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The Honey Peach at Grandma’ s House: A 400-Word Model

Composition and Where Its Juiciness Hides

First read a fourth grader’s composition titled The Honey Peach at Grandma’s
House, about four hundred characters long in its original Chinese. After reading it,

we will look at where the juiciness of this composition hides.

Every year in late July, Mom and Dad take me to Grandma' s house in the
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countryside. Grandma’ s house has a small peach orchard with eight peach trees, and
the one closest to the fence is the shortest, so all the peaches I can reach come

from that tree.

On the morning we arrived, Grandma handed me an enamel basin and said, let us go
pick peaches. The peach trees in the orchard are taller than me, and the peaches hang
among the leaves, half hidden and half in plain sight. I stood on tiptoe and still
could not reach, so Grandpa lifted me up. My hand closed around a peach, and the fuzz
on its skin tickled my palm. Grandpa said, do not pull it, twist it. I twisted, and

the peach came off in my hand, and one drop of juice ran down my wrist.

When the basin was full of peaches, Grandma carried them to the well and drew a
bucket of well water to soak them. The peaches rolled around in the cold water, and I
kept poking them one by one with my finger. Grandma swatted my hand away: leave them

alone, let them soak a little longer.

I picked out the whitest peach and took a bite. The skin and the flesh broke open
together, and the juice ran down my hand and dripped between my fingers. The peach
was so sweet that my teeth felt stuck together, and I kept my mouth open so I would
not bite my tongue. In every peach, the part closest to the pit is the sweetest, and

I always save that last bite for the end.

On the day we left, Grandma packed a whole basket of peaches into the car, with
leaves still on them. When I got home and ate those peaches, they did not seem as
sweet as the ones on Grandma's trees. I asked Mom, and Mom said, because the ones on
the tree were picked in the morning, and these were bounced around in a car for half

a day.

This composition never says the peach is so sweet or I love it so much, yet all

the juiciness is inside it.

The juice is first on the hand: the fuzz tickling the palm, the drop running down
the wrist, the juice dripping between the fingers. The peach is not described
directly; the hand describes it instead. This is the smartest way to write about a

peach: do not write the word sweet, write where the sweet thing ran to.

The juice is also inside the word twist. Grandpa says do not pull it, twist it.
Picking a peach has its own technique, and only people who have actually picked

peaches know this verb. A composition that contains one real technique stands up.

The juice is even more inside that last bite near the pit. Saving the sweetest

bite for the end is a child s own habit, and no adult would think to write it.

And then the final paragraph: the peaches at home are not as sweet as the ones at

Grandma’ s house, and Mom’ s one line about peaches picked in the morning closes the
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whole composition. The composition never says I love Grandma s peach orchard, but the

reader hears it.

Let children borrow the skeleton of this composition: how many peach trees at
Grandma’ s house, how I reached one peach, how the peaches were washed, what my bite
was like, and why the peaches at home taste less sweet. Walk these five steps and a

four hundred word composition fills itself up without any adult help.
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