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种子不着急，我也不着急了

初一的暑假，爷爷分给我半畦地，让我自己种一茬黄瓜。我兴奋极了，觉得自己能干出一番

大事。结果第一个星期，我就差点放弃。这半畦地，给我上了初中以来最重要的一堂课。

播种那天，爷爷教我挖穴、点种、覆土、浇水，一步都不许省。我照做了，然后开始了我的

工程：每隔两个小时，我就跑到畦边看一眼，恨不得把土扒开，看看种子是不是已经发芽。第三

天我实在忍不住，偷偷扒开一处土，看见种子还是那颗种子，白白地躺在那里，一点动静也没有。

我跑去问爷爷，是不是种子死了。爷爷说，它没死，它在生根。根先往下走，芽才敢往上长。你

扒开它的土，就是打断它的功课。

那句话我愣了很久。原来安静不等于什么都没发生，地底下的事，眼睛看不见，却在最要紧

的地方进行。我学会了等待：每天浇一次水，站在畦边看一会儿，然后走开，不再扒土。第七天

早上，土拱起一个个小裂口，嫩芽顶着种壳钻出来，像举着一面面小旗。那一刻我明白了，等待

不是空白，等待本身是生长的一部分。

接下来的日子是除草和浇水。这两件事没有一件是新鲜的，天天做，样样重复。草割了又长，比

割得还快；水浇了又干，太阳一晒土就发白。有一阵我心烦，问爷爷，天天干这些，什么时候是

个头。爷爷蹲在畦边，头也不抬：菜不看你干了多久，菜看你干没干。地最诚实，糊弄它一次，

它还你一畦蔫苗。我哑口无言。我们写作业、背单词，不也总想抄近道吗？可土地早就把答案写

明白了：重复不是原地踏步，重复是扎根。

立秋过后，黄瓜开始挂果。第一根黄瓜是爷爷帮我摘的，顶花带刺，绿得发亮。他递给我，

说，从播种到今天，六十八天，你自己算算。我捧着那根黄瓜，忽然不敢嫌它轻了。六十八天里，

我扒过一次土、烦过两回、浇过六十八次水、除过不知多少草，最后才换来手里这一根。收获原

来是一封迟到的信，信里写的，全是前面那些不起眼的日子。

开学后，我把这半畦地的道理用到了学习上。背不下来的单词，我不再当天骂自己笨，我想

它可能在生根；月考没考好，我不再掀桌子，我想我是不是扒了种子的土。耐心不是干等，是照

着规律一天天做；坚持也不是苦熬，是把该做的事做扎实，然后把结果交给时间。

现在遇到特别着急的事，我会想起那个蹲在畦边等发芽的自己。种子不着急，它先把根扎进

黑暗里。我也不着急了，我先把今天该做的事做完。剩下的，土地和时间，自会替我回答。

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.


