
When Queenie forgave the Japanese 

  My grandmother hated the Japanese,  there’s no other way to put it.
  I was raised by my grandparent’s Earl and Lillian McCray Patterson.  My grandmother was a young woman, 18, when  Pearl harbor was attacked  by the Japanese on 7 December 1941.  
  At 17, she married young, Gilbert Johnson, a single man whom was raising two small boys by himself.  Gilbert worked in the coal mines in Bates  Arkansas and when she was only 3 months into her marriage there was a coal mine explosion killing both Gilbert and his brother Mayo,  as well as other men.
  A young widow  at the tender age of   17 she then met Johnnie green.  Johnnie was a looker and had already been married once with  an ex wife and little girl.
  My grandmother and Johnnie married in December 1944        . My mother was born exactly 9 months later.
  Johnnie was drafted into the army during world war 2. He was attached to the 43rd engineers and spent 38 weeks in the pacific.  
   He spent 3 1/2 years in the pacific, in the Philippines and in Australia .
  My grandmother said Johnnie was not the same after he came home from war.  He was angry often and he began to drink heavily.
  My grandmother would say she would stay up late at night waiting on him and she would bake pies to keep busy.
  Johnnie would come in drunk, throwing the pies into the kitchen walls.  Im sure Johnnie most likely had PTSD.  Back during that time period they called it shell shock.
  Johnnie never spoke of his war time with my grandmother.  My grandmother said she would sit on the steps of their apartment building and cry.  The land lady would come sit on the steps with her and tell her” here kid have a cigarette it’ll make you feel better”. 
  That’s how my grandmother became acquainted with smoking. 
   my grandmother divorced johnnie, and met my grandfather, who is not my biological grandfather but he was the best grandfather anyone could’ve ever have,  he was more like my father.   I called him GG and I called  my grandmother Queenie. 
  My grandparents raised me so I heard many tales of world war 2 especially about the Philippines and the Americans whom were taken as prisoners of war.
  I vividly remember  from the time I was little that if I went into a store with my grandparents and happened to pick up an item that was marked “ made in japan” my hand would be slapped and I would hear “ we do not buy anything made in japan”.  The hand slapping was always my grandmothers trade mark. 
  I heard that my entire life and I can recall always asking from then on “ is this made in Jew-pan”.
  My grandmother was not racist she did not speak slur words of the Japanese but she had made a vow to herself that she nor her family members would ever support a nation that had killed thousands of Americans. 
  My grandmother was in her 80s and we found it necessary for her to move beside us so we could watch over her.  My grandmother’s age did not affect her ability to smoke in fact she was and had always been a chain smoker.  
  The heavy smoking led to emphysema and chronic COPD, which led to her eventually requiring oxygen on 24 - seven.
  I began to see signs of dementia,  she would forget things and she would constantly repeat the same thing over and over again.
  I caught her smoking with her oxygen on so my husband and I took away her lighters and match’s.  
  My great fear was that one day she would light a match with her oxygen on and catch herself on fire. 
  After my husband came  home  from a deployment in 2005, he built my grandmother a little house right next to us.
  
  In march of 2010, I was at my grandmothers house, I brought her a plate of food and I left her for a few minutes to run back to my house.           I was standing at the kitchen  window with my husband when he  said “ who’s the little black woman running across the yard?” 
  In the distance you could hear an ambulance.  It was not a little black woman  it was my grandmother with a blackened face.  She had lit a match with her oxygen on and ignited herself.
  She turned off the oxygen machine,  called 911 and was running to meet the ambulance.
  I said “ oh my God oh my God she did it”. She’s caught her face on fire. 
  I started screaming and ran out just as the ambulance pulled into the driveway. My grandmothers entire face was black.  The ambulance transmitted her to the ER.  
  To my astonishment, the ER doctor did not admit her.  Here she was in her 80’s with third degree burns to her face.  
    The doctor admonished  her saying “ you need to quit smoking” “ this is all your fault”.  I had to bring my grandmother home and wait to see her PCP in the morning,  Queenie’s Face swelled up  3 times the size. 
   My  grandmother wasn’t feeling any pain at all to her face because it was third- degree burns.  
  You could hardly see her eyes. I stayed up all night with her in a panic because I feared she would die in the night.
  Queenie’s primary care doctor admitted her and he said she should’ve gone to the burn unit, to which I agreed. 
  my grandmother stayed in the hospital for about a week.  I took FMLA from my state job and took care of her in our home. 
  The burn actually made her look like she had a face lift. Upon healing it took away the wrinkles and made her face a beautiful porcelain color.  Unfortunately,  the burn advanced her dementia as well as her COPD.  Queenie began sun downing, taking off walking across the field looking for matches and to catch a ride with a relative, she’d say. 
  Her behavior got so extreme I had to get her into the elder care unit.  
  That’s when a doctor informed me she had alzmeyers and if I did not place her in a nursing home we would again see her back in the hospital. 
  I did not want to do that, but I also did not want to see my grandmother harm herself anymore.  Terrified of  something like this happening again, we made a decision to put her  in a nursing home not too far for my  home.  Ashton place in Barling , Arkansas.  I went to the nursing home in the morning, checked on her at lunch and stopped at the nursing home on my way home from work.  
  This way I could ensure she had breakfast and dinner as well as water frequently.    unfortunately, this nursing home had a lot of issues which I wasn’t aware of.
  Queenie was there for four weeks when we got a call from the nursing home that she was being transmitted to the hospital. 
   The doctor on duty said she was  so dehydrated that her kidneys were dry.  The CNA‘s were not ensuring that she was being hydrated during the night. 
  To top it off a Doctor by the name of Beallis ( whom has been in the news due to the murder of his wife and twin’ s as well as a previous wife whom died under suspicious circumstances) diagnosed my grandmother with a UTI and failed to treat her. After my grandmothers death, I filed complaint with the office of long term care and Medicare and they investigated and found Doctor Beallis “ failed to render the standards of medical care” for my grandmother. 
   Queenie stayed at the hospital for about a week and I made the decision she is not going back to the nursing home. Queenie  came home with me and stayed.
  Queenie’s  last  days she slept a large part of the time.  Queenie had been placed on Hospic  so we knew it was just a matter of time. 
  We never left her side.  I had a book I was reading called Hiroshima.  The story of the nuclear bomb that American Forces dropped on Japan in which ended World War 2.  
  A few days before Queenie died she awakened, looked at the book and said “ I forgive the Japanese”, smiled and went back to sleep.
  My sweet grandmother died  two days later.  
  

