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Change in an Instant 

I am seven years old, and I wake up and walk to the top of the stairs. I love looking at the 

sunlight bursting through the blinds and lighting up the whole floor. Julia and Christina are still 

asleep. I could smell my grandma cooking eggs and pancakes in the kitchen. Everytime we sleep 

over, grandma repeats the same routine. You would think she would get bored of the same routine 

but my grandma loved it. I think she really just loved our presence. Finally they wake up and we 

race to the living room and play with our toys. We’d play for hours and if we weren’t playing, 

we were eating. Grandma always saw to it that we were so full that we could hardly move. The 

sky turned black and the street lights lit, that was our cue that mom was on her way to pick us up. 

I pick up my toys and pack my clothes. Only a few minutes later, the bell rang and mom was at 

the door. None of us were ever sad about leaving grandma’s because we always knew we would 

be back before long.  

I am fifteen years old, and I am in my car on my way to my grandma’s. Even though we 

are older we all still get still very excited to stay over at her apartment. Now that we are older, 

we don’t enjoy playing with toys at grandma’s anymore. Instead, we go shopping or take the 

train to chinatown.  I know when Christina and I arrive, we are going to tell her all about school 

and in return, she’ll tell us stories about her childhood and how she wasn’t able to go to school. 

Grandma didn’t remember everything about her childhood, just bits and pieces. But she always 
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had new stories to tell us when we arrived. My father double parks across the driveway. 

Christina and I jump out of the car and race to the front door. Grandma greets us with small heart 

shaped pound cakes with cherries on top. I don’t remember how it tasted but I just remember 

wanting more. Mom left, and we continued eating our cakes and planning where we wanted to 

shop. Heart and Soul filled the apartment, as Christina and grandma played on the big piano in 

my grandpa’s bedroom. For a woman who lived alone, she had many empty beds. The music 

stopped and all I could hear was the floor creaking and my sister laughing. I looked up from the 

dining room table to see my grandma rushing from bedroom to bedroom. One minute bouncing a 

ball, the next she was back on the piano bench. Christina looked at me with confusion as we 

watched grandma act like a seven year old us. It was something about her smile and energy that 

we both loved. I’d seen grandma happy before, but there was something about that moment. This 

special moment lasted five minutes.  

Six months passed, I am finally seeing grandma again. I get out of the car while mom 

goes to park. I walk into a fancy lobby and wait until security lets me in. All I hear are the 

sounds of elders snoring in reclining chairs and dishes clashing on top of glass tabletops as 

waiters serve people. The building smells like old people mixed with the scent of dog. I look 

down to find a hairy dog with a blind eye greeting me. As I look around I notice about ten elder 

ladies in wheelchairs smiling at me. It has been three minutes since I walked in and I’ve yet to 

find one person who is in stable condition. I walk up to the security desk and ask the guard for 

grandma's room and keep my head down as I walk past the elderly women in their wheelchairs. I 

don’t know what it was about them but they all scared me. I try my best to pretend I wasn’t 

scared. I know if I walk fast enough they can not stop to talk to me and admire how young I was. 



As I walk through the halls, I stop at the door with a picture of grandma’s face. I slowly open the 

door and see her sitting on a rocking chair. She smiles at me as I greet her but nothing more. 

After I finally shut up about my day she asked, “Who are you?” It was at that moment I realized 

I wasn’t visiting the grandma I once knew.  

In that moment, I also wanted to know, Who am I? If she thought she didn’t know me, she 

screamed have screamed at me to go away or cry for help, I’d seen her do it before. I still don’t 

know who I was in that moment, but I do know, I was not Melissa. I was shot through the heart. 

Before I could say another word, mom walks in with flowers and hugs grandma. Grandma 

instantly recognizes mother, she always did. I feel envious of mom, yet grateful that she did not 

have to feel the complete loss that I was feeling. Ten minutes later, mom left to check in with the 

nurse, and left me with grandma. I wish Julia or Christina was with me, they would know how to 

keep the conversation going, if one ever started. I sit on top of the bed, and examine the room 

while she stares blankly into space. It was like sitting in a room with a stranger you have nothing 

in common with. White walls and large windows cover two walls defined the room. A lonely 

bed, dresser, and chair fill the room. Her view was of the parking lot so I guess there really was 

no view. The room is very empty, just like grandma’s mind. And ofcourse the room smelled like 

elderly people. Sick of the silence, I ask “What is going on in your mind.” I thought she would 

continue ignoring my presence but she finally began to talk. Looking at me she said, “Do you 

remember what we named the pigs on the farm?” “What farm grandma? What are you talking 

about?” She looked at me confused, as if I was crazy. “The pigs dad bought us!” she insisted. I 

was confused about what was going on, so I just let her talk. She talked for an hour, about events 

I never knew happened. She talked to me like I experienced them with her so I assumed she 



thought I was one of her sisters. A nurse interrupted and told me it was time to leave. I look up at 

her and examine her white uniform and wide grin that made me feel uncomfortable. I smile back 

awkwardly and hug grandma goodbye. Walking through the lobby, I notice pictures of residents, 

nurses, and cooks scattered on the walls and desks. Every staff member I walk past smiles at me 

as I head to the doors to leave. I feel like everyone who doesn’t know me is smiling at me. The 

pictures, the staff members, the dog, and grandma. Personally I don’t understand why everyone 

here was always smiling. The entire building was depressing. This includes the grey walls, white 

uniforms, and quiet residents. I know it’s a negative way to view things but after three minutes of 

just standing in the lobby it’s all anyone would think about. 

Mom had to guilt me into visiting her this time. I do not want to put on a fake smile, and 

have silent conversations with someone that did not know me, but I knew it wasn’t about me so I 

went. Security lets me in and I lean over to pet the hairy dog. He is now blind in both eyes, but 

does a good job in pretending like he's not. I rush past the women in wheelchairs who yell 

random names at me. One of the ladies began crying because I did not stop to see her. Little did 

she know, I did not come to see her. Even though I am scared, I turn around and walk up to her. 

She hugs me tight and tells me how excited she is to see me again. Even though I was really a 

stranger to her, for those next few minutes I was Janet. I listened as she laughed about our past 

and all the good times we’ve shared. The amount of passion and excitement she had while 

talking to Janet scared me a lot. It made me sad that she was so positive that it was me she spent 

the last thirty five years raising. Maybe it doesn’t really matter about whether or not you can 

remember the past and people in it, maybe what matters is how you impacted others in the 

moment. Finally a nurse came to give her medicine, and she gave Janet a hug before she left. To 



avoid another conversation being someone else, I run to grandma’s room. I enter and see her 

sitting on the rocking chair while staring into space. The nurse beside her tells me she was doing 

better, but I know better just means she was having less episodes and being quieter. As the nurse 

left, I sit on the bed and bring up the story she left off with four months ago. It is the only thing I 

am sure she remembers. Her eyes light up and she happily begins talking about the pigs. For a 

woman who did not remember much about her past, it was all she seemed to remember now. As 

she speaks she calls me a name that was not mine. I was about to correct her, until I realized 

Melissa was not in her life anymore. So for that hour I saw her, I was whoever she needed me to 

be. Just like I was Janet for that lady in the wheelchair. Maybe the staff wore smiles because it 

was what the residents needed them to wear.  

Four months passed, and I am going to visit grandma. I repeat the same routine that I had 

the last few times I came here. Security let me in, I pet the blind dog, I rush walk past the old 

ladies, and I search for grandmas door. I open the door and find her sitting on the rocking chair. 

She doesn’t even smile when she sees me enter the room. Just by the blank look on her face I 

could tell she does not want to talk. The more time that passes, the more her voice disappears. I 

remember one of the nurses once told me that asking her questions that involved her to think 

back to her memories would help her. I think it’s a useless activity but I guess it can do no harm. 

“What did you eat for breakfast?” I asked. “I don’t remember,” she replied. “What activities did 

you do today?” I asked. “I don’t remember,” she replied. Is it worth asking anymore questions? I 

already know the answer to all of them. Finally I ask, “Is there anything you do remember?” This 

was her chance to tell me anything, but instead she said nothing. I thought I had lost her the 

minute I first saw her in this place, but little did I know part of her was still there.  



I think about those five minutes a lot. I didn’t realize it would’ve been the last few 

minutes I’d enjoy. Going the grandma’s apartment used to be an everyday activity for me, and 

now it is so hard to remember what it looked liked. I still think about the way the light lit up the 

floor through the blinds in the morning. It still is the most beautiful sight I know. I know it’s 

selfish to want her back so that she can make me heart shaped pound cakes and eggs in the 

morning, but I can’t help it. I tell myself to be appreciative that she is not seven feet under. But 

when I talk to her it’s almost as if she already is. How can someone be dead and alive at the same 

time?  

* 

When I began this project I didn’t realize I would begin my essay writing about typical 

days I once had at grandma's apartment. It wasn’t until after I finished my essay I realized how 

valuable each day I slept over grandma’s apartment was. Writing about this experience made me 

realize that when I thought she was gone, part of her was still there. I shouldn’t of lost hope the 

minute I saw her in that rocking chair. Originally, I thought the experiences I had to write about 

were supposed to be very meaningful and tragic. It didn’t occur to me until after this project that 

I could write about the simplest experience, and all it had to be was important to me. I was too 

worried about how others were going to view my writing before I began this project. By the end 

of the project I realized that it is easy for me to get carried away with my experiences and 

thoughts, making it easy to keep writing. Before the project I did not understand what “writing to 

think” meant, but now that I have finished the project, I understand. I had no idea what 

experience I wanted to write about, but once I started writing the words eventually came 

together.  



I believe that my writing makes the reader come to the realization that they should 

appreciate who they have in their lives. Anyone who has someone they love in their life would 

probably appreciate my writing. Everyone experiences loss at some point in their lives and 

should be able to understand the moral of the essay. I do believe that I have said all I needed to in 

my paper and got my point across.  

 

  

 


