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一畦萝卜教给我的事

白露那天，爷爷带我种下一畦萝卜。他说，萝卜这个东西，会教你认识时间。我把这句话记

在心里，陪它走了九十天。现在那畦萝卜收完了，我也把九十天的课抄成了这篇心得。

第一个十天，地里什么也看不见。种子埋进两指深的土里，像寄出了一封没有回音的信。我

每天去看，畦面平得像什么都没发生。爷爷说，别急，它在下面忙呢。根这个东西，天生不爱抛

头露面，它先把地下部分搭好，才肯把叶子举上天。

第二个十天，芽出来了，却瘦得让人担心。三片真叶，风一吹就晃，草比它先精神。这十天

我干得最多：间苗，把挤在一起的弱苗移走，狠下心拔；除草，蹲着，一棵一棵从根边把草起出

来；浇水，傍晚一瓢，顺着沟走。我问爷爷，它长这么慢，值得我天天来吗。爷爷说，你现在的

每一天，都长在它看不见的地方。

第五十天我数过，从出苗到第五十天，那畦萝卜总共才长高两指。平台期，用我自己的话说。那

段时间我几乎对它失去信心，作业一多，两天没去。爷爷照旧每天去，背着手，绕畦一圈，浇两

瓢水，像完成一个仪式。我当时想，这有什么意义呢。现在我知道，意义正在形成。

第七十天前后，萝卜忽然开始疯长。叶子铺开了，遮住了畦面，地下的萝卜把土顶出细缝，

露出一点白生生的肩膀。那二十天，它像把前面五十天攒的话一口气说完。我傻眼了：原来它不

是没长，它一直在长，只是先往下，后往上。前面五十天的平台，不是停滞，是蓄力。

第九十天，起萝卜。爷爷用锄头松土，我一棵一棵拔。萝卜带出泥，白里透青，掂在手里沉

甸甸。那天中午餐桌上有凉拌萝卜丝、萝卜炖汤、萝卜饼，每一样我都吃了两碗。收获的喜悦里，

我第一次掺进了别的东西：我怀念起那些蹲着除草的傍晚，那些平平无奇、几乎没信心的日子。

原来收获最珍贵的部分，是它证明了你以为白费的日子都没有白费。

这九十天像一张成长曲线图：开头平缓，中间漫长，最后陡峭上扬。我以前总以为努力应该

立刻见效，一天不见效就怀疑方向。可土地演示给我看：真正的生长，大头在看不见的地方完成。

学习也是这样，背过的课文、算错的题，都像萝卜往下扎的根，攒够了，某一天突然就通了。

如今我遇到看不到进步的日子，会想起爷爷背着手绕畦的样子。他不检查萝卜，他只浇水。

他相信时间。我也学着相信：把该做的做完，把平台期熬过去，土下面的白肩膀，总会露出来的。

What a Bed of Radishes Taught Me

On the day of White Dew, grandfather took me to sow a bed of radishes. He said,

the radish is a thing that will teach you to know time. I kept that sentence in my

heart and walked ninety days with it. Now the bed has been harvested, and I have

copied those ninety days of lessons into this reflection.

In the first ten days, nothing was visible in the field. The seeds were buried

two fingers deep in the soil, like letters mailed without reply. I went to look every

day; the surface of the bed lay as flat as if nothing had happened. Grandfather said,
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do not worry, it is busy below. The root, by nature, hates showing its face in

public; it first builds the underground part before it consents to lift its leaves to

the sky.

In the second ten days the sprouts came up, thin enough to worry anyone. Three

true leaves, swaying at a breath of wind, with the weeds looking perkier than they

did. In those ten days I worked the most: thinning the seedlings, moving away the

weak  ones  crowded  together,  pulling  them  out  with  a  hardened  heart;  weeding,

squatting, lifting each weed out from beside the roots; watering, one ladle at dusk,

along the furrow. I asked grandfather, it grows so slowly, am I worth coming every

day. He said, every one of your days now is growing into places of it that cannot be

seen.

I counted to the fiftieth day: from sprouting to the fiftieth day, that bed of

radishes had grown only two fingers taller. A plateau, in my own words. During that

stretch I almost lost faith in it; with homework piling up, I stayed away for two

days. Grandfather went every day as usual, hands behind his back, one round of the

bed, two ladles of water, like completing a ritual. I thought then, what is the use.

Now I know the use was forming.

Around the seventieth day, the radishes suddenly began to grow wildly. The leaves

spread out and covered the bed; underground the radishes pushed fine cracks in the

soil, showing a white shoulder. In those twenty days it seemed to say at one breath

all the words saved up in the previous fifty. I was dumbfounded: so it had not failed

to grow; it had been growing all along, only downward first, then upward. The plateau

of the first fifty days was not stagnation; it was stored force.

On the ninetieth day came the harvest. Grandfather loosened the soil with the

hoe, and I pulled the radishes one by one. They came up trailing mud, white tinged

with green, heavy in the hand. At noon that day the table had shredded radish salad,

radish soup, and radish cakes, and I ate two bowls of every one. In the joy of

harvest, something else mixed in for the first time: I found myself missing those

evenings squatting among the weeds, those plain days almost without confidence. So

the most precious part of a harvest is that it proves none of the days you thought

wasted were wasted.

Those ninety days are like a growth curve: a gentle start, a long middle, a steep

climb at the end. I used to think effort should show results at once, and if one day

showed none I doubted the direction. But the land demonstrated to me: real growth

completes the bulk of itself where it cannot be seen. Learning is the same; the texts

recited, the problems worked wrongly, are all like the radish roots driving down;

once enough is saved, one day everything suddenly makes sense.

Now when I meet days on which no progress is visible, I think of grandfather
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walking his round of the bed with hands behind his back. He does not inspect the

radish; he only waters. He trusts time. I am learning to trust it too: finish what

must be done, endure the plateau, and the white shoulder under the soil will show

itself in the end.


