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That 0ld Watering Can in the Book

There is a passage in the book The Garden of Grandpa that I have read three
times. The grandfather in the book carries an old watering can with its paint chipped
off to water the vegetables every evening, walking from one end of the bed to the
other, ladle after ladle, the water falling only on the soil at the base of the
seedlings. His grandson asks why he does not drench them from head to foot, and he
says water on the leaves will scorch them in the sun, while water given to the roots
feeds them slowly. When he finishes, his trouser cuffs are caked with mud, the can is

empty, and he sits on the stone at the edge of the bed for a pouch of tobacco.

Reading this far, I put the book down and ran out to the balcony. On the balcony
sit two foam boxes, in which Grandpa and I planted luffa last spring. 1 picked up the
spray bottle and watered all around, the water running off the leaves. Then 1
suddenly stopped and, copying the grandfather in the book, aimed the water at the
soil by the edge of the boxes and poured it slowly. The water seeped down and the
soil darkened. In that moment I felt the grandfather from the book squatting right

beside me.

In third grade, staying in the village, Grandpa taught me the same way. Pointing

at the luffa trellis he said: water the roots when you water, water the heart when
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you treat people; a hundred words from the mouth are worth less than one thing done
before your eyes. 1 half understood then, and only played with the hose, spraying
water all over his trousers. He was not angry; he took the hose, squatted down, and
watered inch by inch. Now I see the very same gesture in a book, and my nose stings a
little. It turns out Grandpa had long ago watered his lesson into the soil; he simply

never said it, waiting for me to grow up and recognize it.

The book also says that after the grandson grows up and moves to the city, the
grandfather presses a bag of vegetables into his hands each visit, folding the mouth
of the bag twice. I remember that every time we return from the home of Grandpa, the
trunk of the car of my mother holds free-range eggs and a bundle of scallions, their
roots still holding damp soil. I used to mind the dirt on the vegetables. Now I
understand that a little dirt marks where the hands of Grandpa have been. This book
taught me one thing: love can go without words. The grandfather in the book never
once says he misses his grandson; all his longing is in that evening watering can,
ladle after ladle, poured onto the roots. I think that when my luffa bears fruit, I
will pick the longest one and take the bus to bring it to Grandpa, and let him taste

too the thing he raised, come back at last into his own hands.
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