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The Money from Vegetables Still Carries the Warmth of
His Palm

What moves me most in the book The Garden of Grandpa is not the vegetables but
the money. The grandfather in the book gets up at three in the morning to pick
vegetables, packs the dew—wet cucumbers one by one into baskets, and hurries to the
early market to sell them. When he finishes, he spreads the money on the counter,
counts coin by coin, presses it flat with his palm, and puts it into the pocket
against his skin. The author writes that the cloth of that pocket is polished shiny.
On the way home the grandfather buys no tobacco; even the cheapest tobacco at the
market he does not buy, saying the money from vegetables is counted out, and the

school fees of the child are counted out.

Last autumn I carried vegetables with Grandpa to the market. The bamboo basket
pressed on my shoulder; over twenty minutes of dirt road I switched shoulders three
times, and Grandpa switched only once the whole way. At the market he squatted by the
wall, a plastic sheet spread before him, cucumbers, peppers, and two bundles of
scallions arranged in piles. When buyers haggled he did not mind; he rounded the
change down. After selling he bought me a baked cake and drank plain water himself.
On the way home he took several crumpled paper notes from his pocket, smoothed them

one by one, and said he was saving them for me, for middle school later. I held those
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notes; the paper was soft and still warm from his palm. The grandfather counting
coins in the book and my grandfather make the same gesture. Counting money like that

is not stinginess; it is recognizing each note as a day of life saved for the child.

In the book, when the grown—up grandson tries to give money back, the grandfather
pushes it away. Thinking of this, I closed the cover. I will not wait until I grow
up. From now on I will do two things: get up early on weekends to carry vegetables
with Grandpa; my shoulders are low, so I start with half a basket and train. And I
will save my pocket money in a biscuit tin, and at New Year buy Grandpa a new pair of
gloves. The fingers of his old gloves are worn white, and he still cannot bear to
replace them. The money from vegetables is small, yet every note carries the warmth
of Grandpa palm. This book showed me the ledger: he has saved for me for so many

years; it is my turn to save once for him.
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