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The Apricot Blossoms in Grandma’ s Yard

During the Qingming holiday break, dad drove me back to the countryside. Before
the car even stopped, [ saw the apricot tree through the window, a huge mass of
white, rising a good part above the courtyard wall, like a big cloud that had

sprouted inside the yard.

Pushing open the paint—-chipped wooden gate, the old courtyard was just as it
always was. The clay jars by the wall, the hoe leaning against it, the little path
the hens had worn in the dirt, all unchanged. Only the apricot tree had changed, its
branches packed with blossoms so thick you could not see a single twig. When the wind

blew, the ground gathered another layer of petals, as if a thin snow had just fallen.

www. vv99. net



Grandma was under the tree. She straightened her little three—legged stool and
sat at the edge of the shade to warm herself in the sun. There was sun today, she
said, time to dry out her bones. She had my old coat from last year spread over her,
hands tucked into the sleeves, eyes narrowed, head nodding little by little, as if

about to doze off but unwilling to sleep.

Grandma, I called. She opened her eyes, and her first words were, you are back,
and the flowers are at their best. When you left last year they were only buds. 1
walked under the tree and looked up. The apricot blossoms crowded together in small
clusters, their petals thin, white touched with pink, the centers a deeper red. A few
had passed their prime, petals chipped at one corner, still beautiful. One petal
drifted down into my palm. I pinched it up to show her, grandma, it fell. Let it

fall, she said. Once they are all gone, the apricots start growing.

I squatted beside her, looking at the sleeve over her knee, worn shiny at the
cuff. Her hair was completely white, whiter than the last time I visited. A petal
landed on it and lodged in one lock of hair, unnoticed by anyone, keeping itself

company. I did not brush it off. I thought it was fine right where it was.

Grandma fished a handful of roasted peanuts from her pocket and pressed them into
my hand, sure I had eaten nothing on the road. One of us shelled peanuts while the
other watched the flowers. The bees overhead were fatter than the ones in city parks.
Grandma said she planted this tree the year she married into the family, older than
my father even. I walked around the trunk, and two people holding hands could barely

encircle it.

In the afternoon the sun moved three times, and grandma’s stool moved with it
three times. She stayed under the tree the whole time. When we left, I watched the
old courtyard in the rearview mirror, the apricot tree a mass of white, grandma

sitting beneath it, small, quiet, still.

I fell asleep on the drive back to the city. In my dream I was in that courtyard
again, petals covering the ground, grandma sitting under the blossoms, as if sitting
in a place she had kept watch over for years. Next Qingming, I am coming back to see

it bloom.
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