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A Cucumber as Long as My Arm

July 5, 2026, Sunday, sunny after rain.

Last night there was a big rainstorm; the rain beat on the window all night long,
and in the gaps between the claps of thunder I think I could even hear it drumming on
the leaves of the garden. This morning the sun came out, and Grandpa said: the
cucumbers have drunk their fill; let us go and pick them. When I entered the garden
the air was cool, the soil was soft, and the spider webs at the edge of the trellis
were strung with tiny water drops, bead after bead, too bright to touch. Cucumbers
hung everywhere on the trellis, and one of them was as long as my arm, hanging at the
very top, and I had to stand on tiptoe to reach it. Grandpa came over and held my
ankle, saying: do not fall, twist it slowly. I twisted, and the cucumber came down,

heavy in my hand, the water on it running down my wrist.

Before long we had filled a whole basket. Some cucumbers carried soil, and
Grandpa wiped them clean with his hand one by one, saying: do not wash them; the soil

protects them and keeps them fresh longer. He lifted the basket and went first to the
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home of Grandma Wang next door, and gave her half of it. Grandma Wang said: thank
your Grandpa for me. I said: it is not I who thank him; it is Grandpa who thanks you,
he always says you once helped him. Grandma Wang paused for a moment, and Grandpa
laughed beside me, his white beard shaking, then he handed the other half of the

basket to me to carry.

At home the old scale showed four jin and two liang. At noon Mother made cold
cucumber salad, and I ate two bowls and fished out the very last slice to eat. I laid
the cucumber as long as my arm in the corner of my bed and wanted to compare it with
my arm. Compared, it was still a little shorter than my arm, and I felt a little
disappointed. Grandpa said: do not be sad; next time it will surely be longer than

your arm. You are still growing, and so is the cucumber.

In my diary tonight I wrote: I hope for rain. When it rains, cucumbers grow very
fast, and next time when I pick them I will deliver them to Grandma Wang myself,

walking carefully so the cucumbers do not get bumped.
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