AXF, FIXEESEFFK

FRNT, RAFERBAEINTK. $817K, FEOBEUR, A TR OA Sl S R i, 4
KA, AR el kA 2 K

YRR RS, BT Fat k. KRB MLy BIRBEE K, RASETER, T4k
WA AL L, MR ikt AbE—BE MU L] —ARAT AR, ATk, AT,
ORI T sE, ZMEIRIGIRE ALK Beb R, T8 Eiile, fefeRaEBn. mEm
K HHLAE, M BEEE R RRERK, BB ST IR B A A

R REE N, BT LR 7o b ERRAER 7%, BBEIRE. BOA, SKmh
A K, Al AR P BRI R A2 HE K 11, ZKETAE BeAEAME o At — B 1 Sk R,
RREE N TAWREEMAREA. REEmE, PSR 7R, RAER T, Tolaek
Pe itk B LR .

N, ERERRT . ARARYEREIARS A, JEATEJOE I, RO k. Pl
W% ADE TR R AL 2, WA LR, TR0, BERERITET. R,
DHEHT - Fo FHEUE, TUFRACF TH, BE. SR, W, M LR )
Kk, T BRI

DUEBRAEI L, 5 A B, /RAE ARG L BRI 3, SIS, R AR
SR, AURRRMEEAK, BEBXT. PR H a2 XHEIR R BT AR IEA T, Al
T —IEF RN E IR R, WFEFRRL, Bt —KFEANH 7, Ffatim BT .

Those Hands Raised This Ridge of Vegetables

I could recognize the hands of Grandpa with my eyes closed. Big knuckles, deep
creases across the palms, a hard callus on the web of his right hand worn by the hoe,
and in winter the cracks opened up, so he broke off a stub of candle and rubbed the

wax into the splits.

Around the time of the spring term, those hands grew busy early transplanting
seedlings. The evening before, he soaked the seedbed with water; before dawn he
lifted the seedlings, his fingers closing around the neck of a plant and pulling it
up with a tuft of soil on the roots. In an empty ridge he poked holes with a bamboo
stick, his left hand offering the seedling, his right hand filling in soil, his
fingertips pressing it firm, moving faster than my eyes could follow. When he
finished he straightened up, his hand backs covered with mud, his finger seams black.
The seedlings stood in neat rows in the ridge, morning dew hanging on their leaves,

bead by bead, shining in the rising sun.

One summer the rain fell for days on end, and those hands woke in the middle of

the night. He put on his raincoat and went to the garden, and I followed. The rain

www. vv99. net



was heavy, water pooled in the ridges, and he crouched at the edge to dig a drain in
the furrow with a spade, the water swirling out. Trip after trip he pulled out the
waterlogged cabbages and set them under the fence for a while, his hands whitened in
the rain. By dawn the rain stopped, most of that ridge was saved, and he sat under

the eaves, the palms marked where mud had pressed into the cracks.

When winter came the ridges rested. He sat by the stove warming himself, holding
those hands into the firelight, the cracks showing line after line. Grandma wrapped
them for him with strips of white cloth. He turned his hands over and over, saying
they crack whether idle or working, and crack their way into spring. Those words
moved something in me. After spring came, those hands indeed went back to the soil:
turning earth, sowing seeds, thinning seedlings, and a ridge of green cabbage grew up

inch by inch from the ground, dew hanging on its leaves every night.

Now I live in town, hurrying to school in the morning, and sometimes at a
breakfast stall I see a dish of stir-fried green cabbage, its green very neat. I
think of that ridge, of the pre—dawn dew, of those hands. Ordinary days are raised
like this: no one says the word love, yet those hands carried a ridge of vegetables
from seedling to leaf, from spring to winter, and steadied the days of a whole family
onto the table.
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