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After a Summer of Watering the Garden I Understood One
Truth

On the first day of summer vacation grandpa made a deal with me: the whole garden
is yours to water for the vacation, he would only handle digging and fertilizer. 1
thumped my chest and agreed. How hard can watering be? I did not expect that this

summer the garden would give me a full semester of lessons.

For the first three days my energy was tremendous; I got up before dawn and
watered scoop by scoop with glee. From the fourth day I grew lazy: the sun was not
up, the quilt was warm, so I learned to splash water on the surface carelessly and go
back to sleep for half an hour more. Half a month later, grandpa crouched at the edge
of the plot, felt the soil, and said nothing, only straightening the leaning
seedlings one by one. My heart dropped. I knew my fudging in the garden had been
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seen.

Grandpa did not scold me. He simply had each of us water half a plot and compare.
He watered slowly, scoop by scoop at the roots where the water sank in. I rushed,
splashing water on the surface where the sun took it away. A week later the
difference between the two halves was plain: on his side the leaves were thick and
green; on mine the plants hung their heads, and the soil was so hard the hoe bounced
clods back. Grandpa pointed at the ground: water cannot cheat the soil, and the soil

cannot cheat the vegetables. Fake it for one day, and it remembers you for one day.

After that I changed. Every early morning I watered the roots, deep and thorough,
then pulled a few weeds on the way back. Watering turned from a chore into a habit;
on a day I overslept and missed it, my heart felt empty, like forgetting to hand in
homework. In the evening I visited the plot: the soaked soil was dark, evening wind
hung on the leaves, and the rows stood straight and tidy. Suddenly the plot felt like

my homework notebook, and no stroke in it should be careless.

Before school started, the two rows of chili peppers grandpa let me grow bore
over a dozen fruits, red and green mixed. Grandpa picked them and filled a bag for me
to take home. While my mother stir—-fried the peppers in the kitchen, I sat on the
doorstep counting the peppers in the bag, one by one, every one clear in my mind,

every one watered by my hands.

What I did not expect was that the habit crept into my schoolwork. Before, I also
did homework in bursts, setting hard problems aside. That term I got up each early
morning to recite lessons for twenty minutes, as unshakable as morning watering. By
finals my rank rose nine places. The teacher asked me whether the vacation had
brought me anything. I thought of the garden and said: I farmed a whole summer and
learned one truth, whether watering vegetables or studying, only honest day-by-day
effort counts; fake it for one day, and it remembers you for one day. This lesson

came from grandpa garden, charges no tuition, and lasts a lifetime.
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