REFFH/DRE

W IEN . SREMFAAT: KREAF D e =g PR N . JETFAEH 2 (RESS
FIY D .

LU BRI Brfh )y, AZURY, WAREN, ZFF AN . AR
o, AIAERIRE, S LA REE K.

P AV . FR, AERMEBERHSK, — AN, BRI . R A,
VHLZLABZE b s DAL 8, s A e Al 1, S ddengg gy AT S . RO, BROBLAL T
F, MRS AR AR, LR JRE, FE R T

D AR BT, RS R A, AR, - RARER hHE. S5
FREVULLNI, FALSHLILLE 1 W4T, FNRRIRN . BOT ORI, 5450, Wi
B s, T LR/ N, vE—vemtienz . FRuS7E2R Nk, Phrb MUt A Sk T 454
& 0 RE, KRG R, BT,

PR T KM EASRE MR, gk, PUER TR IR, BACR TR AR, TR, O
A R WEEEIE T NP UG SRR TR, e i Dt MIRLUS,
Headt S [l BT A BE A L LI

PRATIR BT 22 N o Beiidid, S HL A S TUEE 1, PULOAVD B, e TR BH K RIE .
AGEAT, HIERRER, 2T EMENE T, RAa B NN T O, A PREE
RIS . SKBEAK, AT FRIAT IR

FlZAAT, AARAR AT IXRE B, (1555, WRHRIRER. RIGEDE T, WHEix!

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.
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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
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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The Garden Is a Treasure from Grandpa

Dear teachers and fellow students: hello! I am Lin Xiaoyu from Class 1, Grade 4.
Today I want to talk about my most treasured thing. For some people it is a toy, for

others a storybook. My treasured thing is the little vegetable garden of my grandpa.

During the summer vacation I went back to the countryside, and my grandpa handed
the garden over to me, saying he was the old station master and I was the new one,
and it was time to change shifts. Just like that, I became the little keeper of the

garden for one vacation.

The first job of a keeper is watering. In the evening, when the sun goes down, I
carry the watering can and sprinkle from one end to the other. Water beads roll on
the chive leaves, and when one lands on a pumpkin leaf it goes pop and the leaf
shivers. When vegetables have drunk their fill, their leaves curl upward; that is how
my grandpa taught me to read the water. I watched every day, more seriously than I

watch television.

The second job is chasing sparrows. When the beans ripened, sparrows held their
meetings every day. I made a scarecrow and put my old hat on it. At first it worked;
later the sparrows ate while standing on the scarecrow shoulder, chirping. So I
switched to sitting and watching: I carried a small stool and sat at the edge, waving
my hand at any movement. Finally I simply negotiated with them: one small row of
beans for them, the rest for me. Strangely enough, the sparrows seemed to understand,

and held their meetings only in that one small row.

The third job is counting beans. I counted once every evening: three today, eight
tomorrow, beans playing magic. I reported the number to my grandpa, and he wrote it
on the blackboard behind the door. On the last day of the vacation, the blackboard
was full of dates and numbers. My grandpa said: this is a book written by the two of

us together.

The morning I left, I walked a round circle around the garden, nodded to the

chives, waved at the tomato trellis, and told the old pumpkin not to rot on the
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ground. My grandma laughed at me: there are no talking friends in a garden. I said:

how can there not be? Every single plant knows me.

Fellow students, my grandpa never bought me any big toy, but he gave me a garden,
let me serve as its keeper, and introduced me to a group of friends who never speak.
I will keep this treasure in my memory for many, many years. That ends my speech.

Thank you, everyone!
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The 01d Garden by the 01d Well

Dear fellow students: hello! I am Chen Duoduo from Class 2, Grade 5. The title of
my speech is: The 0ld Garden by the 0ld Well.

At the head of our village there is an old well, and the stones of its platform
are worn into grooves by ropes. Beside the well lies the old vegetable garden opened
by my grandpa and people of his generation. Why do I call it o0ld? Because its ridges
were piled up with earth by my grandpa father, and the stones of the well platform

are older than my grandpa himself.
The old garden has three treasures. Let me tell you one by one.

The first is the old water wheel. In his youth my grandpa carried water with a
pole; later the village dug a water channel, and the wheel leaned against the wall
taking sun. But in the year of the great drought, the channel ran dry, and my grandpa
set the wheel up again and took me with him to tread it. The wheel turned creaking,
lifting well water bucket by bucket, pouring it into the channel, sending it toward
the beds. My legs ached from treading, but the well water was cool and sweet;
splashed on dry soil, the soil turned dark at once. My grandpa said: the old fellow
has not fallen apart; he can still feed people.

The second treasure is old Uncle Zhou, the watcher of the water. He is over
eighty and sits by the well platform on a small folding stool every day. When a
family bed runs short of water, he calls out: water is coming! His rule for sharing
water is fair: one channel for the east family, one for the west, taking turns. Once
two families quarreled over water. Uncle Zhou did not argue the matter; he lifted his
own empty buckets and carried water from the well, bucket by bucket, and watered the
beds of both families. The two grown—ups stood by, their faces red. After that,

together they carried water for Uncle Zhou the whole winter.

The third treasure is the luffa vine I myself planted by the old well platform.
It climbs along the well stones, and in summer its gourds hang down to the mouth of
the well. When I draw water to wash vegetables, I can pick one with my free hand. My

grandma says well-water luffa is the dish the garden serves to guests.

I love the old garden because it walks slowly yet remembers everything. It
remembers the carrying pole of my grandpa, the folding stool of Uncle Zhou, and the
strength in my legs when I treaded the water wheel. A classmate from the city once
asked me what is worth seeing in a vegetable garden. I said: plenty of things are

worth seeing, but only an old garden remembers the people who tended it.

Fellow students, if you go back to the countryside for summer vacation, take a

walk in such an old garden, tread the water wheel once for an old man, and draw one
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bucket of well water. 0ld crafts and old gardens both need someone to remember them,

and the people who remember them carry a steady heart. Thank you, everyone!
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