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It all started from the moment I was born. My grandpa (aka Bampa) was a loving 

person. He was incredibly smart and simply the best. He called me his “bestest girl in 

the whole wide world!” He taught me about the planets, how to do marvelous math, tell 

time, and even count money. The running joke in our family is that all kids should be so 

lucky to go to the “School of Bampa.” 

He wasn’t just a facts-driven teacher. He also loved to use his imagination and 

create. He used to be an amazing artist. If you looked at one of his drawings you would 

be so entranced that the whole world around you would blur, and before you knew it, 

you would be standing in the artwork. One of my fondest memories was doing pencil 

rubbings on special paper on the bathroom tiles. In the rubbings we would find figures of 

animals, people, and things; from those rubbings we created stories of dramatic 

adventures. I would sit on his lap and we would let our imaginations run wild. 

My family visited my grandparents in Tennessee during the summer. They lived 

on a lake, and my brothers and I were a part of the swim team that my grandparents 

coached. We were “The Tarpons!” Our summers were filled with swim practice, boat 

rides, honking the boat horn when we went under the bridge, which I always thought 

was rude because I wouldn’t want people waking me up if I was a bird, and exploring all 

the creatures that lurked down below in the lake. Everything seemed amazing each time 

we were there. Everything was amazing. The world was a perfect place where no one 

got hurt or sick. How blind I was. 

Every time we arrived at my grandparents’ house, I was ecstatic! My brothers 

and I would jump out of the car, pushing and shoving each other to see who would get 

to the front door first. One time, in the lead, I was about to knock on the door that 



smelled of freshly baked cookies. I happened to look up and saw a wasp nest hanging 

off of the door! I screamed and ran all the way up the driveway to my Moms. After they 

calmed me down, we entered the house through the back door that overlooked the lake. 

Up the stairs we flew, fulling expecting Bampa and Gagwa to be there waiting with open 

arms. Gagwa was there, and I rushed to her and gave her the tightest hug ever. As I 

released her and looked around I noticed that something was missing.  

“Where is Bampa?” He was usually right there with Gagwa, standing at the ready 

to give all of his grandkids a big squeeze. Gagwa didn’t answer my question.  She just 

said, “It’s so good to see you! Tell me about what you’ve been doing!” While I thought it 

was peculiar that she didn’t answer my question and Bampa was nowhere in sight, I 

was just 8 years old. The strangeness just went in through one ear and out the other as 

I ran to the “treasure box” where there was always a piece of candy waiting for me and 

my brothers. 

Later that night, when I was in bed, I heard a troubling cough. My curious mind 

didn’t know any better, so I got out of bed to find where this horrendous sound was 

coming from. What I found was Bampa coughing up a storm and gasping for air. This 

was the first sight of him being sick. Really sick. It terrified me so much that I sprinted 

back down the stairs and convinced myself that it was just a nightmare.   

From there, it only got worse. The cancer cells that were overtaking his blood 

system triggered a cascade of hospitalizations, infections, and more hospitalizations. He 

started having difficulty walking and standing. He eventually grew so weak and pale. His 

sight and hearing diminished. I often found myself repeating sentences over and over 

again for him. One day I asked if we could do sketches on the tile floor, but he explained 



that there was something else that he wanted to teach me, even though I knew that 

there wasn’t. There came the time that my parents had to help them move here to 

Louisville as their house just became too much for them. My brothers and I said 

goodbye to the lake and all of our childhood memories. This was the day I realized that 

life wasn’t all sunshine and happiness.  

Day after day, hospitalization after hospitalization, it was clear that Bampa wasn’t 

getting better, and even I recognized it. On one of his good days he asked me to come 

sit beside him.  

“What is it Bampa?” I asked.  

He replied, “Zoë, my bestest girl in the whole wide world, if I am not around to 

see everything,” he choked on his own words. “If I am not here, know that I am always 

watching. I will always be a part of you.”  

Suddenly angry, I responded, “Bampa! Don’t say that! You will live no matter 

what struggles come along the way.” He laughed and shooed me back to my 

homework, which I did with bitter tears in my eyes. 

When he was on bed rest, I would go into his room to say “hi.”  His eyes were 

closed and fluttering, going back and forth like he was watching something running 

across the wall. “Bampa, please come back to me.” He didn’t move at all, and his eyes 

didn’t open. “I love you, Bampa. I love you.” I cried into him. The next day he died.  

I was stunned that someone I cared for deeply could disappear from me so 

quickly. When I first found out he was gone it was strange. I almost started laughing out 

of hysteria. I forced that feeling away, though, afraid people would think I was cruel. At 

his house, I saw his lifeless form. He looked so elegant. How could he be dead? After 



that day, time flew by with no meaning to it. I went to therapy and the counselor asked 

me questions that I couldn’t answer. In my mind he was still alive. The big reason why I 

was so sad was because everyone around me was sad. I never saw my grandma cry 

and now she was weeping. My mom really struggled, whenever I looked at her tears 

would fill her eyes and drip down her pale cheeks. His death took a toll on the whole 

family. I wasn’t sure if we would ever get through it.  

But, life goes on and so do we. I’ve learned that losing someone who you love is 

miserable. Despite the misery, you also must hold your head up high and remember the 

good times. This can be difficult because you want to be making more memories with 

the person who died. I’ve learned it is ok to still experience happiness even though you 

are sad. I’ve also learned that during times when your heart hurts it is important to move 

forward and be there for others. That’s what my family did, and that is what I’ll do for 

anyone who is suffering, whether it is because of the loss of a loved one or if their day is 

going poorly.  

In closing, if I were to go back and teach my younger self four important lessons 

they would be:  1) It is okay to feel pain, 2) Even though it is hard you will get through it, 

3) Difficult experiences will make you a different but better person, and 4) No one’s truly 

gone if you still remember them. 

  

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

Wilfred “Bampa” Beauchamp 
The Bestest Bampa in the Whole Wide World  

 

 


