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Grandpa Says Seeds Have Their Own Alarm Clock

At home our small yard has a patch of vegetable land, and every spring my grandpa
raises seedlings there. Last March I sowed with him and for the first time watched
closely how flowers and vegetables wake up. He buried seeds of balsam, sunflower, and
a few greens in separate cells of a seedling tray, watered them through, and covered
the tray with film. I squatted beside him and asked whether they would come up
tomorrow. He said seeds have their own alarm clock; when the time comes they get up

by themselves.

For the next two weeks I squatted by that tray almost every day. The balsam broke
the soil first, the greens followed, and only the sunflower cells stayed silent. I

could not help poking the soil with a toothpick to see whether the seeds had rotted.
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Grandpa pushed my hand away. He has grown flowers for fifty years, he said, and the
worst habit is digging them up to check every day: a seed just about to push through
is ruined by one poke. The sunflowers, a week late, sprouted at last, then grew like

mad and filled the whole yard with bloom in autumn.

Those days my English lived under constant urging. After dinner my mother quizzed
me every night: have you recited the text of Unit One, how many dictation words did
you get right. The more I was rushed, the less I could remember. Standing in the
living room my mind went blank, and then came another round of anxious scolding. 1
began to believe I had no gift for language, that others could recite after two

readings while I still stumbled after ten.

Watching Grandpa raise seedlings pulled me out of that doubt. The sunflowers were
not refusing to rise; they were rising on their own time. Being quizzed every day was
like being dug up every day, shaking apart memory that had just begun to sprout. 1
talked it over with my mother, and we changed the plan: I would read quietly for
fifteen minutes each day and recite to her on weekends only. The first two weekends 1
was still slow. On the third weekend I recited a whole text without a gap. In the

final exam English gave me my best score since junior high began.

Now I often think that anxiety is a hidden kind of destruction. On the surface it
looks like care, but underneath it is distrust: distrust that seeds will wake
themselves, distrust that you are growing every day. Flowers opening in turn is not a
flaw but the order of nature; forcing someone else calendar onto your own head is

what truly makes you miss your season.

I have set three rules for the days ahead. One, stop interrogating myself every
night about why I am still not good enough, and instead write one line before sleep
about what I did today. Two, keep reading English fifteen minutes daily, spreading
the effort thin instead of piling it up before exams. Three, whenever I cannot help
comparing, think of that tray of late sunflowers. I copied Grandpa words above my
desk: seeds have their own alarm clock, and my job is only to sow, water, and wait

for the time to come.
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