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One Last Look at the Garden at Dusk

August 22, Friday, clear skies. Tomorrow I am going back to town for school, and

I am writing this diary sitting at the edge of the garden while the light fades.

Just now, at dusk, Grandpa took a cooling walk with me in the garden, the most
peaceful hour of the whole summer. Grandma brought a watermelon chilled in the well,
cut into uneven pieces, and the seeds spurted onto the soil. Grandpa said next year
they would plant watermelons right here. The insects in the garden started chirping
all at once, and the wind coming from the cornfield carried a damp smell. I leaned

against the shoulder of Grandpa, and he smelled of sweat mixed with vegetable leaves.

Counting back to early July, when I first arrived at the home of Grandpa, I slept
in and was pulled out to water the garden before dawn. The sky was still blue, and
water from the ladle poured over the leaves with a rustling sound. Grandpa crouched
in the furrow pulling weeds, shaking the soil off the roots before tossing them into
the basket. I crouched down to pull too, and with one hard tug I pulled out a
seedling. Grandpa did not get angry. He set the seedling back into the hole and

firmed the soil around it, saying vegetables have their own nests and weeds have
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theirs, and one must learn to tell them apart. After that I always looked first

before pulling, and my hands grew faster and faster.

In the afternoons, Grandpa took me to pick vegetables. I learned to pick
cucumbers by their flowers, to snap cowpeas by the stem, and to cut bitter melons
with a knife. Once I found a green caterpillar munching on a cabbage leaf and jumped
back with a shout. Grandpa picked up the caterpillar and threw it far away, saying

that anyone who grows vegetables must be willing to deal with insects.

This afternoon, Grandpa filled a big basket: cowpeas, cucumbers, eggplants, and a
bunch of cilantro tied with a straw rope, all for me to take back to town. I know the
basket is not heavy, yet he kept pressing more into it. The bus leaves early tomorrow
morning, and before dark I want to sit by the garden once more and look carefully at
these ridges of vegetables. Grandpa waters them every day, and I have watered them

too.
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