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I Am a Cucumber That Was Waited For

I am the first cucumber in the garden. In early May Grandpa planted me in the bed
and tied me to the frame, saying to Grandma: keep this one for the grandchild who is

coming for summer vacation.

In June the grandchild came. Every morning he squatted under the frame to look at
me; I could feel his eyes, from my head down to my tail. He asked Grandpa: when can
he pick me? Grandpa said: wait until the flower on my head dries and falls. He
nodded, held up his fingers against my length, and reported to Grandpa: one finger
longer today. Grandpa said: you measure me every day, and I grow for you to see every

day.

The flower on my head dried day by day, and I was in a hurry too, wanting to
ripen fast. The grandchild came earlier and earlier each day. One rainy day he came
as well, in rain boots, standing at the edge of the furrow to look at me; water

dripped from a leaf onto his nose, and he did not wipe it. He muttered: dry soon, dry
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soon. I wanted to laugh at that: a flower on my head cannot be dried by muttering.

On the morning the flower fell, he shouted: Grandpa, the flower fell! Grandpa
came over and said: pick it. He reached out and could not twist me off; Grandpa held
his hand, and together we twisted with a snap, and I left the vine, my cut so tender

it gave out water.

He held me up and ran into the yard, shouting: Grandma, the cucumber is ripe!
Grandma took me and said she would make a cold salad. He said: no, we must share
first. He cut me into slices and carried the plate around: first to Grandpa, then to

Grandma, then to Mom and Dad, and last to Grandma Wang next door.

I was passed from hand to hand and eaten bite by bite. I heard the grandchild
say: I watched it for seven days. Grandpa said: what grows in a garden, like what

goes into a mouth, always tastes better after waiting.

I am only a cucumber, yet I think I lived worthier than most: someone looked at
me every day, someone waited for me seven days, someone put my first slice into
Grandpa bowl. My vine still clings to the frame, and it is bearing a second one. That

one does not know yet that a small boy will squat under it again tomorrow morning.
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