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Grandpa Orchard Opened Its Gate

On the second day of summer vacation, my father took me back to the countryside
on his motorbike. Before the engine stopped, Grandpa was already standing at the
gate, smiling, with the little door to his grape orchard open behind him, as if it

had been waiting for me all along.

The orchard was not large. Three dozen vines were trained in two rows on low
trellises, low enough to touch with a raised hand. When you entered, the first thing
to look at was not the path but the sky above. Clusters hung from the trellis: purple
ones like words kept all winter, finally ready to be spoken; pale green ones still
hard, dozing against the leaves. Sunlight leaked through the gaps in the leaves and
fell in patches on the ground. When the wind blew, the patches shifted, like someone

counting the fruit.

Grandpa handed me the scissors. Rest the cluster in your left palm, he said, cut

close to the stem, and do not loosen your hand. If the hand loosens, the cluster
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scatters, and the berries will cry. My first cut trembled; it took two snips to get
through. The cluster was purple almost to black, its bloom intact, as if dusted with
thin frost. Grandpa took it, held it up to the light, and announced that this one
would be kept for seed stock, for next year grafting. My heart tightened, and I

hurried to cut a second, hoping for one worthy of standing beside it.

By the fifth or sixth cluster I sat down on the stone bench under the trellis to
rest. A single grape, ripe and shining, had fallen into a crack in the brick. I
picked it up, rubbed it on my sleeve, and put it in my mouth. The skin burst at the
first bite, the juice sweet and cold, running down between my fingers. Eyes closed in
delight, I heard Grandpa call from the far end of the rows: Sneaking snacks without
inviting me. My face went red, and I carried the half cluster over to him. He tasted
one, eyes narrowing, and said this row was the sweetest of the year, saved just for

you.

The day we left, I carried the first cluster home on a bed of newspaper, propped
on the seat beside the window, afraid to lean back and crush it. I placed it on the
windowsill at home, and no one was allowed to touch it. My mother laughed at me for
treating grapes like a trophy. It is a trophy, [ said, issued to me by Grandpa

orchard.

Ever since, whenever I pass a fruit stall, I cannot help checking whether the
stems of the grapes are cut neatly. When they are, I remember the moment of Grandpa
scissors close to the stem, and his words: do not loosen your hand, or the cluster

scatters. I think he was not only talking about grapes.
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