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We Went to the Field to Pick a Watermelon

On the morning the watermelons finally looked ready, Grandpa woke me up before
the sun was fully up and said: get up, we are going to the field at the foot of the
hill to pick a watermelon. I had never been to a watermelon field before, so I was
out of bed and dressed in one second, and I even put half of my shirt on backwards.
Grandpa put a hoe on his shoulder, I carried a small wooden stool, and we walked out
along the dirt road while the sky was still gray and the grass on both sides soaked

my shoes with dew.

The melon field sat on a sunny slope below the hill. It was not a big field, but
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it was full of green. When we walked in, vines were crawling over the ground in every
direction, and the leaves were as wide as fan blades, with dew still hanging on their
edges and dripping onto the back of my hand. Grandpa walked in front and warned me to
stay in the furrows and never step on the main vines, because a stepped-on vine stops
feeding its melon. I followed him on tiptoe, the way you cross a green bridge without

getting your shoes wet.

Grandpa squatted down and taught me how to choose. First look at the tendril: if
the little curly tendril next to the stem has dried up and turned brown, the melon is
ready. Then look at the stripes on the skin: if they are spread wide and clear, it is
a good melon. Then knock it and listen. He knocked one melon and it made a dull thud,
and he said that was an unripe melon, leave it. Then he knocked another one, and it
sounded dong, dong, clear and ringing, like knocking on a drum, and he said that was
a ripe one. I copied him and knocked melon after melon until my fingers ached.
Grandpa checked each one I chose, and finally pointed at a round, heavy watermelon

and said: this one. This is the one.

The watermelon was enormous, with dark green stripes, and when I hugged it my
arms could not quite meet around it. I insisted on carrying it myself. [ lifted it,
took one step, then another, then a third, and had to put it down, my face burning
red. Grandpa laughed out loud and did not say anything. He bent down, lifted the
melon onto his shoulder, and told me to walk in front and hold the dried vine so [
could lead him. I held that little vine and walked ahead proudly, as if I were

leading a large ox home from the market.

On the way back we rested under a big tree by the road. Grandpa did not put the
watermelon down; he only moved it from one shoulder to the other. When we got home,
Grandma washed the melon and set the knife on it, and the rind split open with a
crack before she had even finished cutting. The flesh was sandy and red. I ate a
slice and the juice ran all the way down my wrist. Grandma said this year s melons
were especially sweet. I said loudly: I picked this one! Grandpa was squatting in the
doorway, forgetting all about his pipe, laughing until his eyes became two narrow

lines.

Afterwards Grandma carried the rest of the melon next door, because the neighbor
grandma had helped us plant the melon seedlings in spring. She ate a slice, praised
me for being useful, and I showed her how to knock on a melon and told her that a
ripe one sounds like a drum. She learned faster than my grandpa did. That summer I
went to the melon field many more times. Later I could tell a ripe melon from an
unripe one just by listening, and I could even carry a medium-sized melon all the way
to the edge of the field. The knocking sounds, the dew on the vines, and Grandpa’ s
back under the watermelon on his shoulder, I remember all of it. Now, every time I

eat a watermelon, I think of that field below the hill, and of what Grandpa always
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said: you cannot rush a melon, and you cannot fool a melon; you just have to knock

and listen.

www. vv99. net



