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that keeps me warm, like a lighthouse
™ that lightens up my path. So when you

feel tired and exhausted, please let m-

e be your support till the end.
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Please Hold Me Tight Every
Time We Say Goodbye

Wang Yukun

It was a winter in my senior year. She has made me numerous breakfasts
with the same vegetable pie and two boiled eggs. And sometimes she would
make the noodles by herself and cook a bowl of warm egg noodles, which was
the most difficult dish for her. Well, I was very picky about food. And of course,
born in northern countryside, she was very good at this dish, as she knew best
about how to cook the tasty chewy noodles.

For all those mornings, I would either finish one big pie and rush for school
by bike, or put it in my pocket and find it still warm when 1 arrived at school.
But later, I got tired of the same flavor every day and asked her to stop making
me those vegetable egg pies. She would still get up early in the morning and sit
in the middle of the dark living room, waiting for the time to wake me up. Those
winter mornings were so cold, and she would stand at the kitchen door wearing
two layers of pants with her hands groping in her apron, trying to find some
money for me to buy breakfast.

She would stand at the door and watch me carry the bike downstairs every
day. I yelled from the hallway, “I am leaving”. And she would respond with the
echoing sound of closing door.

As for her, how to feed me was the most difficult task. [ was picky about
food when I was young. No matter how hard she tried, the food was never my
favorite. As I grew older I quitted the habit, but it seemed that she could no
longer make the effort to create something new.

She seemed to have purchased all the food from the convenience store in
our neighborhood and used them to test my likings. If I liked it, she would keep
buying till I changed my flavor. She kept a thrifty life and spared no food even if

it has gone bad. But for me, she would indulge me with no limit.
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In my memory, she would always secretly give me allowances. 1 would
take them in the end after shoving around. She would said, “Grandma loves
you. "Not knowing why, I was really upset about those words and I couldn’t
even understand the reason.

[ hated the mess at her home, her dirty face and her frugal living style.

Regardless of the hatred, the sun still rose every morning, and the day
still went by. She would wake me up on time and prepare money for me to buy
breakfast; she would wash the fruits and wait for me to come home from school.

For all those years, she has been a part of my life. We barely talked.
Occasionally we shared about what to eat tomorrow and what fruit to prepare
for tonight. We never shared our hearts, but she would secretly keep notes of my
bad habits and pass that along to my parents. And I would deliberately be angry
with her and ignore her words.

I was grieving for something that she would not understand; and she was
crying for something that I would not care about. But life went on as simple
as we adjusted ourselves to each other. She went to buy me breakfast with her
strong and firm steps and talked about the price of vegetables in the market
tirelessly. I would complain how I wish I could sleep longer as I pushed away
the bike with a drowsy look, “I am leaving for school. ™

Her accidental break into my life has become the deepest part in my
memory. It was so deep that the image of her carrying breakfast on thin ice on a

winter day was frozen in the color of dawn forever.
2

She planted a line of peppers in our balcony.
When they were ripe, she would pick up some for
dishes and the spices were so hot. She would often
show off this small accomplishment in front of me and

laugh so happily.
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When 1 came back from the vacation in my second year, I found that she
had cut off all the peppers. No one knew the reason and no one intended to stop
her. She just giggled at the bare pepper tree.

Nobody could read her mind any more. She would hold a purse filled with
a few hundreds and sometimes she would hold a pair of chopsticks, all in her
hands.

She started coughing and having difficulty in breathing. Everyday she
needed to breathe in oxygen and her appetite has been worn down. As days went
by. she was reduced to mere skin and bones.

The chubby old lady was no longer in her robust figure. She was left with a
dry body, messy hair and a mouthful of nonsense.

She was in hospital for three times. “My kids have put me in prison,” she
would yell with a frightened look in her eyes. So in the end they had to send her
back home for further treatment. Everyday she had to take more than ten kinds
of medicine and swallow all those green and red pills. This evil spirit was called
the advanced lung cancer in medical words. We kept this from her, but it seemed
like she had figured out something and known that the condition of her body
was going downhill.

I touched her arm and kept on telling her jokes to cheer her up. She
grabbed my hand and kept mumbling, “Grandma loves you the most”. And the
next second she would forget my name.

It was just that moment that all the previous enmity has gone. I walked
through streets to find something that would intrigue her appetite, just like what
she did to me before. I persuaded her to cheer up by the bed just like how she
persuaded me. She would hold onto my elbow, and I would say, “Everything

shall be alright.”
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At that time [ dared not to think about tomorrow. I felt like that God has
placed a barrier. As long as we worked hard, everything would be fine. I prayed
that tomorrow would arrive as appointed, just like how she survived every

yesterday.

She was suffering from the advanced lung cancer at the age of 80. Doctor
suggested keeping a conservative treatment.

The night I came back from Xi’an last week, she only had two sea
cucumbers. My aunt said she haven’t eaten anything for the whole day. It rained
that afternoon. The sounds of her painful gasps were lost in the raindrops outside
the window. I poured her a glass of water and tried to persuade her to have more
food. She would shake her head that was buried in her dry elbows.

Just as when | was getting nowhere, she lifted her head all of a sudden and
looked at me in the eyes. “Kid, would you hold me?” she whispered.

She surprised me by trying to get out of bed with a strength I have never
seen before. But she failed in the end. I lifted her up and continued to persuade
her to eat more food. I gave her a sloppy hug without over thinking. She just
kept on saying “I can’t eat no more”, and lay back to the bed.

She could only move in the bed and keep two positions every day, either
lying or sleeping. It seemed that movement of life has its rest in her. The next
morning my parents had to rush back for work. But no one would expect that
she passed away the following day after we left.

That afternoon in the car on the way home, the cold air blowing in our face
has dried our eyes with tears. We were all trying to repress our emotions, but
time has out won the speed of the car. During the last time we saw her, she was

lying there quietly with her eyes closed forever.
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[ refrained from crying but tears was running nonstop down my cheeks.
I have never experienced a loss of family. I remembered the last time I saw
her, the last sentence she said. But I could only think about that sloppy hug.
However, everything was now left with “I am sorry”.

She was no longer warm, and she would no longer open her eyes and look
at me. All those trivial things I thought now became luxuries. All my memories
of her could no longer be continued. Everything has been left with memory. A
thousand regrets or tears would no longer extend one second of her life. I was
no better than that pepper plant. There was no rebirth in the next year. Life had
to leave like this sorrowfully.

The hardest and most painful thing in life, besides losing a person forever,
was the chance that you failed to hold her close when you were about to lose
her. You failed to see her face once again, and failed to let her know your
feelings, failed to win her another smile. Even the last nostalgia became another
mood, and the last effort has missed its chance. Regrets and resentments were
useless. And the only way to remedy was “I am sorry”.

“I am sorry I did not hold you tight. Please do not be afraid. There is no
tear in heaven. Don’t miss me. If you miss me, please become a star, for the

moon shall hold you tight for me.”
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