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After One Rain the Garden Turned Half Red

On the first day of vacation I went to live at the house of my grandfather. I
dropped my schoolbag and ran straight to the garden, thinking at last I could pick
tomatoes. When I reached the fence I froze. The whole shelf of fruits was still
green, shining green, not one red among them. I stood outside the fence with my hand

on a bamboo pole, and for a long while I said nothing.

My grandfather came out of the garden with soil all over his hands. He said, why
the hurry, wait a few more days. I asked how many days. He said he could not say
exactly, but once the weather turns hot and one rain falls, they will turn red by

themselves.

I did not believe him. But that night a heavy rain fell, pattering on the bamboo

fence, and I lay in the room listening, my heart still with those green fruits.
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In the morning the rain stopped. I ran to the garden in my slippers. When I got
there I cried out. Half red. Truly half red. The shelves that were all green
yesterday now hung with strings of red, and the red ones still wore drops of water
that trembled in the light. The green ones had changed too, green turning yellow,

yellow turning pale, no longer the colors of yesterday.

I called my grandfather. He walked over slowly, took one look and said, you see,
I told you. He went to the corner of the wall and brought a bamboo basket, and handed
it to me through the gap in the fence. The basket was new, its bamboo strips still

green. He said he wove it on purpose, waiting for the fruits to ripen.

That morning I filled the basket to the brim. The fully ripe ones went to the
bottom, the half red ones on top, for grandfather said the half red ones will ripen
in a few days at home. I crouched under the shelf and looked up. Between the leaves
everything was red, like a whole shelf of hidden lanterns. A ladybug crawled over one

red tomato, its back red and covered with little dots, prettier even than the tomato.

The basket was too heavy for me to carry. My grandfather took it through the gap,
lifting the basket with one hand and steadying me out of the fence with the other. At
the yard gate 1 set the basket down, chose the reddest tomato, rubbed it on my shirt,

and bit into it. It was sandy inside, sweet and soft.

At night I wrote in my diary: the strangest thing about the garden is that it
makes no sound. You watch it for days with no change, then one rain passes and it
suddenly turns red before your eyes. I love the vegetable garden of my grandfather,

and those quiet tomatoes that ripen fully the moment their time comes.
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