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Grandmother
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To make this winter break worthwhile, I decided to visit my grand-
mother in Washington. She lives in a convalescent home; she is
about ninety years old.

As I walked into the convalescent home, I could feel the ambi-
ence of bitterness and suffering surrounding me. The strong stench
of ammonia pervaded the building because the elderly could no
longer use the bathroom by themselves. Everyone was sitting in a
wheelchair because they were so old. I noticed that they were wait-
ing for their dinner to be served. Some of the eldetly needed to be
fed because they no longer had the strength or knew how to feed
themselves. The people that took care of the elderly seemed quite
rough and had very little patience with them. The old folks that live
in the convalescent homes do not have the love and care of their
own children; I pity them greatly.

Looking around the room, I finally spotted my grandmother.
At first sight, I felt great pain. Tears rolled down my cheeks. Her
face looked so lethargic and pale; her body was very thin; she could
barely open her eyes. Grandmother’s state of health made me feel
so hurt. My mother and sister also began to cry.

After a short while, Grandmother’s dinner arrived. I really
wanted to feed her because when I was young she raised and fed
me everyday. As I was feeding my grandmother, memories arose. I
thought of the good old days when Grandmother used to take care
of me; I remembered it so clearly as if it were just yesterday.

Grandmother began to slowly open her eyes. That instant, 1
asked, “Grandma, do you know who I am? Grandmother did not
reply, she only shook her head. I said, “I am Albert, your grandson.
How are you doing?” Grandma slowly muttered, “Albert!?” As
she said my name, I noticed that she was short of breath and that

she was very weak. Her voice was very low. I started a conversation
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with her. After I talked for a period of time, her
energy or chi got better and better. I could tell
that Grandmother was really happy to see me
even though she did not remember me. I decided
to sing an old song that she used to sing to me
M when [ was little. All of a sudden, Grandmother
began to sing the second part of the song; I was
- greatly surprised! While we were singing happily,
there was this old man that started to complain.
‘ Because he saw that we were so happy, he thought

of his own family. He began to yell, “I want to
make a phone call to my family!” “If I can’t call, I won’t eat!”
Then the people that worked there said in a mean way, “Why
aren’t you eating?” The old man said, “I am not hungry; I want
to call my family.” The workers not only ignored his request but
forced him to eat. The situation that I saw made me extremely
sad. Convalescent homes ate too cruel!

After dinnertime, we took Grandmother back to her room to
sleep. After Grandmother fell asleep, Mother told me something
very horrifying. The reason Grandmother looked so weak was
because the doctors have been checking her blood three times
a week. If you take so much blood from such an old person
she will lose her life! I couldn’t believe that the doctors needed
to check so much blood!

Mother had a fight with the doctors at the convalescent
home. She said that Grandmother does not need her blood to
be checked anymore. If you take so much blood from her, she
will die! The doctors accepted mother’s request. From that day
forward, the doctors stopped taking her blood.

Last year I applied to five colleges. One of them was Uni-
versity of Washington. I hope Washington can accept me. If 1
am accepted, I can take care of my grandmother every week. I
can finally repay my grandmother for her loving kindness.

After visiting Grandmother, I thought for a long time; the
old folks thatlive in convalescent homes do not have the warmth
of their family. Their lives are really suffering. When my parents
reach old age, I will never let them live in a convalescent home.
No matter what happens, I will take care of my parents. I must
repay their kindness. Ever since I was born, my patents have
been loving me with all their heart and have taken care of me
so well. Can I bear to let them stay at a convalescent home to
endure suffering?

Everyone should be filial to their parents. If one is not filial,
one is no different from an animal. We must be filial not only to

our own parents but to all the elderly people in the world.
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