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The Slow of Grandfather Is a Kind of Fast

Since childhood I have had one flaw: I start fast and finish fast too. I enrolled
in five hobby classes, and the longest I lasted was three months. Everyone called me
a three—minute enthusiasm kind of person, and I admitted it myself. It was not until
the summer vacation of the second year of middle school, when I stayed a month in
grandfather of the garden, that I first understood another way of living — the

slowness of grandfather.

Grandfather grows vegetables so slowly it makes people anxious. Before sowing he
plows the land twice, composts fertilizer over a whole winter, and watches the

weather for three days. I urge him, plant early and harvest early. He does not
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answer, only crumbles the clods and sets the seeds evenly, one by one. After sowing,
he walks one round of the bed every morning and evening, watching the color of the
soil and the doings of the sprouts, never digging with his hands. The way he waits
for germination is like waiting for a trusted friend to keep an appointment: sure,

unhurried.

Weeding and watering are the most unobtrusive parts of his day. When weeding he
does not yank out the big grass by the roots; he cuts off the leaves above and leaves
the roots in the soil to rot slowly into fertility. He does not flood the beds: he
pours ladle by ladle along the furrows. I ask why so much fuss, and he says, the land
is to be farmed for a lifetime; one must not cheat it for the sake of speed. His face
shows nothing while he works, as natural as breathing. In a whole month he missed not

one day, and never labored as if working overtime. Slow, but never stopping.

At the end of September, that bed of cabbages yielded three baskets. A neighbor
came to help carry them, teasing, brother, your vegetables grow tidier than anyone of
the village. Grandfather smokes and smiles without answering. Watching from the side,
my heart shook: he had not missed a single farming season. Plowing, sowing, thinning,
top—dressing, every step half a pace ahead of others, only those half paces were
hidden where no one sees. His slowness is not dullness; it is spending strength where
others cannot see. His speed makes no noise either; when the time comes, everything

simply arrives.

That night I thought for a long time, thinking of my abandoned hobby classes.
Each time I left at the slowest, most repetitive stage — the scales in piano
practice, the lines in sketching, the wall in long-distance running. I had taken
those for obstacles on the road to fun; it turns out those are the fun itself, just
as the weeding and watering of grandfather are not the price of farming — farming is
weeding and watering. A person who wants to skip the process and claim the harvest

directly will also be skipped by the harvest.

This term I enrolled in guitar again, making three rules with myself: during the
three ugliest months, no quitting. Now is exactly the three ugliest months; my
fingers ache, the tunes break to pieces, yet I practice forty minutes every day, like
grandfather walking his round of the bed. I do not urge myself; I know the roots
travel below first. Someday when I play a whole piece, it will not have happened
overnight; it will have been saved up forty minutes at a time. The slowness of
grandfather is a kind of fast, because it dismantles fastness into every single day,

hidden in a place no one can take away.
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