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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 old? 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
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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
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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