the bamboo curtain and woke me from my sweet dream. Wafts of toasted bread tickled my nose, drawing me to rush downstairs quickly. As I got to the dining room, a petite and vigorous old woman greeted me with a broad grin on her face. “Good morning, grandma!” I grabbed a slice of toast and gulped down a cup of milk while searching for my schoolbag under a pile of clothes. “Here you are, my honey,” Grandma handed me the schoolbag as I hurried to put on my shoes at the door. We gave each other a quick kiss as goodbye and I ran out to catch the school bus.  This sequence of events takes place in our house every morning without losing one beat.
Although my grandma had her own house, she still chose to live with us for two years. She explained that it’s for a sense of belonging and that I would understand it when I got to be her age. It’s hard to tell that she was about eighty years old, for her face was still polished with a red shine. She prepared breakfast for me everyday and accompanied me whenever I needed her. In her leisure time, she watered her favorite Lily. There was a time when I worked until midnight trying to complete my project (which was to sew a doll) for the handicraft class.  Although grandma could not even keep her eyelids open, she still sat by my side to keep me company.  And I took it for granted that she was going to be there for me all the time.

One morning, I heard a sharp and loud bang in the dining room. Shocked by the sound, I hastened my footsteps to check it out. I found Grandma on the floor bleeding. Her face was as pale as a sheet and she was hurting too much to call out for help.  Blood was gushing out of her forehead, covering the floor in red. She must have had a bad fall, I thought. We called an ambulance right away and rushed her to the hospital.  She was treated in the emergency room and hours passed without any word from the doctor.  Many family members heard the news and began to assemble at the hospital; they discussed among themselves in worried whispers.  I couldn’t hear what they were saying and could not see what was going on inside the emergency room clearly.  Maybe it was the frosted window pane, or it was the tears that were blurring my sight.  My parents paced the floor anxiously; their eyes were wet with tears too.  It was getting quite late.  Then a doctor came out with a document for my parents.  It seemed that all measures failed to revive my grandma.  Should they keep at it or should they give up?  It was up to my parents to decide.  
The waiting room was dead quiet and the air was suffocating.  We were allowed only thirty minutes to decide.  The tick-tack sound from the clock on the wall suddenly became loud bangs in our ears as the adults thought over our options.  I can see the knotted brows on my father’s face and the clenched pen in his hand.  I felt his anguish and pain, but there was nothing I could do or say.  Thirty minutes passed, now it was eleven thirty-seven at night.  I would never forget the time for that was when my father marked the “Give up” blank as tears poured from his eyes.  We decided to let grandma be instead of putting her through any more suffering. 

Grandma’s body was sent back to our home.  White Lily flowers decorated the funeral tent, a last meal for her was placed besides her coffin, and a photo of her charming smile was laid in the middle of the stage.  I didn’t cry.  I realized that ones’ life deserved a peaceful ending.  Now there were no more pain or suffering, or tubes, or the awful smell of medicine and sufferings for grandma.  There was just the tranquil expression on her face and the farewell music bidding her good-bye.    
