


In the field letween Mamere's Little house

and my parents' homeplace, there was a

ancient trees, planted lefore our memoiies
began; twisted and bent by the years, crusito
of dichen and tufts of moso clung to its
cragqy trunk.

ened to crack




.

meL a A’Jvt oweet. Mot a

sdngle one were shaped like a peach from
the grocery otore, Lord no. These peaches
own wild curwes and dips withaut
convention.,







with juice, we'd head back
our bowl not-quite as full as it could




N ot G “ah PA T
we'd pick those 4maLL s0ft peachz4 and eat one
for every one we'd save. Ve had to avoid the
tiny green worms that made their homes in the

fdesh pickin¢ each one out ca&eﬁuitg




eqq yodks. ﬂzt chu/med ﬂo/L /wu/w in the
odd blue ice cream maker while we added
2ock oaldt and chipos of ice to the lbucket.
le ate it on the porch 4in the noon sun,
4 he concrete cood under our bare degas.,




B ut one ounmer, that odd peach

struck by Lightning in q thunderstorn and

all but one of its gnarled branches feld

to the ground, 94 was a sorny sight, pitifud
| to dlook at, Lut it L produced a Lew

peaches on that tinal Limt, My brother and 7

du/tc,ﬁw{/(,g/u,cke,d»them until it died an.

our father cut it dow 40 a otump,




The bdue plastic bucket of the dice cream
maker cracked in two and Mitcham's Peach g
Orchard down the road couldn't grow peaches
anymore either once the earth gqrew too hot.
lie never made peach ice cream agadin.
Tha/t was the end of that.
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