The workers left in the parking lot grumbled and shuffled around. 
A van was coming.  BENJAMIN’S GARDENING was printed on the side. 
And my grandfather (Abuelo) is a fine gardener, though he doesn’t know English yet. 

Ben pulled open the back door, threw the bag of lunch Mama had packed, and hurried his grandfather into the van ahead of him. 

“I need you to weed this bank,” Ben told Abuelo.  

He yanked off his Lakers cap and slammed it against the van. 

Francisco’s grandfather and Ben looked at each other and words seemed to pass between them, though there were no words. 

There’d be extra food tonight, maybe chorizos.  

The important things your grandfather already knows.  

Now there was more sadness than anger in Abuelo’s voice.  
