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Grandma's Poem 

Grace Ih 
~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~ 
When someone asked me, who is your hero? 
My grandma, I answered, because she started from negative zero. 
“Negative zero?” The person asked, “How could that be?” 
She started with unmeasurable wealth and a loving family. 
And left it all behind when she was forced to flee, 
To a dirt poor house, living with in-laws, in another country. 
She met it with courage and strength, she was determined to learn, 
Down to the basics of washing clothes, getting the stove fire to burn. 
Never knowing what happened to her mother, 
There was no information, no contact with each other. 
She pushed and overcame this emotional load, 
With her head facing forward down her long road. 
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The blows of the in-laws she had to endure,  
For the love of her children, her love was so pure.  
She dwelled on the positive, and gave them her best,  
Cooked delicious food, did all the chores so they could rest. 
This carried over to the grandchildren as well, 
Her “Zha Jiang Mian” and the stories she would tell. 
As a grandmother, she was one of a kind,  
Positive, wise, compassionate, with an open mind. 
        
Open to the trend and the latest fashion. 
She told us to sport our figures while we still had them. 
Her compassion was beyond compare, 
She handled broken hearts with tremendous care. 
She would listen with no judgment, holding my hand should say, 
“It's because he wasn't meant for you, God will bring him to you one 
day.” 
Her wise words I will never forget,  
To follow my dreams, live life with no regrets.  
That every good and bad event, happens for a reason,  
Some friends stay forever, others for season. 
Not to hold on to what we want, but to go with the flow,  
God will bring forth what he wants you to know .  
A hero to me is one who has strength, 
Will go the distance, to whatever length. 
To never give up and to continue on, 
Even when all hope seems gone. 
To be positive when the road is rough, 
Who always puts on a smile even though it’s tough. 
My grandma is this hero, and one for the books, 
For her perseverance, her positivity and her good looks. 
A real live heroine who brought so much light, 
With just her smile, your day would be bright. 
She focused on the good and showered us with love, 
She still is with us, just watching from above. 
As she is in heaven, and having a blast! 
For she is finally reunited with her mother at last. 


