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Three Generations in the Garden

That Sunday I brought my son back to the village, promising to help my father
tend the garden. When we arrived, he had already tidied the bed edges. Seeing my

grandson, his face broke into smile upon smile: good, another helper.

Father handed the boy a small hoe, short handle, small blade, fitted together by
his own hands. He first demonstrated tilling: raise, drop, turn the soil over, break
the clods with the back of the blade. The boy swung like a shovel, and dirt flew up
onto his nose. I took a hoe and worked shoulder to shoulder with my father. His hoe
is decades old, its handle polished bright by hands. When the bed was done, I felt

briefly like I was his age again, walking the furrows behind him.

At sowing time, Father spread out a cloth and poured cucumber seeds on it. The
boy grabbed a handful and scattered it into the furrow, most of it landing outside. 1

was about to stop him, but Father crouched first and said: never mind, pick them up
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and bury them, they will sprout just the same. He taught the boy to lay seeds along
the furrow, flat, roots facing one way, for a seed buried crooked sprouts crooked. He
taught slowly, letting the hand of the boy rest inside his own, sowing pinch by
pinch.

After sowing, the three of us sat on the ridge and talked. The boy leaned against
his grandfather, and Grandpa told him the year he took over this plot: wasteland
then, full of stones, and he carried soil basket by basket to raise it, over several
years, into a garden. He said that when he was young he thought the garden a burden;
now a day without a hoe in his hand makes his fingers itch. The eyes of the boy went

wide: Grandpa, can I come water them next week too? Father said: of course, why not.

Sitting beside them, it struck me that when I was small, my father told me this
same story in this garden. The story is still the story; the teller has grown old,

and the listener has changed.

The sun leaned west. The boy walked ahead holding a picked cucumber he refused to
give up. My father walked beside me, brushing soil off the hand of his grandson as he
caught up, saying: come back often. The garden does not count on your labor; it just

longs to see people.

I looked back at the garden. The freshly sown furrow lay flat, and the bamboo
chair by the fence stood empty. One day this ground will pass into my hands, and

someone will crouch on the ridge and tell the same story to the next child.
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