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PERSIMMON WEATHER 

Grandpa Cloud used to say some days were fraught. That they bore more than 

we might know at the time. He said we would remember them for how they felt and for 

what came after. How one thing makes way for another. 

 On the morning of first frost, Grandpa Cloud told Sweet Violet and me to walk 

out past the hedgerow to Brinegar’s Field and find the persimmon tree that grew at its 

edge. Find it and bring him a persimmon. We’d know it when we saw it, he said. “The 

fruit blushes.” 

 Sweatered up, we hiked to the field and did as he said. Sweet Violet said the 

persimmons looked like ornaments hanging on the smooth branches. I said the shingled 

bark looked like alligator skin, which it does. I stirruped Sweet Violet up to where she 

could grab a limb and throw her leg over. She scooched to where she could pick ripe 

fruit and did. “Hey Mattie,” she said, making like she was going to fling a squisher down 

from her height. “Don’t,” I replied and she didn’t. She handed the soft persimmon down 

to me as if it were a delicate egg and I wrapped it up in my handkerchief, toting it back 

to the Meecham house as if that’s just what it was. 

 Grandpa Cloud opened both hands, cupping them together, to receive what he’d 

asked us to bring him. He placed my parcel on the oak table in the kitchen and 

unwrapped it. Raising it up, he offered a toast to heaven--an oblation is what it 

resembled I would learn later. “God’s pear,” he said. With a paring knife he did his work, 

slicing into the fruit and removing the seeds which he arranged on a plain cloth napkin. 



He took the five seeds, one after the other, moistened them in his mouth, and then 

wiped away the pulp which had attached to them. He made the seeds clean, polishing 

them with another napkin. As if starting again, he picked up a seed and held it between 

his thumb and forefinger, bringing it once more into his mouth.  

 He was careful not to chew, but used his teeth to bring gentle, steady pressure 

on the seed until it began to open, to crack around its rim. At this point, he removed it 

and set it on the cloth, a process which he repeated for each of the seeds. By hand, he 

probed the openings as the seeds split in two, revealing the kernel nesting inside. As 

everyone in Snow Drop already knew, Grandpa Cloud would see in these kernels one of 

three shapes: a fork that forecasted a mild winter; a spoon that meant one would shovel 

snow; or a knife, that signaled the coming of ice and cold, slashing winds that would cut 

to the bone. 

 Lined up like reels of a slot machine, the seeds unveiled five knives. Bitter 

weather. Sweet Violet and I looked at Grandpa Cloud as he walked to the calendar that 

hung on the wall and circled in pen the last week in December. You would have been 

wrong, as we were, to think he was predicting a winter storm after Christmas. Near 

midnight on December 30, Grandpa Cloud felt a stab in his heart, shivered, and died.  

 Before the burial service in the Meecham cemetery, Grandma took Sweet Violet 

and me to peer into the empty grave. Grandma said, “That’s where Grandpa Cloud will 

sleep until Judgment Day.” Sweet Violet answered, “He won’t be there. Just bones.” I 

added, “Not sleeping.” 
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