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I Love the Little Vegetable Garden of My Grandpa

Dear teachers and fellow students: hello! I am Zhao Xiaoman from Class 2, Grade
3. The title of my speech is: I Love the Little Vegetable Garden of My Grandpa.

If you ask me where the most wonderful place in my heart is, it is not the
amusement park, not the bookshop, but the little vegetable garden behind my grandpa

house. It covers only half a mu, yet in my eyes it is bigger than any park.

The garden has colors for all four seasons. In spring, chives push out of the
soil, clump by clump, green as if just washed. Summer is the liveliest season: on the
tomato trellis hang little red lanterns one by one, the cucumber flowers shine
yellow, and bees hum inside them. In autumn, chili peppers turn red in strings, and
eggplants shine purple. In winter the field rests, wheat seedlings spread a layer of

green, waiting for snow to tuck in their quilt.

The best thing in the garden is working alongside my grandpa. He hoes the ground,

and my job is picking up weed roots; a whole morning fills a small pile. When he
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builds the tomato trellis, I stand by handing him the rope and biting it tight, my
teeth going sore. The happiest moment is picking cucumbers. My grandpa says the ones
still wearing a flower are the most tender, the little prickles on top sting the
hand, and a rinse is all they need before eating. I choose under the trellis, and
when I pick one I 1ift it over my head and shout: Grandpa, look! He looks up and

smiles, the wrinkles on his face squeezing together like the shell of a dried walnut.

I catch worms too. Cabbage worms sit on the undersides of leaves, green, playing
dead. I carry them to the foot of the wall; my hand itches a little, my heart is a
little afraid, but I kept catching all afternoon. My grandpa says the worms in the
garden are under my command, and I am the guard of the garden. Since then, I walk

into the garden with my back straight.

You ask me why I love the little garden. I have said the cucumbers there are
sweet, the tomatoes sandy inside, and one bite tastes like the sun. But I think what
I truly love is the bent back of my grandpa, the warmth in his palm when he hands me
a cucumber, and the fact that every seedling remembers my footsteps. The garden is

small, yet it holds all my happiness.

Fellow students, if you also have such a plot of land and such a grandpa,

remember to go back and visit often. That ends my speech. Thank you, everyone!
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