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Let’s Go Pick a Watermelon Together

My cousin came to the countryside to spend the summer vacation with us. We are
the same age and get along very well. The next morning, Grandpa gave us a job: there
are ripe watermelons in the field, so you two go and pick back the biggest and ripest
one for dinner. My cousin had never picked a watermelon in his life, and neither had
I, so we were both excited and both pretending not to care. We carried a basket and a
small stool, I brought him a straw hat, and we set off while the sun had just come up

and the country road was still cool.

When we walked into the melon field, it was shady under the vines, a completely

different world from the blazing heat outside. Grandpa followed us in and gave us our
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orders: walk in the furrows, do not step on the main vines, and if you flip a leaf
over, turn it back, because the melon needs its leaf to shade it. We obeyed and
tiptoed through the gaps between the vines, and first found a cool spot to set down

the basket and the stool, like two hunters making camp in the mountains.

Then we started knocking on melons. My cousin said a dull sound meant a ripe
melon; [ said a crisp sound meant a ripe melon. We could not convince each other, so
we asked Grandpa. He held a melon close to his ear and knocked. A dull sound, like
thud, thud, means it is not ready, he explained. A clear, ringing sound, like dong,
dong, with the vibration running through your hand, means it is ripe. We followed his
rule and knocked on more than twenty melons one after another, arguing as we went. My
cousin also found a tiny melon the size of a fist and wanted to pick it, but I
stopped him and said an unripe melon has to stay on the vine and keep growing. Then
we saw a wasp sitting on a melon and chased it away with our hats, and it flew off

angry, and we laughed about that for ten minutes.

In the end we agreed on one melon lying in the middle of the ridge. It was truly
huge, its stripes spread wide and open, and its tendril was dry. The two of us lifted
it, one on each side, and we could not manage even three steps before it slid down.
We lifted again, and it fell again, and our faces turned red, and we looked at each
other and laughed out loud. Finally we dragged it all the way to the edge of the
field, and Grandpa lifted it onto his shoulder. We walked on either side of him, one
of us holding the vine and the other carrying the basket, and the three of us went

home in a single file.

When we got home and Grandma cut the melon open, the flesh was sandy and red and
sweet. Grandpa said: a melon you picked yourselves always tastes one notch sweeter
than other people’s melons. My cousin and I did not believe that, so we each ate
another slice to compare, and it really did seem sweeter. We looked at each other,
laughed, and decided it must be because we were tired, and being tired makes
everything taste better. Grandpa picked out the smallest piece for himself and waved
his hand, saying he had eaten enough watermelon this summer already, but we both knew

he just wanted to leave more for us.

Before my cousin went home, the two of us made a promise at the edge of the melon
field: next year, when the watermelons ripen, we will come and pick them together
again, and we will have a contest to see whose ear is more accurate, the one who can
pick out a ripe melon just by listening. On the way back that evening, I thought that
of everything in this summer vacation, the happiest single thing was this one trip to
the melon field, with its knocking sounds, its sweat, the big watermelon on Grandpa’ s

shoulder, and the two of us failing to carry the melon and laughing our heads off.
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