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The Seed Is Not in a Hurry, and Neither Am I

In the summer vacation of the first year of middle school, grandfather gave me
half a bed of land to grow a crop of cucumbers by myself. I was thrilled, convinced I
could accomplish something great. As a result, in the first week I almost gave up.

That half bed gave me the most important lesson since entering middle school.

On sowing day, grandfather taught me to dig the hole, drop the seed, cover the
soil, and water, not allowing a single step to be skipped. I obeyed, and then began

my project: every two hours I ran to the edge of the bed for a glance, itching to dig
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open the soil and see whether the seed had sprouted. On the third day I could not
resist; I secretly dug open one spot and saw the seed still the same seed, lying
there white, without a sign of movement. I ran to ask grandfather whether the seed
had died. He said, it is not dead, it is growing roots. The root goes down first, so
that the sprout may dare to go up. When you dig open its soil, you interrupt its

homework.

That sentence stunned me for a long while. So silence does not mean nothing is
happening; what happens underground is invisible to the eye, yet takes place at the
most critical place. I learned to wait: water once a day, stand by the bed for a
moment, then walk away without digging. On the morning of the seventh day, the soil
arched into little cracks, and tender sprouts pushed out wearing their seed shells,
like raising tiny flags. In that moment I understood: waiting is not emptiness;

waiting itself is part of growing.

The days that followed were weeding and watering. Neither was ever new; done
daily, all of it repetition. Cut the grass and it grows back, faster than you cut;
water the soil and it dries, whitening under the sun. For a while I grew irritated
and asked grandfather, doing this every day, when will it end. He squatted by the
bed, head down: the vegetables do not watch how long you work, they watch whether you
work. The land is the most honest thing; cheat it once, and it pays you back with a
bed of wilted seedlings. I was speechless. With homework and vocabulary, do we not
always look for shortcuts? But the land had long written out the answer: repetition

is not standing still; repetition is taking root.

After the start of autumn, cucumbers began to hang. Grandfather picked the first
one for me, flower still on its tip, spiny, green and shining. He handed it to me and
said, from sowing to today, sixty—eight days, do the math yourself. Holding that
cucumber, I suddenly dared not call it light. In sixty—eight days I had dug open the
soil once, lost patience twice, watered sixty—eight times, pulled who knows how many
weeds, and only then exchanged all that for this one piece in my hand. Harvest, it
turns out, is a belated letter, and what it writes is all those unremarkable days

before.

After school reopened, I applied the lessons of that half bed to my studies. For
words I cannot memorize, I no longer call myself stupid the same day; I think it may
be growing roots. For a bad monthly exam, I no longer flip the table; I wonder
whether I dug open the soil of the seed. Patience is not idling; it is doing things
day by day according to the pattern. Persistence is not enduring bitterly; it is

doing what must be done solidly, then handing the result over to time.

Now when I meet something that makes me especially anxious, I think of myself

squatting by the bed waiting for the sprout. The seed is not in a hurry; it first
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sends its roots down into the dark. I am not in a hurry either; I first finish what

should be done today. As for the rest, the land and time will answer for me.
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