SERWER/N L EFH

CERW_ERshE) Bt HR5Em, B i BIR, BT e LER . &
EAS, HRRTE ARG, AR A R, RS . el AN E R LS, AT
Ko SNETEORM ISR L, W RO AR ik, Mkt 1 b, - bmidg ik
OB LESNZETTMRANE RN IR Bk 2K BLAAMESE, 5856 AT AR OE, IR 243 S X PR
W, ST,

A5 LGSR (R I S AR e R, SRR OKR, 2l ARAE A B ARG . AR
WL, ARl R IR I —— b BT Ah 2, [RaAT, AR, BINERAT . BB
N7 —BRE SR, BRI e, BORETIIAR 7 3ONAE, BN DIRAES
R, RERIGFML, AMERHERS AR Tk FL A, WA, N T, st S 3t R Jn
KRINEANLET s R B b 2 4 Il

Ol JERAEAR SR ZONIR T RN Ah e, T, B A oh 7 be, 1R8] N A L E SR
B, WAEMT R . PR AU BHACAE 2 B ERIER AN, A
SN, TR L IEAT S A, DUR Roiiia . Bk 2 LA EHEROR, Wik
TP SERTBOR AL, Pk T — A K, e 7 — R, BARM B SRS EAE, e XA
ke FERAMBIZA T T, WA T A IRIE .

DUE BRI /XSRS RN, B B D . AR SR, Al g sbifE 8L, B Bac 4 g3k |
FIPBAF o AR, By, BEU, A& DA, BAANSERL K
J R . Ffi . BOREEIR, ANV, BERER, B DR, DR e SN
R, sk HEESEK.

The Apple Tree Waits, and the Heart Grows Sweet

I finished Grandma on the Apple Tree in one sitting: into bed at nine, nightlight
on, last chapters done by half past eleven. When I closed the book, what stayed
before my eyes was not the pirate ship or the cowboy ring but the apple tree. After
Andy’ s grandma died, one day she appeared, of all places, in his apple tree, jumping
down through the branches, her skirt hem catching on the leaves, landing and pulling
Andy off to do all the things grown—ups never let grandmothers do. I laughed reading
it, and the laugh turned into something close to tears, because Andy had waited for

that tree for years.

The book always writes the tree quietly. Wind in the leaves, apples falling, Andy
sitting in the fork of a branch thinking his thoughts. The grandma appears in the
tree at Andy’ s loneliest hour: he has no grandma, the boy at the next desk does, the
neighbors do, everyone else does. I suddenly remembered the old apple tree at the
gate of our compound, white flowers all over it in spring, small hard fruit in autumn
that nobody picked. When I was little at my grandmother’ s house, every evening she

stood under the tree in the yard and called my pet name; if I answered to the second
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call, she turned and went in to bring out dinner. Then she was gone, and I have not

seen that tree for years.

Later Andy meets a real old grandmother next door, helps her with her chores,
plays with her grandsons, and slowly understands that a grandmother lives not only in
imagination but within reach of a hand. I remember clearly the part where they divide
apples: Andy leaves the biggest one for someone else and takes a small one himself:
his hand hesitates going out, and after it goes out he feels light. There I recalled
last autumn: Mom bought two jin of apples and set them in the bowl; I picked the
biggest, bit into it, it was sweet, and out of nowhere I thought, if Grandma were
here I would hand this one to her. The apple could not be eaten after that; the

sweetness had turned into another taste.

Now when I pass the apple tree at our gate I slow my steps. The tree does not
know me, yet it stands there keeping the voice that called me home. Andy has his
apple tree; I have mine. The book says that when you miss someone, that person grows
into a tree inside you. I believe it. In autumn it fruits, small and hard; pick one,
wipe it, take a bite, and the heart goes sweet for a moment. Grandma’ s apples, it

turns out, were kept all along, waiting for me.
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