Living Without it, that’s a Fact

I am now lying in my arduous bed. After a long, weary and arresting day, I can now feel the pain brought by all day long hardworking in those rotten and putrid alleys. Sometimes, I ruminate why I am in those rancid streets. I only come up into one answer. That is because I am not literate enough to be qualified in a professional job.

I am still reminiscing those times when I heard simultaneous knocks. Well, I know that it is only my impish grandson, Rodelo. But even if he is mischievous, I am treating him as my only treasure in life. I noticed that he is grasping his old, blue Math notebook and his damaged textbook while his tears are freely flowing from his swelling eyes.

Pity suddenly enveloped my being. I didn’t know what the reason why he is crying. Then he said in a croaked voice, “Lola, can you please help me in answering these math problems.” Then he showed me letters and numbers that I can’t even understand.
 “Rodelo, you know that I am not getting any younger and the days have passed on me. I did not even set foot on Grade four. I can’t even remember the last time I’ve held a ball pen and read a book”, I alleged on him.
Then, with a poignant face, he just quietly walked out on my room. I can feel my conscience kicking in. I’ve always been thinking why I suffer in this kind of life, a life just like a rat. I fell asleep with nearly snuffle in my eyes. 


“Conchita, go to the board and answer this problem”, my teacher uttered in a loud clear voice. I silently creep in going to our dusty blackboard. That is, because I don’t know how to solve it. I don’t have any idea what to do. One, two, three, four… seconds are quickly passing. It felt like years when I am trying to solve those mind-boggling problems. It was when my teacher said, “Sit down now”. Ouch! That was humiliating. After that day, I’ve given my word, “I HATE MATHEMATICS”. Maybe, that’s the reason why I didn’t even set foot on grade four.


I felt a strong force on my shoulder. It was Rodelo. “Lola, you’ve been sleeping for 5 hours. Aren’t you going to find some food for us? I can now hear the sound of my stomach”, he desperately said. I speedily stood up and fixed myself. I walked to find some bottles and newspaper that I can trade to the junkshop. While I am sluggishly walking in the boulevard, there is one thought that I really can’t stop thinking about. Well, guess what, it is my ridiculous DREAM. 

I cannot believe that MATH is the root of all the hardships that I am experiencing. I came up to one realization; I will not let that mistake to happen again. I will do something to not let the hope to just pass on my palms. It is not too late to straighten the mistakes I’ve made in my 63 years of existence. I will start with my grandson. I will encourage and push him to love Math. I will tell him that, “You can’t live without MATH and that’s a fact!”
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