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What Is Propped Up Bears No Grudge

In the book The Garden of Grandpa, the scene I remember best is the storm. The
midnight wind flipped the bean trellises over, and the rain pocked the beds with
craters. At dawn the grandfather in the book squats in the field, propping up the
fallen seedlings one by one, mounding fresh soil at their roots, and tying them
loosely to the bamboo poles with strips of corn husk. His grandson says these
seedlings probably cannot live, and the hands of the old man do not stop, saying
seedlings bear no grudges; prop them up, and as long as their roots still grip the

soil, they will go on growing.

Reading this far, I thought of last July. In the flower bed below our building,
Grandpa and I had planted a sunflower. One night a summer storm came, and by morning
the whole plant lay flat, its stalk bent double. I squatted beside it, close to
tears. Grandpa came over, looked, and said the stalk was not broken through; it could
still be saved. He found a branch to use as a splint, tied it at the bend, then
mounded a handful of fresh soil at the roots and pressed it firm. That sunflower
really did straighten up later, with a knob swelling at the bend like a healed wound.
It flowered as usual, its head even a little bigger than in past years. Grandpa said

plants are like people: after one bad fall, standing straight again makes them
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sturdier than before.

In the book the grandfather grows old afterward, walking through the garden bent
at the waist, yet the garden grows tidier each year. Only at the end did I understand
that all those neat rows were not a gift from the weather; they came from someone
squatting down to prop things up after every wind and rain. When I used to bomb a
math test, I would lie flat for days, convinced I was finished. Now I think I am that
fallen sunflower; the failed test is just the wind, and what I need is not tears but
to prop myself up, mound a handful of soil, and grow again. When Mother heard this

thought of mine, she laughed and said the idea was worth more than the score.

When I closed the book, I wrote one line on my bookmark: what is propped up bears
no grudge. I want to give that line to the grandfather in the book, and to the
knotted sunflower downstairs. This spring, Grandpa and I planted two more sunflowers
in the flower bed. He said when they bloom, we will take a photograph and tuck it
into my copy of this book. I said all right. Let the garden in the book and the

flower bed downstairs meet each other in one photograph.
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