KEE. TRKEREHER

SIS AT AT . TR, —ArEE, ATRENEATHENR. eI EEsT, B35
TP THH T

Pk, AR ko hBRAT N AR, BRI B, B FBL IS L
e WHLK R, KBS T EATT At

EAMKHARANRE R CILSFIE TRAEMIK N, RE NN, SHEEME, gk,
B e TS e, BRI, P25, EREEH0R T Ria.

PO, MbE I, AR O, BN R. AR, E TR R
I B VAR L, SRR S L. AU, SEARK. a2 ER, —
MR AR GE, Sashi et m— A7, R HEE MERGE, MAEBA .

ZNFNEERAT 2K B AIPLaesfe, —RK—F, BHE R - RiER. BERE
HRAZHE. M TAETREE R, AEGIRIRER, B DARE T F.

SRR S SN IER I . Jo A, AR L, Bk, IR 7K, KR
MBAIL — B R B, JAFNE, RS BIFAZ, ZHE DuifgREEL.

Aol AKIRVT, POEREERF, ANEHEE TRA. Sk, R2EEE T H, it
b KB NE, B0, X0, BRI, JEERUH IR T

RN ER GRG0 NG, Hol 7, i 7 ased )L, 7T
I, TR, BRI DN, s B3 AR L

The Distance Between the Bed, the Sweat and the Dusk

The vegetable beds stand row by row. One row of luffa, one row of green soybeans,
one row of greens whose name I cannot say. They stand in good order, like the days my

grandfather has arranged for half a lifetime.

I stand at this end, grandfather stands at that. Between us lie six beds, the
whole of summer vacation, and the words I could not bring myself to say. A year in

the city is so long that I forgot how to call out to him.

The July sun consults no one. It stamps his shadow flat under its foot. He bends
at the waist, his back arched like an old bridge. Sweat sets out from the brim of his
hat, travels a long way, and falls into the soil, and the soil there darkens just a
little.

I counted. He straightens once, wipes his face with his sleeve once, bends again.
In one noon he straightened eleven times. Not one of those eleven drops of sweat fell

on complaint; every one fell beside the roots. The vegetables do not say thank you.
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The vegetables only grow. He builds a trellis for the luffa, tying pole after pole,
every knot facing the same direction, like sweat marching in line, never cutting

ahead.

The luffa knows how long summer is. It opens a few yellow flowers a day, grows an
inch a day, and pushes the dusk one day further back each day. The soybeans know how
heavy summer is. Their leaves droop in the afternoon and 1ift again toward evening,

like a person clenching the teeth.

Dusk enters from outside the garden. First the light turns soft in the furrows,
like water. Then the shadows lengthen, and his shadow spreads from his feet all the
way to mine. Only then I know he was never far from me; it was I who kept standing

too far aside.

I 1lift the bucket. The water is heavy, I walk crooked and unsteady, and the six
beds take a long time. He says nothing, only straightens his back and yields half a
step. The water goes down, the soil takes one drink, then another, as if for the two

of us it drank up everything we left unsaid.

That night my diary holds only one line: six beds, I walked them once, and I
understood the thousand times he has walked them. Sweat makes no sound, dusk says

nothing. They only place one person, inch by inch, into the shadow of another.
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