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Neither Mom nor I could form sentences. The only thing we could do is cry. Eventually 

we gained the strength to walk away from Grandpa Samôs bedside to talk to my great-grandma. I 

told her what he had said about my hair and she shed a tear as she said, ñWell, by golly, he hasnôt 

spoken in I donôt even know how long. It has got to be a month by now!ò At that point I realized 

how much it meant for grandpa Sam to tell me that my hair looked beautiful. Not only that, but it 

made me reflect on the many times he said my hair looked like hell. All of the family members 

that had once filled the tiny old house had slowly trickled out, so my mom and I said our 

goodbyes and left the house to go back home with tears in our eyes.   

On the car ride back with my mom, I could not stop thinking about why he said my hair 

looked beautiful just this one time.  

 ñMom, I donôt even know what to think. Can you believe he told me my hair looked 

beautiful?ò I finally asked breaking the silence.  

 ñThatôs pretty special, Hail. I think he knew he had to tell you before he passed. I bet that 

meant a lot to him,ò my mom replied still 


