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Holding On

The fragrance of freshly cut flowers filled the hospital room, mingling uneasily with
the sterile scent of antiseptic. All my aunts and uncles were there, and they held to each other
for support, sorrow and grief written in their expressions. The nurse stood silently at the
corner of the room. I knelt beside my mother on my grandfather’s bedside, holding one of her

hands and wrapping my other arm around her shoulder.

“Dad, please don’t leave me,” sobbed my mother, her voice barely audible. “I am so
sorry for not treating you well enough... Please come back, I promise I would spend more
time with you...” Tears streamed down her eyes, lips quivering as the emotions within her
flooded out. Both her hands grasped tightly to my grandpa’s stiff, cold body. No matter how
much she shook my grandpa’s arm as if trying to wake him up, my grandpa remained as still

as stone, eyes closed peacefully.

I watched helplessly as there was nothing anyone could do now. When we received
the emergency call from the hospital an hour ago, my mom and I rushed to the hospital by
taxi as fast as possible. But time beat us to seeing my grandpa for one last time. When we

arrived, the doctor already announced his death.

“I am sorry, but we did the best we could. My condolences.” This was the first thing

we heard from the doctor.

My grandpa had battled lung cancer for a year, and he had been in the hospital for half
a year on intubation due to severe acute respiratory failure. So, this year had been hard for my
grandpa. We kind of already had a feeling that our time with grandpa was counting down,
especially after he was admitted to the hospital, so my mom and other relatives visited my

grandpa regularly. And my mom almost visited him every day. In fact, since young, my



mother had been very filial towards my grandparents. My mom told me she had always been
her parents’ favorite child. Every night after dinner, she would help my grandma wash the
dishes so that my grandma could rest after doing a whole day of housework. My mom also
studied day and night for the university entrance exam. Her aim was to get into university and
find a decent job as soon as possible after graduation to help out her family’s financial
situation. Despite not going to any tutorials, she successfully reached her goal and entered
university. Upon graduation, my mom gave the majority of her salary to her parents after
finding her first job. My mom enjoyed telling me stories of her past, especially stories about
her family. She also told me that Grandpa used to work as a construction worker to support
the family, and it was definitely not an easy job. My grandpa had to work long hours
outdoors in dangerous and polluted construction sites, no matter in the hot summer or the
cold winter. Knowing how hard his job nature is, my mom always reminded herself to remain
grateful for my grandpa’s sacrifice and be dutiful towards my grandpa to repay him for

everything he did for the family.

I did not live with my grandparents growing up, so I would only see them at the
weekend family dinners. Consequently, I didn’t have a lot of memories with my grandpa.
After the funeral, I didn’t really think about him anymore. However, it was entirely different
for my mom. It had been a month after my grandpa passed away, and my mom still missed
him dearly. Inevitably, sadness washed over me at the loss of my grandpa. But perhaps
because I was still a kid at that time, I didn’t quite fully understand the deep, prolonged
sorrow my mom was experiencing. One day after studying until late, I was just going out to
the living room for a cup of water and then it would be bedtime. But as I stepped into the
living room, I saw my mother sitting on the sofa staring blankly at the pictures of my grandpa
and our family which were hung on our living room wall. His eyes were red and puffy,

glistening with unshed tears. I was half confused and half worried for my mom, so I went



over to talk to her, hoping to understand her and sympathize with her more. Unfortunately, I

did not think of the proper words to say, and it did not come out right.

“Mom, are you okay? Why are you so still so sad about grandpa all the time?”’ |

blurted out.

“How can you say such things!” my mom half wailed and half scolded at me. “He’s

your grandpa! Where is your sympathy and compassion!” And she continued to cry.

It was indeed a cold-hearted thing to say after I reflected on what I said. I didn’t know
how to respond and didn’t want to say something wrong again, so I just gave her a hug and

made her some hot tea, hoping it would give her the calmness and support she needed.

A year after my grandfather’s passing, my parents decided to move in to live with
grandma, so that we could take better care of her, and she wouldn’t be alone at home all the
time. [ was twelve at that time and it was my first year in secondary school. Naturally, I spent
a lot more time with my grandma. Whenever I come home from school in late afternoon, she
would prepare a fruit bowl with an assortment of cut-up fruits pieces for me to enjoy and

have a chat with me.

“Oh sweetie, you’re finally back from school! You poor thing must be hungry. Here,
eat some fruits. I picked the freshest and juiciest mangoes and strawberries at the market

today just for you! Your favorite!” said my grandma as she welcomed me home.

“Thanks, Grandma! I am starving,” I smiled and gobbled up the bowl of fruits. As I

was eating, my grandma peeled a slightly discolored and shriveled orange for herself to eat.

“It’s so nice that you are enjoying the fruits. You know you are lucky to have good
fruits to eat every day. Back in the old days, my parents couldn’t even afford having three full

meals a day, let alone fruits and snacks. Life definitely wasn’t easy in those times, cherish



what you have now,” my grandma said, and smiled bittersweetly at me as she recalled her life
when she was young. I nodded in response and finished the fruits, not leaving a single piece

behind.

After showering, I usually just let my hair dry naturally while I did my studying or
complete the remaining homework I had. My grandma would then come into my room and
help me comb and tidy my hair. She told me that was what her mother did for her as well
when she was a kid, and she would sit as still as possible so that her mother would comb for a
longer time. Each stroke of the comb was so soft and gentle that it helped relax my brain
from the stressful studying. These may not be direct academic help, but such actions of my

grandma gave me the care and support that I needed to boost my study performance.

Every night after dinner at half past eight, we would watch our favorite TV show
together in my grandma’s bedroom, cuddling each other under the cozy blanket. Sometimes,
my grandma may not understand what was happening on the show, and I would carefully

explain the content to her so that she could follow.

“Wait, so is that girl her aunt or just a friend again? They look so similar! And why

did she steal the phone again?” my grandma asked, confused.

“Shhhh, Grandma, just watch first! Now I couldn’t hear what just happened!” I
hushed. After the critical scene was over, I quickly explained everything back to my
grandma, “Okay, so that girl is actually the main character’s long-lost aunt, but the main
character doesn’t recognize her. Since the aunt is back to take revenge on the main character,
she is pretending to be her friend right now to get close to her and steal her phone as part of

',’

her plan for revenge



“Oh, right, right. I understand now. Now everything makes sense,” my grandma
grinned and said. Then, we both returned to watching the show, eyes barely moving away

from the screen.

Living together, I had many sweet memories with my grandma, and I still remember
the time when I had to live in the school hostel under the mandatory boarding program of my
secondary school, I missed her the most and I would have to call her almost every day to

avoid being homesick.

“Sweetheart, remember to wear more clothes, especially during the night. Are you
eating enough at school? When you come home, I would make you chicken herbal soup for

you,” my grandma would always tell me whenever I called her.

There was also that time when my mom got super mad at me during the study leave
period of my university entrance exam. | insisted on continuing my hockey trainings because
I felt the need to have breaks in between grueling never-ending study sessions. My mom did
not like this idea, but we discussed it and agreed that I could continue with hockey under the
condition that [ would be studying hard at other times. Hockey would already be my
downtime, so other times would only be allocated for studying. Strenuous yet efficient it was,
the balance I needed to get the best of both worlds. I knew it required strong self-discipline to
keep up this lifestyle. However, a new Korean drama was released recently, and all my
friends were raving about it. So, one day after hockey practice, I watched Netflix in my room
for the whole afternoon instead of studying. Silly enough, my mom caught me lying in bed
with the drama playing on the iPad in my hand. I heard her footsteps coming but I wasn’t fast

enough to hide my iPad away under the blankets.

“Hilary, do you want— What are you doing!” my mom shouted.



“I...I...um...er” I stammered. “I was revising through watching chemistry videos

online.”

“Stop lying! Why are you like this! What am I going to do with you!” my mom

yelled.

Guilt, annoyance, fear, anxiety rushed over me all at once together like a whirlwind of
emotions, with my mom’s continued lecturing and shouting in the background — on how
little time I had left until my exam and how my life would be ruined if I still did not work
hard. I angrily swung and threw my favorite childhood doll towards the wall. It hit the wall

and fell to the ground.

“I don’t know too!” I cried back all of a sudden.

We both fell silent for a moment and then we heard a knock on the door. My grandma

was standing in the hallway outside my room.

“Girls, what is the problem?” she asked kindly as she walked into the room, picking

up the ruptured doll.

My mom explained to my grandmother what happened.

“Now now Patricia, don’t be mad, children need time to learn from their mistakes.
Take it easy,” my grandma told my mom, and patted her on the arm. Then, she turned to me
and said, “Hilary, you should know better than to waste your time on unimportant things in

this critical period. Please apologize to your mother and promise you won’t do it again.”

I apologized to my mom and just like this, my mom and I were back to peaceful
terms. The next day when I returned home from school, my grandma called me over to her

room.

“Guess what I have for you,” she asked with a sly smile.



Without waiting for my answer, she took out my doll from behind her cushion. I took

a look at it — the torn hand was sewed back onto the doll’s body! It looked as good as new.

I hugged my grandma and said, “Thank you, Grandma! You’re the best grandma in

the world!”

My grandma did a lot for the family, a lot for me. But unlike my mom, I would say I
was quite insensitive to and forgetful of the good things others did to me. I would be blinded
by my own wants and disregard the good deeds they did to me before, so | sometimes got
annoyed at the tiny things I had to accommodate for my grandma, which is pretty selfish.
When our helper was on holiday, I would have to wake up early at seven to go on morning
walks with my grandma in the nearby promenade of our estate. I would of course be a good
responsible granddaughter and accompany my grandma on her walks, but I was very

reluctant and dreaded doing it as all [ wanted was to sleep in.

“Grandma, it’s so hot and we’ve been here for so long already, shall we go back?” 1

whined, after walking for barely ten minutes.

“Just a little while longer, okay? We just got here,” my grandma laughed.

Then after a short while, I complained again, “Why do we even have to be here?”

“Alright, alright, let’s go home. Shall we go to the supermarket to buy your favorite

snacks on our way home?” my grandma chuckled.

“Yes! Supermarket, supermarket, supermarket!” I chanted and skipped alongside my
grandma, hooking her arm around mine, all happy again. However, the next day, as if all
these loving moments vanished from my memory, I would return to my negative self again

during the morning walk.



My grandma easily suffered from motion sickness when she traveled, so riding the
MTR was always the safest travel option when we went out with my grandma. On one
weekend, my parents planned on going to Shenzhen for a family day trip with my grandma.
Usually, we would just directly drive our car up to Shenzhen, but now we decided to take the
MTR instead. We had a couple of interchanges, and it took us double the time to arrive in
Shenzhen without having a chance to sit during our journey. So childish me acted moody the
whole way there and whined and complained like a kid about not taking the car until we

arrived in Shenzhen.

Despite these childish frustrations, I really enjoyed the times spent with grandma.
Unfortunately, good things may not last forever. One evening when we were watching TV
together as usual, my grandma got up from bed to go to the toilet during the commercial
break. She stood up and walked a few steps, but as she reached the door, her legs started to
tremble all of a sudden and she lost her balance and fell headfirst onto the floor. I knew the
fall was hard from the loud ‘thump’ when her head hit the ground. I immediately jumped off

the bed and rushed to her side to check on her.

“Grandma! Grandma! Are you okay? Where does it hurt?” I panicked. My parents

were both working late that night and they weren’t home, so there was no one to help me.

My grandma muttered something back and struggled to push herself up, fingers
trembling as she tried to hold on to my hand for support. I felt her grip loosening, and when I
looked at her face again, her eyes her eyelids fluttered and fell shut. I ran to my phone and

called the ambulance and then notified my parents.

“Good girl, get on the ambulance with grandma. Your dad and I will meet you at the

hospital,” my mom told me, and left the call before I even said bye.



Fifteen minutes later, the ambulance arrived, and they carried grandma away on a
stretcher. The whole way there, I clutched my grandma’s hand, not letting go. Not long after,
we arrived at the hospital. My grandma was immediately sent to different wards for various
scans and checkups. After around an hour, grandma was settled on a hospital bed and the

doctor came to my family with the diagnosis., his brows furrowed.

“Doctor, how is the patient?” my dad asked urgently.

The doctor shook his head and reported to us in a serious tone, “The patient suffered
brain damage, according to the MRI scans. It is not known if there was a sudden occurrence
of a stroke that caused the faint and subsequently leading to the fall and a blow on the head or

if the fall itself caused trauma on the head resulting in brain damage.”

“When would the patient wake up from the coma?” asked my dad.

“It 1s hard to say at this moment. Please understand that the patient’s condition is
critical. I recommend that you prepare for the possibility that her cognitive abilities may not
fully recover after regaining consciousness. But rest assured that we will do everything we

can,” replied the doctor.

“No!” my mother let out a cry.

Hard to say when she would wake up? May not fully recover? The doctors words
echoed in my head over and over again. It was my fault. If I had accompanied her to the
toilet, then maybe grandma wouldn’t have fallen and hit her head. She would be at home,

peacefully watching TV. It was my fault, all my fault that grandma was in the hospital now.

I felt like I was in a bad dream that I could never wake up from. From now on for an
unknown period of time, I wouldn’t feel grandma’s supportive presence when I studied

anymore, I also wouldn’t hear her comforting voice and warm welcome when I returned



home from school as well. I couldn’t imagine not being able to share loving memories with
my grandma again, where we went on morning walks, eat fruits and watch TV together. Our

home would be so quiet and ...wouldn’t feel like a home anymore.

Then, a mind boggling thought popped up in my head, “After all these years of care

and love she gave me, what have I done for my grandma in return?”

I had so many opportunities to show my care and appreciation towards my grandma,
but I did not cherish them. I selfishly and ungratefully found it annoying to accommodate and
adjust to her needs. I took but did not give back. Now, the chances of repaying her love and
care all these years were gone all of a sudden. Even if I cared for her during her stay in the
hospital, she would not consciously acknowledge and enjoy it. I felt a pit in my stomach and

a pang of guilt.

My mom and dad were sitting on the chairs next to grandma’s bed, they were holding
each other’s hand as support and comfort, both in tears with worried looks on their faces. I
walked over to grandma who was laying on the bed, “I am sorry, Grandma. I should have
treated you better. I am so sorry for not treating you well enough. Oh, I am such a

disappointing granddaughter...” I whimpered, tears rolling down my cheeks.

I suddenly felt a strong sense of déja vu, this scene was just like the night my grandpa
passed away, and my mom said the same thing kneeling beside grandpa’s bed, holding his
hand apologizing. Then, something clicked in me, and I suddenly understood now. I
understood why my mom couldn’t let go of my grandpa’s death and I understood her grief.
When you are losing or lost a person who cares about you so much, but you did not do as
much for them back when they were alive, the regret is indescribable. A person gone is gone.

There is no turning back.
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But there was still hope for my grandma, there is still a chance that Grandma could

wake up soon and return home with me.

“I would be a better granddaughter from now on, I promise,” “Please wake up and

give me one more chance,” I pleaded, lips trembling as I struggled to speak.

My mom and dad pulled me into a hug to comfort me, “It’s okay, my little girl,” my
father said softly. “Grandma would wake up soon and we know you would treat her better

than ever.”

From that day onwards, I did the best I could and as much as I could to take care of
my grandma in the best way possible. I visited her in the hospital whenever I am free. I
helped clean and move my grandma around to make her more comfortable and fed her some
liquid food through a feeding tube when needed. I would also sing hymns to her just in case

she could hear outside sounds and pray for her.

Dear Father in Heaven, please grant strength and good health to my grandma and
help her wake up from this coma so that she can reunite with us. Please heal and save my
grandma, who is the best and most important person to my family. I didn’t treat her well
enough before, but I promise [ would now. Lord, please hear my prayer and don’t take her

away from us as I don’t know what I would do without my grandma... Amen.

Oh Grandma, please wake up soon. I promise we all would give you the love and care

you deserved. You would live the best life ever.
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