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The Green Apricots in May Remember March

Mid-May, grandma said on the phone, the apricots have set, green ones, come pick
them. I arrived early Saturday morning. The apricot tree in the old courtyard hung
full of tiny apricots, fuzzy, clustered along the branches in bunches. Grandma held a
bamboo pole with an iron hook tied to its end to pull down the high clusters, and I
caught them below in the hem of my shirt.

Green like this, sour, I bit into one and my whole face scrunched up. What is the
rush, grandma laughed, they ripen in June. She leaned against the trunk and sat down,
took out a handkerchief to wipe her hands, and suddenly said, when it bloomed in

March, you were not here.

I truly had not been. At the end of March dad was on a business trip, mom worked

the night shift, and I stayed in the city for a week. Grandma told me what happened:
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that morning she opened the door and found the whole tree in bloom overnight, white
touched with pink, one blossom squeezing the next, every branch hidden. On the windy
day the petals covered the ground, and she swept them toward the base of the tree

instead of away from it, saying let them go home.

She also gathered some whole petals and arranged them pinch by pinch on a plate
by the window, in a ring. She said she was getting old, and one fewer flower season
is seen each year, so she had to keep a little. When I left, that plate of petals was
still on the windowsill, faded a bit in the sun, and grandma never brought herself to

put it away.

Now she sat under the tree telling me all this, and right above her head were the
very branches that had bloomed, now hung with green apricots. It hit me all at once
that the March flowers were not lost. They fell at the roots, melted into the soil,
and came back up on these branches wearing fuzzy green coats. Grandma' s windowsill

kept a plate of them, and my memory kept a plate too.

We picked half a basin of apricots. Grandma left the biggest cluster at the top
of the tree, saying it was for the bowl offered at grandpa’ s grave. While he was
alive, he sat under this tree every March. I looked up at that cluster. It grew

exactly where the March blossoms had been, green now, yellow by June.

In the car going home, three green apricots sat in my pocket. Passing the edge of
the city, I cracked the window open and the May wind rushed in. I pictured grandma
holding the bamboo pole, remembered her line about one season fewer each year, and
suddenly sat up straight and said to dad, next March, come back a day early, I want

to see it bloom.

Dad glanced at me in the rearview mirror and said, all right. I looked down at
the three green apricots in my palm, fuzz still on them, pricking my skin. They
remember the March flowers, and so do I. This promise starts with this tree, setting

fruit year after year.
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