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A Childhood Warmed by a Gentle Palm

The person dearest to me is my grandmother. It sounds simple, yet the thought
drifts into my childhood like a soft breeze, warming corners of memory I didn’ t

appreciate until much later.

Winters in my hometown were bitterly cold, the wind stinging like needles. But
the moment I pushed open my grandmother’ s wooden door, warmth would rush toward
me—steam from soup simmering over a charcoal stove—and she would turn from the
kitchen with that familiar smile. The cold outside instantly faded, replaced by her

gentle gaze.
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Her hands were rough but incredibly warm. Whenever I fell sick, she rested her
palm on my forehead, as though passing her strength to me. It wasn’ t something a hot
water bottle could replace; it seeped into the heart and made me feel safe, even if 1

couldn’ t understand why.

I remember one rainy evening especially well. I had performed poorly on an exam
and hid in the small yard, sulking. My grandmother came to me under an old umbrella,
crouched by my side, and said softly, “It’ s okay. Roads are less slippery when the

»

sky clears. Exams are the same. Her gentle voice cut through the sound of rain,

lifting the weight in my chest.

Later, when I left home for college, her phone calls always began with the same
questions: “Did you eat? Are you sleeping well?” Though repetitive, they wrapped

around my heart like invisible threads, reminding me of home.

When she fell ill one winter, I finally understood how time works. Her once-
strong hands were now thin and frail. She still smiled and said, “You’ re here, so I

»

feel warm. Those words carved themselves into my memory, revealing the quiet weight

of love.

On the day she passed away, the sky was painfully clear. Touching her framed
photo, I thought of all the streets she had walked with me hand in hand. Only then

did I realize how many moments of warmth had already become part of who I am.

Looking back now, her companionship shaped the foundation of my life. She taught
me strength and gentleness, showing me that family love doesn’ t shout—it simply

shines.
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