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End a story with the line; “She gave a small wave, turned and walked away” 

It was a damp, spring day. Grey clouds shadowed the sad sky as we were fed into the mouth of the 

church. The colourful windows were blanketed with an army of rain droplets, mirroring the salted 

ones hanging from the cheeks of my relatives. As I followed my mother down the pew we had 

chosen to sit at, a loud bang echoed around the room. The doors had been closed and we were now 

forced to say our final goodbyes.  

As words of god and the Holy Spirit dripped from the mouth of the priest, I found myself starring out 

of a red pane of glass. With my hand latched onto my brother’s cold one while he cried, my 

attention was drawn to a young blossom growing from a tree outside. It was a sweet pink colour; the 

same shade as the ribbons people wore to bring awareness to what killed my grandma. It was still 

strange to think that she was gone and as the sound of a bird singing from the rafters entered my 

ears, I was taken back to the last time I saw her.  

On that day, the sky was a clear blue and it wore the sun like a medal. The air was warm and we 

cooled ourselves with a tart lemonade she had made before we arrived. She concealed her balding 

head with a bandana ladened with an intricate design of flowers, her smile giving the sun some 

tough competition.  

Her clothes smelled of jasmine and vanilla as she re-applied the blush coloured lipstick that had 

rubbed off when she took her medication.  We talked about the plastic pool I had played in as a 

child, the plastic attitude of some of the nurses she had met and how she wished to feel like a 

woman again, with plastic implants in her chest.  

As the sky began to burn bold amber and prepared to darken, two blinding lights broke through the 

window. My mother had arrived to take me home. Outside the breeze had turned colder and the 

birdsong began to calm. With one last look in her glazed eyes.  With one last hold of her weak body. 

With one last whisper “I love you,” I entered the car. Staring at me with empty eyes, her grin already 

gone, she gave a small wave, turned and walked away.  

 


