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The Cucumber Wearing a Flower on Its Head

May 30, 2026, Saturday, sunny.

After waking up I ran straight to the garden of Grandpa. Last time I came, a
small cucumber hung at the bottom of the trellis, no longer than my little finger,
with a yellow flower still on its head. I reached for it, but Grandpa stopped me: a
cucumber wearing a flower on its head is still a baby; pick it and it will cry. I
pulled my hand back and squatted beside it to look closely. The small cucumber was
pale green with a thin layer of fuzz, and the flower was like a little yellow hat,

one petal carrying a tiny mark left by a bee foot.

While I watched, a bee really flew over, landed on the yellow flower, wiggled its
body a little, and flew away. Grandpa said: the bee is working for it; only after the
bee touches the flower can the cucumber grow big. I asked: what if the bee does not
come. Grandpa took a small brush from the side of the shed and said: then I will do
the work. He brushed the inside of the flower gently, a few strokes, light as patting
the back of a baby. He let me try, and I brushed another flower, so gently that I did
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not dare to breathe.

In the afternoon after school I ran to the garden again. The small cucumber had
indeed grown a little; the flower on its head had withered and turned brown, hanging
to one side. I told Grandpa, and he laughed and nodded: it has eaten the gift the bee
delivered. On the way home he bought me a popsicle, and I ate it while looking back
at the trellis. The wind moved the vines, and I wondered whether every flower in the

garden is waiting for a bee.

In my diary tonight I wrote: cucumbers grow up with the help of bees, and the
small brush of Grandpa is ready for the days when bees do not come. Grandpa said that
when this small cucumber grows up, I may pick it with my own hands and bite it right

away, without smashing it with a knife. I am waiting for that day.
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