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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,
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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.

The watering can is my trumpet. Fill it with water and 1ift 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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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
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
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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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One Day in the Garden

Before the sky is fully bright, the first bird call lands on the fence, and the
day of the little garden begins. The fence wakes first; it did not sleep all night,
counting the stars as they left the stage. Dewdrops line up on the leaves of the

seedlings, waiting for the sun to pin on them shiny medals.

Grandfather walks over carrying the watering can, his straw hat hung on the
tallest bamboo of the fence, like a second sun rising. The can tilts, and water drops
jump down in line: one for the beans, one for the cabbages, one for the tiny seedling
just out of the soil, still wearing its cap, not yet awake. The seedling takes a

drink, stretches once, and its leaf opens an inch wider.

It is morning exercise time. When wind blows, seedlings all over the garden
exercise together: raise the left hand, raise the right hand, bend over, stand
straight again. The fence beats the time beside them, rustle, rustle. Only the old
pumpkin skips exercise, snoring on its vine, dreaming that it has grown another round
fatter.

The sun climbs and the garden grows quiet. A butterfly comes on patrol, lands on
a cucumber blossom, takes a sniff, nods with satisfaction and flies off. Ants march
in a long line through a gap of the fence to visit, agreeing that no one may pick a
flower and no one may step on a seedling. The seedlings stand bolt upright, like good

students waiting to be praised.

In the afternoon comes a sudden rain. The fence straightens its back to shelter
the shorter seedlings; the watering can stands by the door watching the show, a
little disappointed, for today the rain is not its turn to make. When the rain stops,
every seedling has taken a bath, green and shining, and even the mud gives off a good

smell.

At dusk grandfather comes to collect the can and takes the garden roll call along

the way. He reads a name, and a vegetable shakes its leaves in answer. When he comes
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to the fence, the wind rustles for it, and grandfather laughs too, his laughter

hanging on the rim of the straw hat, swinging all the way home.

Night falls, and the garden lights its own lamps: fireflies patrol with little
lanterns, checking how many inches the beans have climbed and whether the seedlings
are dreaming. The fence still stands, its shadow merged with the dark. A star leans
down to look and asks whether the garden is asleep. The garden says, almost, let me

first write down all the joy of today.

What it writes down is this: the watering can sang once, the seedlings exercised
once, the fence stood guard the whole day, grandfather laughed three times, and a
sparrow stole a drink of rainwater and was chased away. This is how a day of the
little garden passes, plain and happy, like a short poem that cannot be finished;

tomorrow when the sun comes out, we start reading it again from the beginning.
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