FHHREH—F

= HEEME, 4545 D esehd B 1. B r Sk, S e B T e, 9
AR RIS AK . AR/ DN FEK, TR, S5, AR, LA ¥
e, AT Bk, S, FeROKEE, KR N, SO L2 T

Hlrl 454, DAt ARz, MR, TR, WESE A2, IMREEEE
KK BAKM, M — s, Sl JURERIENAT, UM TR0, B 1t Bt L)k
AMEE .

VUM, SKEEEAER T o M /AMIBOKRL, RS i b 58, el 7.
A MM, JEHHE R, B NIRRT M B S ANLE, #EER - D RDE, ifE
WALEHE, IR EARRKAK,

S AR T MG, ASARORT, R BRI, TR RIRE . AR SR
B, Ba—% k. iR, SMECRERR, ANE, NG,

R, FFERE IR, R, Kb A . KT, K5
B, SRS RE EIEHR, Giut A I . A e AN, B AR 28 LSRR, i HAR,
MR EEHAR N . M T G R AL, frgg B A sede, VBT LiEAVEA .

FUATFELMR, RIEEE, SRR T . IR, . R,
B RBET R BRI, TR, T, KRR R,
MR AR KA R UG, T A — SR

THE TR, HR T, K, REEE . ASESICH R, Bk, e R
MK B AR PRI B, WISE ARSI aF . i DUs BB, RAGAEIRIR, Al A fE I E |
ZER =) | W R \ii 2]

T ANREE T, fhgs RN e B R, Ui U, R ASIEq]. JRAEME S
CANEER TP I S TP S LT i 2 N DR 1 3 i L =N B

T AR G TE R LR MRS DR, RRE, RORBEhiE. T
YOS, MR, B Ol BFEMRIER, FkcF, AR

A Year in Grandpa’ s Garden

The warmth had not yet fully arrived in March, but Grandpa was already busy in
the garden. He crouched at the south end, drawing shallow furrows in the soil with
the handle of his hoe, no deeper than a knuckle. He took a handful of bok choy seeds,
held his hand high, scattered them evenly, and the seeds fell into the furrows almost
silently. When he finished, he raked soil over them with his feet, then lifted the

watering can. The moment the water went down, the surface of the soil turned a shade
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darker.

I asked him when the bok choy would be ready to eat. He straightened up, punched
his back twice, and said we would wait a little over a month, and that I should watch
it grow first. I did not quite understand, so he loosened a bit of soil and showed me
a few soaked seeds, saying that a seed wakes up when it drinks water, and once awake

it pushes upward, and soil cannot hold it down.

In April, the beds really turned green. The leaves were small as grains of rice,
standing in neat rows. I crouched to count them and lost track halfway. Grandpa
thinned the seedlings, pulling out the crowded ones and leaving gaps between the
rest. He said cramped vegetables never grow well, because they all fight for the same

mouthful of sunlight, and if none gives way, none grows big.

By May the tomato seedlings reached the height of a little finger. Grandpa
carried over bamboo poles and staked them one by one, tying them loosely with cloth
strips. He dotted bean seeds along the foot of the fence, one every palm—width. He
told me the beans would climb on their own without any tending, since they know which

way 1is up.

In summer, Grandpa carried two buckets into the garden every morning. The well
was behind the house, and he never rested between the trips. Under the sun the leaves
shone. A cucumber the size of a thumb in the morning was as long as an arm by dusk.
He skipped his midday rest and squatted in the furrows pulling weeds, the roots
coming up still holding wet soil. His hands were rubbed red by the bean vines, his

finger gaps full of mud that would not wash away after several rinses.

When I returned after school began in September, the garden had ripened all at
once. The peppers had turned from green to red, hanging in clusters. Pumpkins lay on
the ground with a whitish film on their skins, which Grandpa called being old. He
snapped off corn; the husks tore open and the kernels clattered together. He held an

ear up for me to see, every kernel plump, the top still carrying a sweet, raw smell.

After the Frost Fall in October, the leaves withered, curled, and crumbled at a
touch. Grandpa cut the vines, turned the soil, and buried them. He said that once
these rotted into the ground, they would be the best food for the vegetables of next
year. The turned earth froze into hard clods. He sat on the ridge and watched it for

a while, smoking one cigarette before going home.

The wind turned harsh in November, and he spread straw over the remaining
spinach, saying that under straw the frost cannot bite them. When I called him from
the city, his first question was always about the final exam, and only his second was

about the garden.

In December I planted a small packet of his seeds in a pot on my balcony, checked
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it every day, and saw nothing every day. On the phone he told me not to rush, that
seeds sleep in the soil and wake on their own time. I keep watch over that pot,

waiting for a sprout, and waiting for New Year, when I will go back to his garden.
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The Watered Summer

On the first day of vacation, my father left me at the house where Grandpa lives.
The car left, and I shouted once into the yard with no answer. Grandpa came back from

the garden, trousers rolled to his knees, shoes wet. He glanced at me and said good,
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I would go to the fields with him tomorrow morning.

At half past five, the sky barely light, he had already set two buckets by the
well. He worked the pump handle a few times, water gushed up, and he filled the big
bucket for the garden first, then my half bucket. He carried the yoke in front while
I lugged my own half bucket, spilling half of it every ten steps. In the field he
poured my water at the tomato roots, saying water must go to the edge of the roots,

never splashed on the leaves, because droplets on leaves burn holes under the sun.

Those days he kept telling me about spring. He pointed at a faint line along the
fence and said he had dotted beans there in April, and now the vines had climbed past
his waist. The south bed, he said, came from bok choy seeds sown in March, seed by
seed, sown bent over, and his back ached so badly he could not straighten up for half
a day. I squatted by that bed. The bok choy had grown into firm round heads, and I
could hardly match this bed with the handful of tiny seeds in his story.

The July sun was brutal. After ten in the morning the leaves all hung down.
Grandpa said noon watering would scorch the roots, so we waited for evening. He
watered at dusk and I followed with the can, row by row, the water sinking into the
soil with tiny bubbles. Under the cucumber trellis he picked two still flowered and
prickly, chilled them in well water, and handed one to me. Bitten, that cucumber was

sweet, and I have never tasted that sweetness again in the city.

Mid-August brought a whole night of heavy rain. In the morning Grandpa stood
under the eaves watching the garden, water running through the furrows, and he did
not interfere, saying such rain was worth more than ten loads from the well. After it
stopped the vegetables grew wildly, beans reached the trellis overnight, and he had

me help pick them, snapping with a sound, because a snap means the bean is tender.

Three days before school reopened, Grandpa began the harvest. Corn piled in the
yard, peppers filled three baskets, and he set aside the smallest basket for me. He
chose two flat round pumpkins, saying these were mealy and good steamed. As he loaded
the car, he had to pause at the bottom of each bend before straightening. I watched
without a sound, then hurried to hold up the bottom of another pumpkin.

With the car loaded, Grandpa stood at the gate, mud still on his hands. He said
come back after the final exam next term, spinach would be planted in the garden in
winter, and I would arrive in time to see snow lying over green leaves. As the car
left the village, I saw him still standing in the rear window, and behind him the

harvested garden, empty, waiting for the next rain.
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Autumn in the Basket, Spring in the Furrow

Just after the Autumn Equinox, the yard was piled high with harvest. Corn, peeled
of its husks, hung on ropes; peppers went into bamboo baskets; pumpkins lined the
wall in a row. I carried a basket to help him bring peppers back from the garden and
switched hands halfway. Grandpa walked ahead with two water buckets on his shoulder
yoke, still turning back to tell me not to jostle the peppers out. In that moment it

felt as if he had carried this autumn of the garden home on his shoulders.

Yet ten months earlier the plot had held nothing. Around Clear Brightness,
Grandpa burned a pile of dead vines from last year at the edge of the field. When the
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smoke cleared, he took up the hoe and turned the soil. He broke the clods fine, fine
enough to scatter through fingers. Then he crouched and drew furrows with the hoe
handle, east to west, then sowed backward as he went, still crouching. I tried
crouching beside him and my legs went numb in ten minutes; he crouched the whole

morning, straightening only a few times to punch his back.

For days after sowing there was no rain. Grandpa walked out to look every morning
and came back saying nothing had pushed up yet. I asked whether the seeds had died.
He said the seeds were gathering their strength. On the day the sprouts finally came,
he stood at the edge of the bed watching and let no one touch them; even I could only
stand three steps away. Rows of tender green had shouldered out of the black soil,
bits of dirt still balanced on the leaf tips.

After the dog days began, Grandpa made two water trips a day. The well sat down
the slope; he carried water to the headland first, then distributed it can by can.
After watering the last row at dusk, he squatted under the trellis to pinch off
yellowed old leaves, straightened a crooked melon, and slid a tile under it, saying a
melon lying on wet ground will rot. When a thunderstorm came at night, he put on his
raincoat to check the drainage ditch and came back with muddy trouser legs. Half
asleep, I asked why he did not stay in bed. He said vegetables soaked overnight would

rot at the roots, and the work of a whole year would go for nothing.

The solar terms in his mouth ran truer than in our textbooks. He said radishes in
the first dog days and greens in the second; that cabbage hearts only close after the
End of Heat; that peppers before Frost Fall bite hardest, because the cold sharpens
them. I used to recite these as rhymes. Watching in the field, I found the cabbage
really did heart on schedule and the radishes really did swell after the dog days

began, as if he carried a calendar no one else could see.

On the evening the harvest ended, Grandpa set the last basket of peppers by the
gate and left two bags for the neighbors. He sat on the threshold smoking, looking at
the half-empty field. I asked if he would plant again next year. He stubbed out the
cigarette and said he would turn the soil tomorrow and sow spinach. It struck me then
that his garden never has an ending: what autumn takes away grows back from the same

furrow in spring.

On the bus back to the city, that basket of peppers sat at my feet, its heat
stinging through the paper. 1 saw again his back in March, crouching and backing as
he sowed, and him in summer with water buckets, turning to warn me. A basket of
autumn, it turns out, is packed entirely with furrows dug in spring and water carried

through summer.
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