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Peach Blossom Valley with Grandmother

March twenty—third, Sunday, cloudy then sunny.

Before it was light outside, I heard sounds from the kitchen. Grandmother had
gotten up early to steam a pot of flower rolls, saying she would take them into the
valley to eat. Father drove us to Peach Blossom Valley in the suburbs, a little over
an hour by car. Grandmother carried a bamboo basket with flower rolls, pickles, and a
thermos of hot porridge. I brought my notebook, planning to copy a few sentences
about peach blossoms from our textbook. Sister wore her new dress with the big

collar.

The mountain path into the valley was lined with peach trees on both sides,
branch against branch, pink clouds hanging overhead. Walking in, I found the ground

covered with a layer of fallen petals, soft under my feet. Peach blossoms are pink
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outside and pale inside, with thin red stamens in the middle. The buds at the branch

tips are deep pink, closed tight like little knots.

Grandmother walked in front and suddenly stopped to tell us that when she was a
girl she had come into this valley with her own mother to pick peach blossoms, and
the valley had looked just like this then too. She pointed at a tree hanging with
small green fruits and said the early flowers had already begun to set fruit, and by
May the fruits would grow big. Father said Grandmother remembered better than any

tour guide.

I wanted to break off a branch of peach blossoms to put in a bottle at home, but
Grandmother held me back. She said flowers are prettiest on the tree; once picked
they wilt in half a day, and if everyone broke one branch, the valley would be
worthless next year. My face went hot and I lowered my hand. Grandmother picked the

softest flower roll from the basket and handed it to me, and I said thank you.

We ate under a big peach tree. The flower rolls were still hot, and the porridge
was fragrant. When the wind blew, petals landed on the rim of our bowls. Sister
caught one and tucked it behind her ear, asking whether she looked pretty. Everyone
said she did.

On the way down the mountain and home, I picked up many whole fallen flowers and
pressed them between the pages of my notebook as bookmarks. Grandmother walked ahead
while Father told her about my midterm exams, and she kept saying, not bad, not bad.
When I looked back, the whole valley of peach blossoms was wrapped in the evening

mist, the pink slowly turning gray.

Grandmother said that next year when the flowers open, they will come again. I
wrote this sentence in my diary. I want to come every year, and I want Grandmother to

come every year.
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