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The Cucumber Hiding Behind the Leaf

June 12, 2026, Friday, sunny.

Early in the morning Grandpa said: let us go to the garden. I threw on my sandals
and ran out. The garden was still wet, the leaves full of tiny water drops, and when
I touched one with my finger it rolled off into the soil. The soil was soft and my
shoes made small sounds. The cucumber trellis was taller than me, the vines winding
around the bamboo poles, their curly tips like the spiral lines in my exercise book.

The air smelled of green grass, and even the dragonflies looked greener than usual.

Grandpa squatted at the edge of the bean rows pulling weeds and said without
looking up: today you look for the cucumbers yourself; I will not tell you where they
are. I went under the trellis and looked. The leaves all looked the same, and I could
not find one. Then I turned a leaf over, and suddenly a cucumber was hanging there,
green and long, with tiny prickles on its skin that hurt my finger when I touched it.
It was hiding behind the leaf, playing hide—and-seek with me. I shouted: found it,

found it. Grandpa, far away, only said: maybe there is a second one. I searched
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again, lifting the leaves one by one, and sure enough at the bottom of the trellis
another one hid, as small as my little finger, with a faded yellow flower still on
its head.

Back home two cucumbers lay in the basket. Grandpa weighed them on the old scale:
one jin and four liang. He laughed, and the wrinkles around his eyes gathered
together like the little bumps on the skin of a cucumber. He said: the cucumber you
find yourself smells better than one you buy. At lunch Mother made a plate of smashed

cucumber, and I ate the fastest, and even chewed the garlic bits.

Before bed I thought one thing through: cucumbers do not disappear, they only
hide, and you must turn the leaves over yourself. Tomorrow I will go and turn over
more leaves. The second small cucumber still wears its flower on its head, and
Grandpa says a cucumber with a flower is still a baby and must not be picked, so I

will wait until it trades the flower for a big cucumber.
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