The Moon; Forever a Reminder
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Silver dust seemed to ride along the gentle breeze as trees rustled softly, as if from some far-away place.  I took in a long breath, allowing my eyes to drink in the pure beauty that was looming and enchanting me from above.  I closed my eyes to rest them before opening them to once again stare at the jewel in the night sky.  Yes indeed, tonight was the night; the night this glowing beauty shown its brightest and brought men to their knees humble-heartedly at her magnificence; yes, it was the night of the Chinese Moon Festival.

The night of August 15 was one filled with delight and splendor, as Mother Nature would reveal to us the treasures she held.  My family doesn’t usually do too much on this special date.  At the most, we look at the moon a bit and eat some moon cake, but that’s about it.  It is as if the Chinese culture is slowly being stripped away from us: year after year, our traditions become more lenient as we become more adapted to the United States.  This is understandable; especially because my family has lived here for so long, but will we let our Chinese customs completely slip away from us?  Never.  This year, Moon Festival was different from all the other years; this year I truly reflected about the importance of holding on to my background, just as the moon reflects its light on us all.

I sat with my mom outside on the porch, with a small delicate moon cake carefully wrapped in my hand.  My mother whispered softy, telling me how beautiful the moon was; though her words could not begin to describe the magnificence from above.  I looked up, eyes squinting at the brilliance and gasped.  Busy with schoolwork and the bustling of each day, I had not truly taken the time to enjoy life’s pleasures, and for once after a long time, I was able to reflect.  The moon looked like an ivory sphere, glowing and burning a hole in the licorice-black sky.  Gray specks were carefully sprinkled across the face of the moon, and I gently tilted my head trying to find a picture hidden within.  I wrinkled my nose finding nothing as my mother chuckled.  “You know, there is a story,” she began, “a story that is told by Chinese.” She continued softly, telling me about the moon lady drifting on to the moon and how a rabbit was sent to keep her company.  When my mother finished telling the story that many Chinese children probably also heard that night, I sighed and sat back, thinking about the customs I had nonchalantly ignored in the past.  Taking a small bite of my treasured moon cake and melting it in my mouth, I promised myself that I would forever keep the Chinese custom with me.

That night, that beautiful August 15th day, I had vowed to myself, to the moon, to my parents, and to all my ancestors before me that I would keep the traditions, the cultures, the stories, and the beautiful moon in my heart.  No longer would it stay in the back of my closet, wrinkled and dusty; for it would now be proudly shown through my actions and opinions.  I am a Chinese-American, and forever I will be.  As the last piece of moon, whispered my promise, held onto my heart, and vowed I would see her looming magnificence again on another beautiful August 15th night. 
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