
Rothstein 1 

Anna Rothstein 

This I Believe 

I believe in letting go of the past, but not forgetting it.  I am a worrier.  I let everything 

get to me, let it gnaw at me from the inside out.  There have been times when I have made 

myself physically sick from anxiety.  A major part of my problem is that I have a hard time 

letting go of the past.  I let memories from a life ago replay and replay in my head, like a song 

stuck on repeat.  The largest impact on my life so far has been my grandfather, especially his 

death.  It is not like other people in my life haven’t been influential to me, but my grandpa’s 

death hit me hard.  I grew up with him always around.  He watched me when my parents 

couldn’t, took care of me when I was sick, and always had the best compliment when I bought 

new clothes.  After learning that Lifesavers were my favorite candy, he bought them for me 

almost every week. He remained healthy for quite some time and continued to care for me.  

A few summers ago, my grandfather’s health began to decline.  I started to grocery shop 

with him and distribute his pills.  Then he was diagnosed with cancer.  I remember calling him, 

crying and begging him to get the surgery to remove it.  Like always, he calmed me down and 

promised that everything was going to be okay.  As it later turned out, it wasn’t okay.  After 

complications in surgery, he remained in the surgical intensive care unit for weeks.  Finally, my 

grandfather pulled through and made it to the regular hospital, and then rehab.  He stayed in the 

hospital for about a year.  My parents and I then made the decision to get rid of his apartment 

and have him live with us.  For the longest time I remember being upset that I would have to 

share my parents with someone else.  It was almost as if instead of my grandpa taking care of 

me, I took care of him.  I wrapped him in countless bandages, gave him medicine, and prepared 

his meals.  My grandpa lived with us for a few months and then started to go in and out of the 
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hospital for various reasons, including many falls and his pinky being broken at a ninety degree 

angle.  He was forced to move into the Veterans Home in Sandusky when his care became too 

much for my family to handle.  At some point during his stay at the home, he hurt his wrist and 

came down with an infection.  Unfortunately, the infection turned out to be Necrotizing fasciitis, 

a flesh killing bacteria, which would later cause organ failure throughout his body.  These couple 

of years hit me hard.  Every morning I would wake up and hear a “Grandpa story,” almost 

always some crazy thing that he had done, most of which ended up hurting him somehow.  I 

would talk to him every day, show him every assignment and every award, and tell him, “I love 

you more, Grandpa.”  This almost always would start another ten-minute conversation about 

who loved whom more.  Before bed on most nights, I would stay up and worry and worry about 

if I would see him the next day or ever again after that.  It was a constant struggle to keep myself 

together. 

At the beginning of May of this past year, my family had to make the tough decision to 

pull all treatment and move him to hospice.  To this day, this was one of the most difficult things 

I have ever had to accept.  I refused to leave his side for the longest time, twenty-four hours at 

one point, even though the nurses and doctors assured me that he would make it through the 

night.  I wouldn’t go anywhere except for the hospital, where I would just sit and hold his hand.  

I fell behind in school after missing more than a week.  This experience was just so stressful on 

me.  One day, my parents and I went into hospice.  The situation did not look good.  I stayed 

sitting in a chair next to him until about ten o’clock, when my mom insisted I go home to get 

some rest.  No matter how hard I tried I could not fall asleep.  I kept fretting about how he had to 

spend the night all by himself.  I barely slept at all. 
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The next morning I woke up very early, maybe five o’clock, because I heard my mom 

and dad talking.  I remember it was a Friday, and I definitely did not go to school that day.  My 

dad was insisting that we left to go to the hospital, because he had a bad feeling about his dad.  I 

got dressed in a daze, skipped breakfast, and got in the car.  We entered his hospice room and 

saw just how sick he looked.  His skin color was awful and his breathing sounded shallow.  I 

took a chair, sat next to his hospital bed, and held his hand.  My dad told me to give him a kiss 

and tell him, “I love you,” so I did.  Holding his hand felt like the longest hour in my life.  I felt 

as his finger turned to ice, and I could feel him slipping away from me.  One minute he was 

there, and after two very shallow breaths, he was gone.  I stayed holding his hand for the longest 

time; not wanting to believe it was true.  Carrying my grandfather’s casket at his funeral and then 

having to walk away from his grave were the hardest things that I have ever had to do.  For a 

really long time, I could not let go of this entire experience. 

In order for me to move on in life, I had to let go of losing my grandpa.  I had a really 

hard time realizing and accepting that someone I had known since the day I was born was gone.  

I was haunted by his death and honestly a little bit pissed that he was taken away from me.  I 

began to alienate myself from my friends and peers at school because I did not feel that they 

understood me.  Being lonely took a toll on me and I began to realize that fretting about the past 

was not going to get me anywhere.  Once again, I made myself physically sick from the stress.  I 

had to live my life without worrying about things that I could have done differently.  I have 

accepted that my grandfather has passed away and that my life will never be quite the same 

without him. 

My grandfather and his passing away have had a major impact on my life.  I still 

occasionally cry about not being able to talk to my grandpa anymore, like when I turned sixteen 
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and had a huge sweet sixteen party, or when I got my license, or when I started school again.  

When I think about my future, how I want to go to college, get married, and have children, I am 

reminded that my grandpa will not be able to share these things with me.  I realize that he won’t 

be able to be there for me, but I know that he is looking out for me.  Fortunately, I eventually 

found a way to cope.  Every single day, I wear the ring that he gave to me.  When I start to get 

sad and feel like I might start crying, I kiss his Mezuzah necklace and then wear it.  Now I 

believe even more in the Yiddish concept of “Bashert,” or “meant to be.”  Every word, every 

memory, and every single thing that happened were Bashert.  I know that I need to cherish the 

memories and time that I spent with him and I understand that his entire situation happened for a 

reason.  Each day I find myself letting go a little bit more, moving away from the sadness.  At 

this point, I can talk and think about my grandpa without crying.  I remember the happy man that 

he was for most of my life instead of the last couple of years.  This helps me manage my feelings 

of sadness, as I know he always wanted me to be happy.   I am not forgetting, but instead giving 

myself space to live my life and think about the past at the same time.  This experience has been 

a lesson to me about the importance of letting go of the past, but not forgetting about it at the 

same time. 


