Objects We Keep: Grandma’s Hummel
When we were little, we would visit our
Grandma’s apartment, it was a pretty
simple situation, a one-bedroom, onebathroom,

one-person

home.

My

grandma didn’t have much, I see that
now. But as a child, I felt my grandma
was one of the happiest persons I knew
and growing up I could see there wasn’t
always a correlation between having
things and having happiness. There was
a pureness about her love and affection for her grandkids. I felt wanted by her at her place
and I felt wanted by her when she was at our place. Kids know where they are wanted even
better than adults can figure this out. I think she had the same affection for life. She had a
particular spark of life.

One of the few things she owned was three Hummel figurines; two girl Hummel’s and a boy
Hummel just like the kids in our family, two girls and a boy. There was a girl standing, a little
boy figurine whistling and the third one a smaller girl feeding baby chicks. My mom told us someday each of the three of you kids (meaning my mom’s children as there were no other
grandkids) will each own one of grandma’s Hummel’s. When you’re grown, when you know
how to take care of such a valuable item. It hadn’t occurred to me that what mom might have
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meant was when grandma is no longer with us, then you will each own one which is how it
turned out.

Now all these years and many moves later, I own one Hummel. The little girl feeding baby
chicks. The simplicity of what appears a young girl in a moment of feeding animals. The
simplicity of the figurine like how my grandma lived simply at least during the years I was
alive and aware.

My Hummel holds the memory. The memory of my grandma, her apartment and her person.
My mom and her instruction about when you’re old enough to take care of something. Now
so many years later, there she - is the figurine of a little girl on a shelf in my home. I was the
youngest and this Hummel seemed the youngest too. Looking at my Hummel, I think of my
brother and sister and I wonder where their Hummel is in their home - these little figurines
linking us together and of course, linking us to grandma and mom. She is a sweet little figure
and a warm memory that can’t be seen visibly but is felt by my heart. I know this might sound
sappy but all these years later, there are just a few objects that physically appear as
reminders of my grandma and they hold tremendous value to me.
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