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 As we strolled into the parking lot discussing the night’s concert, the van hollered and 

blinked at us. The concert was a good way to divert Aunt Maureen’s attention from Grammy, not 

to mention she always loves hearing me play. I could still see the pain in her eyes, the longing 

and despair in the shadows of her face. It was clear that she’d returned to her saddened state as I 

read the false grin on her masked face.  

 “Thanks again for coming, Aunt Maureen,” I smiled in an attempt to comfort her. 

 “Chilly weather we’re having, isn’t it?” Mom commented as she shivered and rubbed her 

hands together for warmth. 

 “Oh, I know it. It’s been so dreary lately,” Aunt Maureen replied. “Great job tonight, 

Clare. You guys sounded fantastic,” she said. I could tell the small-talk was coming to an end, 

but I wasn’t sure what would seal the night. Then I saw Aunt Maureen rummaging in her pocket. 

 When Grammy came to my concerts, she would always congratulate me and then give 

me one or two dollars from her beige coat pocket. I remember graciously accepting her gift with 

a “Thank you” or an “Oh, you don’t need to give me anything.”  At that moment I figured Aunt 

Maureen was about to carry on the tradition and pull out her two dollars. 

 But Aunt Maureen did not pull out money. I saw no green in her hand. Instead there was 

black. A long, velvety, black box. The only thing I knew of that was contained in a box like that 

was… 

 “I have something for you, Clare,” she said, her head bowed looking at the box. 



 Every Thursday Aunt Maureen went to tennis, and I was to be at Grammy’s to look after 

her. I would walk over from the school, knock on the door, and stay until nighttime. All I had to 

do was keep her company and set her straight when she was confused. It wasn’t as simple as it 

sounded, though. 

 I skip across the street to the blue-shuttered little home on Carolina Street, and kick up 

the leaves while noting the beautiful fall weather. I hop up the steps to the door and use the metal 

knocker fastened to the door to call out for someone inside. Right away I hear little Lily’s 

yapping. All the times I’d been there and the puppy still never got used to me knocking on the 

door. 

 “No, Lily,” I hear Aunt Maureen scold from behind the door. We all say Lily is Aunt 

Maureen’s little baby. The way she scoops her up and cuddles her, she very well could be. And 

she’s little enough, too. Teacup Yorkies don’t get that big. 

 Aunt Maureen opens the door and greets me with a warm “Hello!” We exchange our 

greetings and ask each other how we are doing, I saying school was fine. I say hello to Lily and 

give her a pat on the head. Then Aunt Maureen tells me Grammy’s in the T.V. room or on the 

porch enjoying the nice weather and I set out to find her. 

 In the T.V. room I find her dozing in her plush recliner chair. She’s clad in her favorite 

green Irish sweater that says she’s a grandmother, in Irish of course, and her white sneakers and 

tall socks. She slowly wakes up, blinking and looking around the cozy room. She smiles and says 

hello to me, and asks me how I am. Then she asks how my mother is, and I tell her she’ll be over 

later on.  

 We continue our conversation, and I update her on how my family is and what everyone 

is up to, but it’s not long until she begins to repeat herself.  



 “How’s your sister?” she asks. 

 “Well, Mary-Kate is doing well at culinary school, and Erin loves college up in 

Vermont,” I answer.  

 “Oh, Vermont? That’s good, she must be enjoying herself,” she replies. 

 “Yes, she really likes it up there.” 

 A few minutes later, after asking about my Nana and Papa, Grammy asks: 

 “So how’s your mother?” 

 “She’s fine. She’ll actually be over later.” 

 “Oh, good.  I haven’t seen her in a while. And how are your sisters?” 

 But she can’t help it. If she could remember, she would. 

 Aunt Maureen gently opened the box. She turned it around to reveal a golden shimmer, 

as bright as a star’s twinkle. It was a necklace, the chain crafted of gold, the pendant a ruby 

surrounded by diamond studs. Carefully, she lifted the jewelry out of its box and held it around 

her hand.  

 “She would have wanted you to have it.”  

 Grammy was having a bad day. I had been there for a few hours and Mom wasn’t there 

yet, and she was getting anxious.  

 “This isn’t my house,” she kept repeating. “This is my friend’s house. I’ve been staying 

here for a few weeks, but I want to go home. There’s no place like home,” she smiled. I could 

tell by the tone of her voice she was getting frustrated.  

 “But Grammy, you are home,” I reassured her.  

 “No, no. This isn’t where I live.” 



 It wasn’t unusual for her to think this wasn’t her home. But that day she was so insistent, 

and since my mom wasn’t there to tell her otherwise, she began to leave. It was a freezing cold 

January night when she decided to leave. I managed to keep her in for a little while, but 

eventually she was just so frustrated that I gave in and offered to walk her “home”.  

 I had heard stories of Aunt Maureen taking Grammy in the car around the block and back 

to the house again when she was having days like these, so I decided I’d just take her for a loop 

around the street and back to the house to make her believe I was taking her home. I took her 

coat, even though she refused to wear it, had her hold my arm, and left the “neighbor’s” house. 

At that point, she believed we were trespassing into her neighbor’s house and she was beginning 

to get mad at me for dragging her along. I heard the crash of the door closing behind us, and I 

knew there was no turning back then. 

 That night was like being in a freezer: frozen and dry; and there I was escorting my 

ninety-something years old grandmother across the street, around the corner and back to her own 

house. If there were any neighbors watching us that night, they must have thought I was 

delusional. Fortunately, as we re-entered the same house that we had been sitting in just a few 

minutes before, Grammy angrily said, “Thank-you” and put her coat away where it had just been 

sitting.  

 I still remember her furiously saying to me, “I’m not hanging around with you anymore!” 

as I brought her back to her recliner and sat her down with a fuzzy blue blanket from the back of 

her chair. 

 I had to remember not to let those little phrases sting me, because if she truly knew what I 

was doing for her, I knew she would never say a thing like that.  



 I felt a tear roll down my cheek as she pulled my hair back. Her hands fell in front of my 

face as she wrapped the necklace around my neck, gently clipping the chain together. I reached 

up and held the pendant. I rubbed the smooth ruby and adjusted the golden chain.  

 I smiled. It was a smile of joy, of pain, of sorrow. I was honored to have received such a 

gift. I felt as if Grammy was in our presence, and I still do every time I see the necklace.  

 I stepped into the sleek black limousine along with the rest of my family. Teary tissues 

were tossed around the leathery seats. We were carted away, slowly making our way to the 

cemetery. My sister was driving her car behind us, and behind them were a dozen more cars. The 

line was a game of follow the leader that no one wanted to play.  

 The bright blue casket was surrounded by an arrangement of big, beautiful bouquets of 

flowers. My eyes filled with tears, I surrounded the grave among the others. Someone passed me 

a rose, and I carefully placed it atop the casket. The casket held onto many more roses as time 

passed, and I’m sure Grammy appreciated every one of them.  

 As we walked away from the grave, I told myself not to look back. To do so would be 

like looking over the edge of the plane when you’re about to skydive off of it. It scares you, and 

it makes you not want to jump. In my case, I needed to leave the grave and keep on living. 

Living in the past won’t do me any good, so I might as well take to plunge and jump, down, 

down, falling into the rest of my life.   

 I gave Aunt Maureen a hug crammed with all of my love. The necklace was Grammy; 

everything about her was embodied in that one piece of jewelry. Standing there in the cold night, 

I was told this old piece of jewelry was given to Grammy by Grampa before he passed years ago. 

I didn’t know Grampa all that well, but I knew this necklace must have meant a lot to Grammy.  



 Aunt Maureen pulled away in her silver Subaru, giving a little wave to us as she passed 

by us. She had been so strong during that time; that mournful, grieving time. I barely even saw 

her cry, of all people. She was like a foundation for Grammy, and she remained strong through 

this earthquake in her life. 

 Nowadays I still treasure the necklace. There hasn’t been a day where I haven’t worn it. It 

gives me strength when I feel weak, and when I’m down, I hold it close. I feel her near my heart, 

where we both share our love.  

 Mom kept her rose from the funeral. She put it on the mantelpiece of our fireplace in the 

living room. It’s all dried up, right next to the last picture of Grammy at one of our concerts.     

 

     

  

  

  

   


