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The First Cucumber in the Garden

The summer I went down to the countryside, Grandpa pointed to a cucumber frame at

the end of the garden and said: this one is yours, watch it grow.

The cucumber was as small as a finger then. Every morning after getting up, the
first thing I did was run to the frame. On the first day it grew a little; on the
second day it bent; on the third day the fuzz on its body pricked my hand. I squatted
under the frame, counted, and asked Grandpa: when can I pick it? Grandpa said: wait
until the flower on its head dries and falls, wait until its body turns from pale
green to deep green, then it is ripe. I asked again: how many days? Grandpa said:
hard to say; hot weather makes it fast, cool weather slow. The cucumber knows its own

time; worrying for it will not help.

From then on I watched the flower every day. The flower was yellow, and when it
dried, the edges curled first. On the fifth day half of it was dry; on the sixth day

only a small bunch was left. I could not wait and asked: can I pick it now? Grandpa
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laughed: pick it early and the bloom has not settled, it will taste bitter, and this

one will be wasted.

On the morning of the seventh day the flower fell off. The cucumber was deep
green, with a coat of white frost on its body. I called Grandpa over, and Grandpa
said: you pick it. I reached out and twisted, but could not get it off; Grandpa came
over, held my hand, and together we twisted with a snap, and the first cucumber came
off.

I held the cucumber and ran into the house, shouting all the way: Grandma, the
cucumber is ripe! Grandma took it and said: this one grew well, the fuzz still pricks
the hand, quite fresh. I said: no, this is the first one, we must share it. So
Grandma cut it into slices, and I carried the plate around: first to Grandpa, then to
Grandma, then to Mom and Dad, and last to Grandma Wang next door, because Grandpa
often gave her cucumbers. Grandma Wang took a bite and said: this girl has a good

heart, and the cucumber is sweet too.

Grandpa took a bite and asked me: is it bitter? I shook my head and said: sweet.
I do not know if it was truly sweet, or sweet because I had waited seven days. The
slices on the plate disappeared fast. Grandma said: tomorrow go and look at the

second one.

At night on the cool mat, I heard Grandpa and Grandma talking in the yard, saying
this girl had never been so diligent, getting up early every day. I smiled with my

eyes closed, already planning what time to wait under the frame tomorrow morning.
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