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Dew Falls on the Green Cabbage Leaves

Before the sky brightened, Grandpa was already standing at the edge of the
cabbage ridge. I followed him out, and the stone slabs under my straw sandals were

wet.

The ridge of green cabbage had been planted not long ago, its leaves spread out
layer by layer, a deep, fresh green. Dew gathered into round beads on the leaves,
rolled to the center and spread out again, and when the leaf tips could not hold it,
the drops fell into the soil almost without a sound. The whole ridge looked freshly
washed, or as if it had woken during the night and drunk water. Grandpa squatted
down, slid his fingers under the leaves, and pinched off the yellowed ones into the
basket. His hands had a great deal of work to do: pinching leaves, catching insects,

loosening soil, one thing after another, never hurried.

It was the first time I looked closely at the hands of Grandpa. The tendons on
the backs of his hands stood out, the knuckles were thick, and the cracks across his
finger tips and the web of his thumb ran line after line, some packed with soil, some
covered with old bandage tape. Yet those hands were gentle with tender leaves: the

nail slid under the leaf stem and lifted, and the leaf came away without hurting the

www. vv99. net



heart of the plant. He put his hand into the furrow to test the soil, rubbed a pinch
of it between his fingers, and said it was time to water. Those hands had held
seedlings, pulled weeds, gripped the handle of a hoe, and when I was small, they had

also cupped my face.

When the sun rose, the dew shrank little by little, and the cabbages in the ridge
swayed softly. Grandpa straightened up and carried the basket of yellow leaves
outside the fence to rot down into fertilizer. He made no sound while bent over his
work, and no sound while catching his breath upright, as if this ridge of vegetables

could speak for itself and he only had to listen.

Standing at the edge of the ridge, I felt suddenly very calm. Life in the town
rushes: homework piles up, exams come one after another, and my feet never seem to
touch the ground. But this ridge of cabbage is not in a hurry. The dew comes every
night, Grandpa comes every day, and the leaves grow a little each day. The steadiest
life, I realized, is simply to bend down, put your hands into the soil, and like

Grandpa, raise things one day at a time.
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