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The Moment the Radish Came Out of the Soil

May 18, 2026, Monday, sunny.

After school today, Grandpa stood at the edge of the bed and waved me over: they
are ready to pull. I dropped my schoolbag and ran. The leaves of my radishes had
grown into big tufts, rustling in the wind, but what the radishes looked like under
the soil I had no idea. Grandpa said the radish grows in hiding; the harvest only

counts once it is pulled out.

Grandpa taught me: do not yank the leaves, or the leaves will break and the
radish stays below. Grip the leaves low, near the root, sit your body back, shake
twice to loosen the soil, then pull slowly. I gripped the first one, shook it twice,
and lifted with my wrist. The soil cracked open, a white radish showed its head, and
one more 1ift brought the whole thing out, carrying a scoop of soil, white and clean,
a few thin whiskers on its tail. I held it up and shouted, my voice changing. On the
second one I pulled crooked and the radish snapped halfway in the soil. I froze.

Grandpa dug it out with the small hoe and said: a crooked one is still good to eat,
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just not pretty; next year your hands will know to stay straight.

After pulling, Grandpa made me water. The harvested bed needs one watering, he
said; it is called resting the soil. The soil is tired too — it gave up so many
vegetables and must drink its fill. I carried the bucket and poured ladle by ladle.
The watered ground turned dark and the dry ground stayed pale, so the bed looked like
a chessboard pieced together. After watering, an earthy smell rose from the garden,

and it smelled good.

At night Grandma washed the radishes, cut them into rolling chunks, and stewed a
pot of radish soup, milky white. I drank two bowls and ate until my belly was round.
The radishes I grew myself taste sweet with a little spice, different from the ones
bought at the market. Grandpa drank a bowl too and said: your bed is even neater than

mine. My ears went hot.

In my diary I wrote: from turning the soil on April 4 to today, forty—four days.
Turning the soil was the hardest work, thinning the hardest on the heart, pulling
radishes the most joyful. I learned all three skills Grandpa taught, plus one he did
not teach: waiting. For the next bed I plan carrots. Carrots hide even deeper than

radishes. I will wait.

www. vv99. net



