Miracle Grow.
By Stephanie Keogh.
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It was hard to hold back the tears as they filled in the grave. The dust swirled around the graveyard as they brushed the dry soil onto the top of the mound and patted it down. A biting wind tore through the crosses, some names forever lost due to the constant dry stones battering their faces. My grandmother’s words still echoing in my ears as I laid her own daughter, my mother, to rest beside her. “In my day these were green fields”, or, “We used to play here, they have ruined this place, it will take a miracle to fix this”. It would take a miracle, I thought, as I shook yet another hand and accepted the well wishes of many more people, some of which I hardly knew.

That was six weeks ago and I was amazed to receive a letter from a solicitor telling me of my mother’s will. What could she have left me? There had been nothing in Ireland worth inheriting for the last 20 years. The climate change had seen to that. First the lengthening winters followed by the hot summers turned the country upside down. Crops were not able to withstand the freezing temperatures and many, even the sturdy potato, had failed year in year out. The grass had died and that which had been collected had rotted in the plastic in the hot summers that followed.
Everything we eat now is rationed. Most of it is tinned produce that has been sent to Ireland from other countries that have not been as adversely affected as Ireland. Russia now sends most of our foodstuffs as they were used to the harsh winters hundreds of years before us. All things come at a price though and we pay dearly for what we get. Houses have gone back to lighting fires to keep warm and the population falls into two general categories. Poor and Ill. 

My mother was both of these, so the idea of an inheritance of laughable.

The names of the offices were mostly painted over but I spied the solicitor’s plaque on the wall just above a row of bells. C. Bradley Solicitor was written in black copperplate on the tarnished brass. The door buzzed open and I headed up the narrow staircase as directed by the signs. I wasn’t the first to arrive, so I took one of the chairs that had been set out and waited. 

The reading was short and sweet; a few pieces of jewellery, paintings and keepsakes were distributed one by one. I received the remainder of the estate; 200 euro and a small folded brown envelope. “To be opened in private” was written in my mother’s handwriting on the flap. I thanked the solicitor and headed home, intrigued by the mysterious brown envelope. 
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I pushed open the door to my small house, noting the peeling paint and the floorboards that I hadn’t been able to fix after the heavy rains had flooded us last year. Maybe I could use the money for some repairs. I turned on the kettle and lowered myself into the chair beside the fire. I laid my hand over my swollen belly and felt a firm kick. “Not long now”, I thought as I turned the enveloped over. There was a slightly musty smell on the envelope which reminded me of granny’s house and as I read the writing on the front I realised that it wasn’t my mothers writing after all, but grannies. In wonder I peeled back the hardened Sellotape that covered the flap and I opened the envelope. 
A small piece of paper with what looked like instructions was the first thing that I noticed, and then a sweet paper wrapped tightly around something. I placed the paper on to a plate and slowly opened it, twist by twist. Small, dried teardrop shaped seeds were inside. They had no smell and I had no idea what they were. The instructions had been cut out of a newspaper, and were faded, but still legible. They involved the planting of seeds, watering and harvesting. I laughed at the irony, in this climate. What a let-down, if only the generations before us had known. I was about to chuck the seeds into the grate when a niggling thought came to me. Maybe, they did know, and we just didn’t listen to them until now. After all, they had fresh fruit and veg and trees and grass where their children could play and run. Today we had a barren landscape where nothing flourished. Even the graves, I thought sadly, were just dry soil; not a flower or a plant in sight.
I re-twisted the paper around the seeds and popped them back into their envelope.“Don’t ever underestimate the power of a single being,” was one of Granny and my mother’s favourite sayings.

Hours became days, and days became weeks before I remembered the tiny seeds. Why not give it a try, I thought, just for a laugh. I had been collecting water in a jar as the steam cooled and dripped from the bottom of the presses as I cooked, and I had about half of a jar of water saved. I mixed some dry soil, an old saved tea bag and a few drops of water in an egg cup, and added a seed. I continued this process until I had six bright red egg cups planted and placed on the window sill. I had to be sparing with the water because I could only collect a few drops per day, but I kept them moist and I waited and waited. All the time my own little seed was flourishing inside me, getting bigger and bigger. I knew that when the baby was born I wouldn’t have time for such nonsense, but I kept on anyhow.
My husband and I had collected the things we thought we would need for a baby, and on a cold November morning, she was born. We returned home from the hospital and put the baby in her Moses’ basket beside the fire. I went to open some tins of food to heat up, and glanced at the egg cups on the window sill. Six tiny shoots greeted me, each with two leaves trying to open. I didn’t realise I was crying until I saw my tears splashing on to the table. It was a message from my mother, and her mother before her. The power of a single being. We could all rebuild the land; bit by bit, step by step.

I let my tears trickle into the egg cups, not wanting to waste anything. The plants continued to grow, and a few days later, we discovered that they were apple trees.
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Four of the plants survived, and word soon got out of what we had achieved.

Neighbours came with saved water and soon the plants were transferred into pots, and then into a shady spot beside the local school. The children and the whole community started to look after the trees, and moss and grass started to spring up in the shade created by its leaves. Our daughter now attends the school, and is proud to tell the story of how we are trying to gain back the land and make things grow. Oh, and by the way… we named her Pip.
