The News

I am numb; my dad had just picked me up from school and revealed the news. Suddenly it is a cold, emotionless world. The wind seems to laugh as if it had seen this coming. All of a sudden my feet are cement blocks and I can’t move. Waiting for tears to appear I am perplexed as to why they don’t come. We listen to the mournful words of grandpas passing. I shed one last tear as I realize he’s gone like ashes in the wind. I am consoled by the sympathetic words of my family I feel warm, salty tears streaming down my face. My hearts is beating a mile a minute. All I want is to be in his comforting arms and hear one of his goofy stories. My mom embraces me as my trembling hands wrap around her tiny waist. The way he was joking in the hospital made me think it was okay, but nothing could be okay in such a sorrowful, gloomy place. If he could have his life for one more day I would tell him how much I love him and that no one will ever forget him. He will always be the most considerate, warm-hearted person I will have ever met and is forever in my heart. Although, I have learned death ends a life not a relationship. 

