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Waking the Soil Up

April 4, 2026, Saturday, sunny.

Today Grandpa formally took me on as his apprentice, and the first lesson was
planting radishes. He pointed to a small bed and said: we start here — turning the

soil, sowing the seeds, watering, one by one.

First, turning the soil. The spade stood taller than me when upright. I pressed
the blade into the ground with my foot, and it barely went in; lifting it made my
arms ache. Grandpa took it back, one foot before the other, and the spade went in
deep and steady. One turn, and a few earthworms appeared from underneath, hurrying
back down. Grandpa said: where there are worms, the soil is rich; do not hurt them.
The turned soil was loose, dark brown, in small clumps like unbroken rock candy. He
handed me a small hoe to break the clumps. I worked half a day and rubbed a red mark
on my hand, and some clumps were still big. Grandpa squatted and grabbed a handful,
letting fine soil sift through his fingers with a soft sound: big or small does not

matter; the radish seeds will find their own cracks.
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Then sowing. Grandpa spread the radish seeds on paper, tiny as sand grains,
brownish yellow. With his finger he pressed a shallow furrow two fingers deep,
saying: buried too deep they will not rise, too shallow they dry out; one finger deep
is right. I pinched the seeds and dropped them along the furrow, my hand shaking,
scattering them here and there. Grandpa did not mind; he followed behind me,
separating the seeds that had piled together, saying: seedlings also need room to

live; too crowded and none of them grows well.

Finally, watering. I grabbed the hose to flush the furrow, and Grandpa pressed
the nozzle: too strong a stream will wash the seeds away. He opened the water to the
smallest flow and fed it slowly along the edge of the furrow. The water seeped down
and the soil darkened. He made me squat and look: see, the soil is drinking, and it

stops drinking when it reaches the seeds.

When we finished the sun leaned west. The bed looked flat and empty, with no sign
of the seeds below. I asked when the radishes would come out, and Grandpa said: do
not rush them; they know their own time. In my diary I wrote: the hardest part of
gardening is not the work of the hands but the waiting. I drew this bed in my diary

with an arrow: the seeds are under the soil, and I wait above 1it.

www. vv99. net



