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Notes of the Garden Through Four Seasons

The beds of spring are beds that wake up. The frozen soil loosens, and
grandfather squats at the edge of the bed dropping seeds, one and one more, as if
counting the heartbeat of the land. I help him hold the basin; the seeds are so small
that I carry it more carefully than in an exam. The wind is still cold, yet the water
in the furrows has turned warm, the color of the sun falling in and melting. No one

speaks, and the heartbeat of the land speaks for us.

The beds of summer are beds that sweat. The weeds grow wilder than the seedlings,
and the weeds he pulls in one morning pile into a little hill. His sweat has three
looks: some falls into the soil, some on his sleeve, some on his back and then slides
into the furrow. At dusk the garden takes roll call: one luffa, one pumpkin,

grandfather standing right in the middle, none missing, none daring to be late.

The beds of autumn are beds that bend. Pumpkins lie on the ground, their navels
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touching the earth, like golden full stops. He picks one, weighs it in his hand, sets
it in the basket, and the dusk inside the basket grows heavier by a measure. He
straightens and looks up; the clouds move very slowly, as if counting the harvest
stroke by stroke for him. I carry the other empty basket and walk deliberately light,
afraid of disturbing the fully ripe days.

The beds of winter are beds that keep the night. Frost traces the ridges into
silver lines; the insect sounds are packed away, and the soil breathes slowly
underneath. In the evening he still walks one round, and his shadow falls on the
resting beds like a thin quilt laid over the garden. He says: the land may rest, but

the person may not; the heart must visit often.

Sweat that falls through the four seasons has names. The sweat of spring is
called hope, the sweat of summer is called duty, the sweat of autumn is called
harvest. In all his life grandfather watered only these three kinds, and the garden
pays him back with green bed by bed, yellow crop by crop, and dusk after unhurried
dusk.

In the city, in front of a fruit stall I suddenly smell the clean scent of a
cucumber, and stand stunned for a long while. In that taste there are vegetable beds,
high noon, and one drop of sweat relieving another drop of sweat at work. The seller

asks whether I want one; I buy one, take a bite, and it tastes of dusk.

The street lamp spreads my shadow on the ground, row after row, like the ridges
of beds. It strikes me that next spring I will go back and sow seeds together with
grandfather. He counts the heartbeat of the land, I count mine. Sweat knows the way,
and dusk knows it too; they will lead me back between those six beds and stand me in

a tidy row.
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