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Morning at the Edge of the Ridge

That weekend I got up early. The fog had not lifted, and Grandpa had already
carried the bucket toward the garden. I followed behind, and my trouser cuffs were

soon wet from the grass along the path.

The ridges took shape in the fog, one after another, the fence at their edges
dripping. Up close, the cabbage leaves wore a layer of dew so thick there was no
space between the drops. I touched one, and the cold of the whole night came up
through my fingertip. Grandpa said the dew falls during the night without making a
fuss, and the vegetables drink their fill. He put his hand into the soil of the
furrow, held it there a moment, pulled it out and looked at his fingers, saying there
was no need to water this morning, the soil was still damp. I had thought he rose
this early to water; instead he walked around the ridge with his hands behind his

back, straightened the fallen seedlings, and pinched off one yellow leaf.

In the fog his hands looked even clearer. Thick fingers, soil color under the

nails that washing never removes, red scratches across the backs of his hands laid
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one over another. He gripped an outer leaf of a cabbage heart and broke it off with
the slightest twist; he took a handful of soil, squeezed it and let go, and when it
fell apart in clumps he nodded. Those hands had dealt with soil for forty years, and

whatever the soil said, they understood.

After the sun burned the fog open, the dew in the ridges began to shine, and the
cabbages looked cleanly green. Grandpa crouched at the head of the ridge pulling
weeds, his shadow stretched slantwise across the plants. I crouched beside him and
learned to pull, the roots coming up with a little plug of wet soil. He glanced at
it, said neither good nor bad, and only knocked the root of the weed in his hand

clean against the edge of the ridge.

On the bus back to town I fell asleep and woke to buildings outside the window.
Those days homework weighed people down, and after evening study I only wanted to sit
blankly. But the moment I closed my eyes there was that ridge of cabbage, dew hanging
on the leaves, the hand of Grandpa sunk into the soil. Strangely, my heart settled. A
ridge of vegetables grows a little each night; hurry is no use; put your hands in the
soil and things find their beginning. That morning Grandpa and I exchanged hardly any
words, yet he left me a ridge of cabbage wearing its dew, and I have carried it with

me ever since.

www. vv99. net



