
PLANT 

 

The man dropped his shovel. He picked it up. The soil was harder than he had 

expected. He dropped the shovel again. 

He looked at the stalk. It seemed to have bent down a little more than that morning. 

He hurried over and tried to pick up the pitcher in which the stalk had grown. He couldn’t. So 

he tried to moved it with his foot towards the hole, or more exactly where the hole would be. 

He tried to pick up the shovel once more. It kept evading him. His shower of sweat didn’t 

help. 

He stomped. He groaned. He stepped back and he bumped into the woman. She 

staggered, and dropped the kettle she was carrying. The little water inside poured out and 

quickly escaped into the cracks in the ground. 

The woman lied down and started crying. The man, flustered, kneeled down next to 

her. He patted her head with his wrist but she shook it away and turned on her side. He patted 

her back, and he received a kick. 

That did it. The man stood up, and shouted incoherent sounds. He started stomping 

again, even harder than before, and soon it turned into jumping. He couldn’t keep it up long 

though. He lost balance, his arms flailing. He reached for the fence but it was too weak and 

collapsed with him. 

The man burst into tears. He rolled on the ground, kicking. Next to him, the woman 

cried harder, wailed louder. 

The competition went on until they both realised their throats had gone dry. They 

turned over, and crawled towards the kettle. There was still some water left. The man turned 



it up right. The woman held the handle in her mouth and lifted it over the man’s head. She 

poured a few drops of water into his mouth, then they switched. 

They poured the rest of the water on the stalk. 

After that, they lied down on either side of the pitcher. They looked into each other’s 

eyes. They laughed. They laughed uncontrollably, their faces drenched in tear and snot and 

sweat. 

And they fell asleep. 

In their sleep, they curled up around the pitcher. 


