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Morning Song of the Little Garden

The sun climbs over the fence and begins to call names: call the bean seedlings,
call the cucumber shoots, call the dewdrops still asleep on the leaves. I run into
the garden carrying my little watering can, and the little garden wakes up with a

clamor.

The fence is made of bamboo, one pole pulling another, hand in hand. It keeps the
joy inside, and lets the eyes of sparrows in through the gaps. When wind passes, the
fence plays its rustling lute; when rain comes, it stands outside on guard, letting

no raindrop bully a single seedling.

The vegetable seedlings are the newest students of the garden. Bean seedlings
raise two leaves like little hands in greeting; cabbage seedlings crowd together,
whispering the dream they had last night. They grow taller day by day, as if racing,
as if waiting for me to give them a thumbs—up. I squat down to cheer them on, and

they blush and shoot up another inch.
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The watering can is my trumpet. Fill it with water and lift it high, and the
water comes out tinkling, like rain, like singing. The seedlings stretch their mouths
to catch the drops, catch one, laugh once. The earth takes a drink and darkens a

shade, then tells me: they are all growing well, all growing well.

Once a cucumber vine climbed halfway up the fence, and sparrows perched on it for
a meeting, debating which melon blossom was the yellowest. I stood on tiptoe to
listen, and they flew off laughing, scattering their laughter all over the leaves of

the seedlings.

Grandpa stands at the edge of the plot smiling, hands behind his back, doing
nothing. He neither waters nor sows; he only watches me water, and his smile is
fuller than the harvest of autumn. He says, the garden sang today. 1 ask, how do you
know? He points at the fence, at the seedlings, and at the glittering drops in the

air.

I put my ear close to the soil. Truly, there are sounds below: roots stretching,
buds turning over, a little insect hurrying along. The little vegetable garden sings
every day, singing spring into summer, singing seeds into vegetables, singing my

childhood into one big lush green field.

The sun goes down. I put the watering can back in its old place, and the fence
drags long shadows on the ground. I wave to the garden: tomorrow morning, I will come

a little earlier to hear you sing.
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