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The Vegetable Garden Behind Our House Grew Into My

Composition

Once, whenever a composition was assigned, I would bite the end of my pencil and
stare at the blank paper for half an hour, unable to think of a single word. The
teacher said to write about life close at hand, but I felt my own days were as flat

as a washed plate. It was the vegetable garden behind our house that changed my mind.

My grandpa has tilled a small plot behind our house for years. As a child, I
thought going to the garden only meant pulling weeds, which was boring. That autumn
week, the teacher assigned an observation piece, and I walked to the garden sulking,
planning to glance once and go home. But crouching beside the radish patch, I saw

things I had never noticed: the white radish leaves had a fine fuzz, and in the
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slanting sunlight the leaf tips glowed with a ring of light. A ladybug crawled along
a leaf vein, stopped twice, then flew away. I passed this patch every single day and

had never looked at it this closely.

I ran home and shouted that the radishes had grown hair. Grandpa laughed and said
that if I could see that, I had eyes worth using, and told me to come look again
tomorrow. I did, and I brought an old exercise book, writing down the date, the
weather, and how many leaves each radish had. On the third day I saw the soil at the
base of a radish split open a little crack, as if the radish were pushing itself up
inch by inch underground. I pulled one out, heavy in my hand, its muddy tail turning
pure white where my fingernail scraped it. Grandpa said this batch was ready to eat.
That night dinner had shredded radish with minced meat, and I finished two bowls of

rice.

Over the next seven or eight days the old exercise book filled up: the ladybug,
the white frost, the cracked soil, the taste of the radish, the hands of my grandpa
on the hoe, and the chives blown crooked by the wind. On composition day I no longer
bit my pencil. I copied the records one by one onto composition paper, added my own

thoughts, and finished the piece in one go.

The next day in language class the teacher read my composition to the whole
class. She said it had details, and that you could tell the writer had truly looked
and truly lived. My ears went hot, but inside I was quietly glad. After school I ran
to the garden to tell grandpa. He was watering, head not even turned: the garden is

right there, it will not run away; if you are willing to look, it is willing to give.

Now whenever I cannot think of what to write, I think of that little plot behind
our house. Life was never flat; I had simply looked at too little, too carelessly.
The words of a composition are not hunted out of an empty head. They grow, like white

radishes in the soil. Squat down and look once with care, and they are already there.

www. vv99. net



