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The Diary of a Watering Can

I am a tin watering can, living behind the door of grandfather of the garden. My
belly is round, my mouth is long, and on my head there is a handle, like a pair of

ears grown for listening to what happens in the garden.

Every morning the little girl tiptoes to take me down from behind the door, gives
me a shake, and listens whether the water inside me sounds. If it sounds, she smiles
and carries me toward the vegetable beds. Her steps are quick, and I jingle along the
way like singing; the fence hears it, and straightens pole after pole, like lining up

to welcome me.

My talent is making rain. The little girl lifts me high, and my long mouth
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sprinkles out a sheet of rain. The rain is small and soft, drop by drop, just enough
for the seedlings to open their mouths and catch it. The seedlings are the smallest
babies of the garden; they do not hide from rain but tilt their faces up to meet it,

and whoever catches more blushes and grows tall first.

The bean seedlings love to act sweet, twining their leaves around my shadow and
begging me to stay longer; the cucumber shoot stands tall by the fence, out of reach
of my rain, so I move over and make it a private shower. The fence always applauds
with a rustle at such moments, startling the sparrows into flight, and they settle

back as if nothing had happened.

Sometimes grandfather helps me too. He carries me to the well and opens my lid to
see how much water I have left. He refills me gently, as if afraid of choking me.
When I am full, he hands me to the little girl and stands with hands behind his back

at the far end of the plot, watching the two of us rain on the garden.

When the sun climbs to the top of the sky, the water in my belly runs low. The
little girl sets me on the stone by the plot to cool off, and lying there I hear the
earth swallowing water slowly, hear the seedlings secretly jointing up. This is the

quietest hour of the garden, and the proudest hour for me.

In autumn, days with an empty belly become more common. But I am not sad. I have
counted: a string of red lanterns hangs on the tomato trellis, pumpkins pile like a
little hill beside the fence, and the little girl hugs the biggest one, smiling with
her missing front tooth. I know that all of them are the rains I once sprinkled,

coming back to see me in a new shape.

In winter I return behind the door, and the last drop in my belly dries up. Yet I
am not in a hurry. The fence keeps watch outside, the seedlings sleep under the
ground, waiting for the next spring rain. When the snow melts, the little girl will
tiptoe to take me down again, shake me, and listen for my sound. My greatest wish is
to turn all the water in my belly into cucumbers, tomatoes and beans, and then into
the smile on the mouth of the little girl.
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