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“It’ll work out, don't worry. In 
the meantime, does this sauce have 
enough salt?”

Two hours later, my family was 
happily munching on Ammamma’s 
first-ever attempt at pizza. She stood 
smirking in the corner. When I looked 
over, she winked.
 
On another particularly frustrating 
day, my mom and I just argued about 
me going back to college during the 
pandemic. I spent the day moping in 
my room, annoyed at the fact that 
COVID-19 happened, that other peo-
ple I knew were going back to school, 
that it was cloudy outside, that the 
next door neighbor decided today 
was the day that he would play the 
piano (very loudly) for hours on end. 
Ammamma’s project was to plant 
some zucchini and eggplant seeds in 
the garden. I pouted upstairs alone in 
my room. I heard laughter outside my 
window and felt my eyes tear up. The 
bond between my mom and grandma 
was so strong and close. The laugh-
ter stops and I hear Ammamma’s 
voice. 

“Mallikaaaa, dhaa (come).” 

“I’m good.” 

“Dhaaaaaa. Now!” Ammamma says, 
still playful.

I slug outside and stop in surprise. 
Last time I came out here, there were 
a few plants and maybe a couple of 
weeds. Now, there were four beds 
worth of vegetables, greens and 

herbs. Every pot was overflowing 
with leaves. My mom is watering 
plants on the opposite end of the 
garden. I walk over to Ammamma.
 

“What happened? What’s wrong?” 
she asks.

I shrug and look down at the plants. 
I’m not really sure how to put my feel-
ings into words. 

She crouches back down to tending 
the plants. 

“The best way to water zucchinis is 
to touch the soil and make sure it’s 
not too damp. If you press on it and 
liquid pools to the surface, you have 
over-watered. So skip watering for 
the next day.” 

We move from the zucchinis to the 
eggplants. 

“Eggplants are delicate. Make sure 
to very gently tug on them once they 
are ripe. Here, try with this one.” I 
pull on the shiny deep purple vege-
table and it easily falls into my hand.  
I reach my hand to grab another 
eggplant.

“Not that one yet, it still needs a few 
more days.” I look up to see my mom 
standing there. She smiles as she 
crouches next to me to examine the 
other eggplants.

“See, even though everything seems 
to be wrong right now, these vegeta-
bles still grow!” Ammamma exclaims 
as she drags me and my mom over to 
the radishes.

---

Yes, my mom and I won’t always 
agree. Yes, I may have missed out 
on college due to a pandemic, but 
throughout it all, those vegetables 
kept growing. New zucchinis and 
eggplants were popping up everyday 
while the world was stagnant. 

And my grandma helped me realize 
that. How to make the most out of a 
situation that was out of my control. 
How to let go of this notion that I 
needed to be in control of my life. She 
navigates this world, accepting its 
ambiguity and chaos. 

A year later, at least for the United 
States, we are coming into a new 
normalcy. My grandma is visiting my 
uncles in different states. I went back 
to school for the spring semester. Yet 
still, when I visit home and look out 
that bedroom window, I see my mom 
tending to the tomatoes, the zucchi-
nis and the eggplants. A new addition 
is the mint leaves overflowing from 
the corners of the beds. Now, rather 
than Ammamma, my dad is out there 
with her. And, despite the changes 
in circumstances from last and this 
summer, the plants came back, still 
growing — regardless of a situation 
that was out of control. Just as Am-
mamma said. 

New zucchinis and 
eggplants were 

popping up everyday 
while the world was 

stagnant. 
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