A moment of realization

When people who were familiar with my grandma spoke of her, they always smiled and recalled fond memory of her. They would go on to describe how kind and lovely she was and how she had contributed to everyone she loved wholeheartedly. As her only granddaughter, I should be intimate with her, but I wasn’t. 

It was said grandma and I had been close when my family still lived with her, but I was too young to have any memory of that.  After my family moved out the old house, grandma lived alone.  Father had asked grandma to come and live with us, but she never said yes.  With heavy work and busy schedule, my parents didn’t have too much time to keep up with grandma. Like most nuclear families, we visited her only on festival days and called her on the phone occasionally.  For me, grandma was a symbol to revere but not to converse with. The strange alienation between grandma and me grew more and more obvious as she and I grew older. 

The only thing that I remembered clearly about grandma was the Chinese knots that she used to make for family members and friends.  Grandma never forgot anyone’s birthday.   She would make a delicate Chinese knot with her own hands and give it as a birthday present.  This tradition went on for over thirty years and for her friends, the Chinese knots had become an emblem of their relationship.  Likewise, she would make one knot for me on my birthday.  When I was a kid, I really loved these beautiful Chinese knots and would hang them from the ceiling of my bedroom.  After entering the elementary school, however, I packed up all the Chinese knots that I had received over the years and put them away in a box behind my desk. 
Grandma passed away abruptly. The funeral was held on a beautiful Spring Sunday with wide sky and gentle sunshine.  It was the type of day she always relished.  Each of her friends brought a handmade Chinese knot to remember grandma’s kindness and goodness.  Soft wind blew through the bells hanging below the knots, making a clear clanging sound that sent her off on her journey to heaven, I am sure.  After the funeral, there was a family meeting as all relations gathered in grandma’s big old house.  It was decided that the house would be cleaned immediately.  
Father and I were assigned to clean grandma’s room, so I rolled up my sleeves and started working.  As I moved the bookshelf, I found a wooden box behind it.  The box contained a stack of old calendar books with black covers and yellowed pages.  I opened one of them and saw it was filled with people’s names.  When I turned to the page containing my birthday, I saw my name was written there and circled in red.  There were also some words written under the line: “DON’T forget it!”  I suddenly remembered all those Chinese knots lying quietly under my desk, and the love that was woven into the knots by grandma.  The words on the page blurred as tears streamed down my face.  

At that moment, I realized that I would never be able to return her love now.  No regret, anger, despair would bring her back, and all I have to cherish are the Chinese knots that are left lying under the dust in my desk.    
