ZNEER T E

W2 btaH—RRERN, i EIRATAT R K W T AN EZ T TR T EAME,
Rl —Be—B, BZANTH RN € FRRENRARIR, 75, B, shEbIR B
DORII3E . HAT B TROOKR, M7 T4, M r ek, Wles, A4a AEw . FEA,
IR R BAIHK B L2

T2 T H 7 SRR TR, 9 ORI R AORBURES 7, B iR B, Al
S R, BRI EER T AR . BATE I, RSN R A 1 O 73 P A -
BRI AT, WEHI B SORER EARZRIE— 8, kD RZLIPs ok, 2.
il 7o BIACHE b, BRI SRl — iR, BRI ISEIZ, AVFIR. JRAEM Mk, BRI
VAN S i R N R YT TS TR ity e

kB O BRI g iliAl P HI S, B RWR, A MRS P94 B, g X A 2
Mk, BT HENT . WEEWE H 7, FORKFHOK, BRI, Miemal bk,
PO MG LLER R M o S5 Al Bz )2 AR, BERUUICEM 1 B s, ASZIME A, i
EAORRERL, i Z T, ARG, fEflddE. KEREN, WEJLSEE, %
NG BRI, Wi A 55305, AN UUX GG T 2 AR

WA R T W VIR, B AR RS, R R . ]
i LML ASZRACRE o 3R BLAOAT FAEM b, EISRE s AERR T b, BSORER EE R
N, EREEW AR BTN, R, ZRIAAE, JOEBRANIR T, iy RGE T HAE
Bk, e RBJE IR HEICIIAT DT, BT AT . B ER IR 7L SIS, B -,
IR WIEFBAVER ), BN T

The 0l1d Persimmon Tree Heavy with Frost

Behind the old family yard in my hometown stands an old persimmon tree, said to
be older than my grandfather. Its trunk is so thick two children holding hands cannot
circle it, and its bark splits into pieces like the tendons on the hand of an old
man. Most of the year it is unremarkable, leaves thick, color dark, standing behind
the yard like a silent elder. Only at the end of autumn, when the leaves have all
fallen and every persimmon hangs out, red all over the tree, does anyone remember it.

Villagers say that tree stands watch over our old house.

Picking days come around the Frost Descent. Frost falls the night before, and at
dawn my father carries the ladder out, leans it on the tree, and climbs rung by rung,
his feet avoiding the thin branches. We pass baskets up under the tree, and my mother
sorts the picked fruit into two piles by softness: the soft ones stay for the season,
the hard ones get peeled and dried into cakes. My father pauses now and then up there

and drops down the reddest one, the one for me. The fruit lands in the fold of my
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clothes; a soft one bruises a little skin, and my mother says the bruised ones get
eaten first, no keeping. I stand under the tree with my head back, watching the
melted frost drip from the cuffs of my father, a picture I have kept for nearly
thirty years.

Drying persimmon cakes belongs to my mother. The hard fruit gets peeled with one
thin skin left, then hung one by one on a rope under the eaves, the rope running from
one end to the other like a row of small lanterns. Drying takes its full days: the
sun takes the water by day, the frost presses again by night, the skins slowly
wrinkle, the color stewing from orange red to deep brown. When a white frost blooms
on the cakes, my mother says that is sugar made by the fruit itself, not dust from
outside. She packs the cakes into a jar with a layer of dry leaves and sets it under
the windowsill, enough to eat past the new year. When guests come she plates a few,
they bite and say sweet, and she stands beside smiling, never mentioning how many

clear days that jar cost her.

In city supermarkets I have seen every fruit, cherries, avocados, persimmons
packed neatly one by one in plastic boxes. But the persimmon in my mouth is not that
one. The persimmon in my mouth is on the tree, to be looked up at; on the ladder, for
my father to climb; under the eaves, for my mother to dry through a whole winter. The
year before last I went back and the old house had been renovated, the old tree still
there, only nobody climbs it now, the fruit ripe and hanging, fallen all over the
ground. A neighbor says who dries persimmon cakes anymore, the supermarket has them.
I picked up a few unspoiled ones under the tree, wiped them, bit in, and it was still
that taste. The tree still stands watch over the old house; only the watchers change,

one after another.
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The White Frost on Persimmon Cakes Is Made by Time

Grandmother had a saying I still keep: persimmons must wait for frost. She said
the fruit knew the seasons. If frost had not fallen, one bite would pucker your
mouth; after frost, the astringence left on its own. As a child I did not believe
her. I pinched a soft persimmon from the pile brought down from the old tree and

puckered my tongue. She did not laugh, only said wait, wait a little longer.

Drying persimmons in my hometown had its rules. They were picked from the day of
Frost Descent, piled in the corner of the main room for two days, then the firm and
unbroken ones were peeled. She peeled with a small knife, turning as she cut, so the
skin came off in one unbroken strip. The peeled fruit went onto hemp rope, a dozen to
a line, hung on racks in the drying yard. For the first days they were turned every
day so the shaded side saw the sun. Beside the yard stood the old persimmon tree, its
leaves gone, the last few fruits red on the top branches. Grandmother left those for
the birds.

After some twenty days the white frost appeared. She packed the cakes into a jar,
a layer of fruit, a layer of dry leaves, then took them out to the wind until the
frost grew thick. On such days she was happiest. She held one up and said this was no
mold, it was sugar made by the fruit itself, sugar tied by time. I did not know how
time could make sugar, but the frost tasted sweet in a way nothing else did, cool at

first, then slowly sweet.

I left home years ago. In the city I have seen persimmon cakes in fine boxes,
printed with origin and grade, yet none wore so thick a frost. One winter my mother
sent me a jar. I opened it and the frost was white as snow. Holding one up, I thought
of the drying yard, the hemp rope, the red fruits left for the birds. Grandmother has
been gone six years, and the yard is gone too. But every winter, peeling a persimmon

cake, I know her in that white layer. Her words were true: time does make sugar,
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layer by layer, on the tongue of those who can recognize it.
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The Frost of My Hometown Lies in a Cardboard Box in the
City

The courier called while I was working late. The box came back heavy, taped four
times round, with the name of a neighbor from my old village on the label. Inside
were twenty jin of persimmon cakes, each in its own food bag, and pressed at the
bottom a cut branch with a few dried leaves still green. I knew those leaves. They
came from the old persimmon tree at the east end of our village, well over a hundred

years old, the tree under which I played with mud as a child.

That night I called. My neighbor said the frost date fell right this year, and
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the village organized a joint picking on Frost Descent. Fruit from the old tree went
to the collective; each family picked from its own trees. He and his wife were up
before five, he passing down baskets, she catching them below, each basket weighed at
the roadside. The fruit was sweated two days, then peeled, strung on rope, and dried
in their own yard. The rules had not changed, he said. The elders still set the days

for turning the cakes and packing the jars.

This is my eighth year in the city. Supermarkets here sell persimmon cakes in
climate-controlled cases, perfectly shaped, politely sweet. The batch in my box is
different. The cakes are uneven, some still showing ridges left by the peeling knife,
their white frost thick enough to stick to a fingertip. I bit into one. The frost
came cool first, then the soft center slowly ran out, a sweetness that carried the
season in it, the cold breath on the ladder at dawn on Frost Descent, the hands that

turned the cakes day after day in the drying yard.

I planted the leafy branch in an empty pot on the balcony, watered it nothing,
hoping for nothing, just letting it stand. A coworker asked what it was. I said it
was from the persimmon tree in our village, the one the whole village looked up at on
Frost Descent. He did not understand, and I did not explain more. When a person
leaves home, he needs some solid thing to recognize the seasons by. A box of
persimmon cakes and a dry branch are how I spend Frost Descent in the city. When I

cannot go back, home comes with the fruit, frost layer by frost layer, into my mouth.
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