FREEHITER

FEIEPTIN o EROZAFRIFRA) I, SRAEDIYIA, AP K i .

THIK, RINEEWWE S FTEVY. SRR AEE TR B Sk, S dk b
k=AW R, B M BRI PR g RORH, RAEK BB T — B, B,
WiEd BZEMAIN: S FSLR D18, BRI, BOEERER, B R MIBOREL, oK
HAEE Y, B P T AR, BRI RO, XA, ERUKBRGEE R, W
e

Pygye TR B b, Sl ] o i P)RER A AA—FF, Sefe NI ETF— ANl 5 1, R 46w
dio wif 4, —BAUTE UK, BURNER R, Bl RISRE ILIESE, YUt b e, .
WA AR, SN RST8] J1, AWK T8 i, AR 17— Kh, [HE
S 3

TN ABLER T B 0B R, Jelie— I, SR LRI — 11, SREL22 0, Rk
FR-EAEFRTI, SURDN, —R BRI, A%, BT UL L. 550
b, MR T (. RO T, R E SR 2 i, (e,
1, KA, JmhE, SR, UK RIERN, ARG,

JEORBATTLEBEHERESTAT I BERAR (RS fr . BOEREPURL, b 7 =0 0T, Bt sh iR
Tt o MSE I RBACLERF, AT L — R R

fJa MR, R a3, BIEEMMPTIXSOER L, JERE, &R, TTHIE
TMEAE NUR, REEN, KB R 5285

NIRRT, A HICAEN KA SE IR BT IRR, FIEIHFEFH T LR, 5
RAES N L UK T DDA RPN, AR BT ISR . BB 22 19 A2 R, 8 1 it )
K, AR R TR IR T .

The Melon Chilled in Well Water

I love watermelon. The most glorious time I ever ate one was at Grandma’ s

village home, a melon that had been bathed in well water.

At the end of July I went back to the countryside with Mother and Father to visit
Grandma. At noon the heat made even the dog lie in the gateway with its tongue out.
Grandma lifted a net bag up from the well, and inside was the watermelon she had
lowered into the well that morning. She said the weather was too hot, so the melon
had taken a bath in well water all morning, just right to eat now. I went close to
look at it. It was a ring smaller than the ones we buy at home, round and smooth, its
rind pale green with wavy dark stripes. Chilled by the well water, it felt cool to
the touch, and its beads of water were alive, rolling one by one down my palm, not

like anything from a fridge.
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Grandma set the melon on the chopping board and took up the knife. She cut it
differently from anyone else, first opening a round lid on the top, like lifting the
lid of a pot. When the 1lid came off, a cool breath rose out, showing red flesh and
black seeds. The flesh had a few cracks in the middle. Grandma said this is sandy
flesh, the sweet kind. She put the 1lid back, then cut the whole melon into wedges,
stroke after stroke, juice running down the back of the knife, the board wet all

over, the air clear and sweet.

We sat under the old locust tree in the yard to eat. I lifted a wedge and bit
first at the very center, the sweetest point. It was cool and thin like water, and
the sweetness walked from my tongue tip all the way down my throat. The flesh was
sandy, grain by grain melting in my mouth. The seeds were few, a few glossy black
ones lined up at the edge. Grandfather ate fast, and one wedge turned white in a
flash. I copied him, gnawing the red flesh down to only a white rim, then took a bite
of the white rim too. Bitter, not good. I spat it out, and Grandfather roared with

laughter, saying melon rind is a fine thing, good stir—fried.

Later we had a contest: whoever could spit seeds into the chicken feed bowl by
the wall. I spat four and hit three. Grandma clapped and said her grandson has sharp

eyes. The chickens really came over to peck those seeds, their heads bobbing.

The last wedge, Grandma saved for me. I held it and walked slowly from one end of
the shade to the other, unwilling to finish. Melon juice ran down my wrist, sticky

and sparkling in the sun.

At nap time I dreamed I was still gnawing a wedge that could never be finished.
On the day we left, I looked at the well many times. Since then I have eaten iced
watermelon and cut melon boxes in the city, none with that taste. I know what was
missing was not the melon. It was that cool well water, and the cut Grandma made when
she lifted the top of the melon like the lid of a pot.
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