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A Single Cup of Tea

8:00 am, Friday, July 3rd, 1964.
         Two empty cups of tea, resting on the thinly embroidered table spread, 
         engulfed in a stream of sunlight. A faint aroma of freshly cut roses was lingering
         amongst the room. Unbeknownst to me, it wasn’t just a scent, it was a memory. 
 
Death is an inevitable concept within the circle of life. 
Throughout my childhood, never once did this notion of mortality occur within my mind. I was living with the idea that my grandparents would be a constant presence in my life. 
 
It was a Friday when my mum gathered my brother and I to visit my grandparents for a couple of days. It was a weekly practice to visit them every Sunday for a quick cup of tea and fried chips. In the past 2 years everything has changed. The Covid-19 pandemic arose, the strain of high school approached, and with that, life was forever altered. 

After receiving an alarming call from my grandmother, we rushed to their house. My mum ran out of the car, hanging alongside the stretcher my grandfather was latched to. The final words he uttered to my mum were, “Make sure Mum and the kids eat, take care of them now”, before he was ushered into the back of the ambulance, where they stated he was suffering a cardiac arrest. 

That day, my grandmother didn’t eat. I spoke incessantly in an attempt to dispel her fear, but nothing changed. We were notified by the hospital that an angiogram and stent insertion was agreed upon and scheduled to be done immediately. 
Nerves, anticipation, and distress all consumed our minds. 
Our hearts swelled with relief following the news that the surgery was a success. That evening, my mother took him a home cooked dinner and a slice of freshly baked cake made by my grandmother. Despite his condition, he was in good spirits, even asking about Australia's performance in the Cricket World Cup.
That night as I laid beside my grandmother, taking up the spot where my grandfather usually rests, a recurring thought occupied my mind. How lucky am I to have never experienced the death of a loved one and will I ever? The concept of a person living on Earth one day and entirely leaving the next always baffled me, leaving me so bewildered that I couldn’t even comprehend that possibility. 
 
The following day, we received the tragic news. It was unfathomable, yet there I was experiencing the moment that I did not dread, but always denied. 
 
 
At the funeral, the spokesman called my name to the podium. Never had I experienced such invigorating tension coursing through me. I lifted myself from the seat and approached the wooden stand, as my fingers were struggling to grip my page of notes. Hundreds of people stood before me, patiently awaiting my words. Yet, it was as if my mouth was constrained. Pure silence. 
I caught sight of my grandmother’s eyes and vividly saw the translucent light reflecting off  her tears. With my masked smile, I began to recite my speech, word by word, sentence by sentence. 
Delivering my memorial, my vision blurred as my suppressed emotions clouded my sight. I couldn’t suppress it, drops of saltwater dripped and diffused into my paper. It was then, when I stood behind that podium, my legs and hands quivering, that I was immersed in the bleak reality of death and its magnitude. 

Guilt, regret and agony were at the timeless centre of my thoughts. 

As I walked back from the underground crematorium, holding my grandma, as her legs were growing weaker, we heard an unfamiliar call. Upon meeting the rest of my family, we witnessed a peculiar looking bird gliding above the garden bed, only to vanish moments later. My grandma slowly released her clenched palm from mine and a faint smile graced her face.  My cousin identified the rare species to be a Grey Heron. We researched what this rare but alluring specimen symbolised in Hinduism, the religion my grandfather lived by. 
	 
	 

	 
	“In Hinduism, the Heron is associated with the Goddess Saraswati, who represents wisdom. Furthermore, it is seen as an example of living a life that is aligned with dharma, righteous behaviour, as it follows a natural and balanced path in its pursuit of food”. (Featherstone, 2023)
 


At that moment, I felt a presence of people long departed, and a whisper of my grandfather’s soul. I typically did not invest much belief in signs or symbols, but this -, this really meant something to me. I knew he sent the heron to comfort my family that all was well and in his wisdom we would all be okay. 

And there I stood, accepting the unchangeable nature of the past and the uncertainty of the future.


Grandpa was a good soul. He was strong-willed and fierce, but for all the right reasons. For the past 89 years, he had served others but never spoke of it, never seeking anything in return. He undeniably left his mark on our family. I can still feel today the significance of his legacy resting on me, wanting me to uphold his memory, continuing his righteous way of life.
 
I now reminisce the few moments I shared with my grandfather during his final days, and I find myself perplexed. Every question, every thought he shared with me was responded to with a simple nod or shrug. That was it. 
 
“Sometimes, you will never know the value of something, until it becomes a memory.”- Dr Seuss. 

A quote many are aware of, one that I never pondered upon, let alone accepted. Until now. 
 
It is an odd phenomenon, death. It really makes you wonder, why is it that they left, that very day? Life works in enigmatic ways, that can take days, months or even years to comprehend the meaning behind it. To this day, regret consumes me, through my ignorance when in his presence. Yet, I have unconsciously learnt to immerse myself within my remorse. 

For the past 2 years, I held onto the agonising pain of his departure. Nonetheless, as the grief began to fade over the years, these feelings were replaced with emptiness. Descending into a pit of depression, I continue to feed these feelings of guilt every day, as though this feeling of hollowness is my own confounding way of grasping onto his memory. 

 
2:00 am, Sunday, July 3rd, 2022 
         One single teacup, yearning for the presence of another. 
         There it remained untouched, echoing the isolation within.
         No more, no less, just one. 
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