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The Simple Act of Conversation
TAKASU, Rena (National Institute of Technology, Numazu College)
“Thank you. I’m sorry.” These are the words that I wish I could say to my grandfather.  But I can’t. Maybe you can understand why I cannot say these words to him? And I still regret that. And as we cannot go back in time, I think I should say “Thank you.” more and now I’m trying. Today, I would like to share my story with you. 
This spring, my grandfather passed away. It may surprise you, but from then my story begins. What I regret is how I didn’t listen to him more while he was alive. When he was still with us, he gradually lost his memory. He repeated himself constantly and even forgot whether he had eaten or not. Finally, he forgot his family's name, of course including mine. When he still remembered my name, I tried to finish a conversation with him because he kept repeating the same stories. At that time, he was able to take care of himself, which made me believe I could talk with him anytime I like.  After he was gone, I realized that talking with someone and staying with someone are not ordinary things but extraordinary things. Family, friends and other people enter our lives, this fact is not something usual, but a kind of miracle. 
I had one more thing that I had to do besides “talking”. That is expressing appreciation in words. The last time I met him was two days before he passed away. It was so hard for him to breathe then. I couldn’t talk to him because I was scared. My grandmother and my mother spoke to him. But I could not say two simple words, “Thank you.” What a girl I am! My mother usually says to me “You should appreciate things more.” When we were leaving, my grandmother told him that my sister and I came to see him, what a beautiful thing it was, wasn't it? Then we could surely hear his voice even though he could hardly speak, he said “yeah.” That one word brightened my heavy heart and brought a light into my life.
In the future, the number of patients like my grandfather that have trouble with their memory is going to increase. It is possible that people around us will become like my grandfather, maybe even ourselves. Even if someone repeats themselves and forgets our name, that time, that occasion, is a special moment that can be shared. So, I decided to start listening to someone's story and have a conversation that I couldn't do with my grandpa. 
This feeling of regret toward how I treated my grandfather became a great opportunity to turn over a new leaf. I’m going to try to be a person who can say “Thank you.” No matter what the situation. And most importantly, I am going to face people around me and enjoy in the simple act of conversation.
