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A Yellow Sea Beyond the Big Bridge

April twelfth, Saturday, sunny.

Last night Mother opened her backpack and packed for a long time: six boiled
eggs, a box of spring rolls, a small blanket, and a bottle filled with water. This
morning Father drew the route on his phone map and said that once we leave the city
and cross the big bridge, there will be a huge field of rapeseed flowers. My little
sister put on her red rain boots for no reason at all, saying she wanted to step in
mud. We left at eight. The bus was half empty, and sister pressed her face against

the window, asking all the way whether we had arrived.

When we got off at the bridge, I let out a wow. The moment the bus stopped,
beyond the embankment was yellow, yellow all the way to the edge of the sky, joining

the white clouds. Father said that was the rapeseed sea. I had seen rapeseed flowers
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before, but never so many blooming at once.

We went down the embankment onto the path in the middle of the field. The
rapeseed stood taller than my waist, and the flowers leaning in from both sides
brushed my shoulders. I studied one flower closely: four petals arranged like a
cross, with a cluster of yellow—green buds crowded at the branch tip. The smell was
thick, a little sweet, and breathing it too long made me want to sneeze. Bees buzzed
beside my ears, and one landed on my arm. I held my breath and did not move, and
after a while it flew away on its own. When the wind passed, the whole field bent in

one direction with a rustling sound, truly like a sea.

Mother spread the blanket under the embankment and our whole family sat down to
eat boiled eggs. Sister chased butterflies, fell twice, did not cry, got up and kept
chasing. Father took more than two hundred photos, most of Mother and sister, only a
few of himself. I lay on the blanket for a while. The sky was very blue and the
clouds moved very slowly. I suddenly thought: Father usually works late and comes

home late, and it had been a long time since our whole family sat together like this.

On the bus home I fell asleep leaning on Father’s shoulder. When I woke up the
sky outside was dark, the yellow flower field had changed into green wheat fields,
and sister was asleep on Mother’s lap, her red boots covered with mud. Father deleted
the blurry photos from his album and sent the best blooming ones to Grandpa in the

village, saying spring is beautiful and he should come see it too.

After I got home I opened my diary and wrote down this day. I want to remember
the yellow of that field for a long time.
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Peach Blossom Valley with Grandmother

March twenty—third, Sunday, cloudy then sunny.

Before it was light outside, I heard sounds from the kitchen. Grandmother had
gotten up early to steam a pot of flower rolls, saying she would take them into the
valley to eat. Father drove us to Peach Blossom Valley in the suburbs, a little over
an hour by car. Grandmother carried a bamboo basket with flower rolls, pickles, and a
thermos of hot porridge. I brought my notebook, planning to copy a few sentences
about peach blossoms from our textbook. Sister wore her new dress with the big

collar.

The mountain path into the valley was lined with peach trees on both sides,
branch against branch, pink clouds hanging overhead. Walking in, I found the ground
covered with a layer of fallen petals, soft under my feet. Peach blossoms are pink
outside and pale inside, with thin red stamens in the middle. The buds at the branch

tips are deep pink, closed tight like little knots.

Grandmother walked in front and suddenly stopped to tell us that when she was a
girl she had come into this valley with her own mother to pick peach blossoms, and
the valley had looked just like this then too. She pointed at a tree hanging with
small green fruits and said the early flowers had already begun to set fruit, and by
May the fruits would grow big. Father said Grandmother remembered better than any

tour guide.

I wanted to break off a branch of peach blossoms to put in a bottle at home, but
Grandmother held me back. She said flowers are prettiest on the tree; once picked

they wilt in half a day, and if everyone broke one branch, the valley would be

www. vv99. net



worthless next year. My face went hot and I lowered my hand. Grandmother picked the

softest flower roll from the basket and handed it to me, and I said thank you.

We ate under a big peach tree. The flower rolls were still hot, and the porridge
was fragrant. When the wind blew, petals landed on the rim of our bowls. Sister

caught one and tucked it behind her ear, asking whether she looked pretty. Everyone
said she did.

On the way down the mountain and home, I picked up many whole fallen flowers and
pressed them between the pages of my notebook as bookmarks. Grandmother walked ahead
while Father told her about my midterm exams, and she kept saying, not bad, not bad.
When I looked back, the whole valley of peach blossoms was wrapped in the evening

mist, the pink slowly turning gray.

Grandmother said that next year when the flowers open, they will come again. 1
wrote this sentence in my diary. I want to come every year, and I want Grandmother to

come every year.
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The White Pear Orchard in the Light Rain

April sixth, Saturday, light rain then cloudy.

When I got up in the morning, rain was still tapping the window, and my heart
sank, thinking the flower outing was canceled. But Father took three raincoats out of
the closet and said a rainy day has its own beauty. Mother poured ginger tea into the
thermos and stuffed two sets of dry clothes into the backpack. We drove to a pear
orchard outside the county. There were few cars on the road, the wipers swept back

and forth, and water beads on the glass ran away in lines.

When we got out of the car, the pear orchard was white as if it had snowed. The
pear blossoms in the rain looked even whiter, with water beads hanging on the petals,
rolling without falling. Pear blossoms are small, crowded in clusters on the branch
tips, with purple-red stamens in the middle. The ground was wet, and fallen flowers
floated in little puddles like small white boats. I took a deep breath: the air was

cool, carrying the smell of flowers washed by rain.

An old man in the orchard handed us a few umbrellas and said these pear trees
were more than thirty years old, and at this season the whole orchard turned white. 1
looked up: raindrops fell from the petal tips one by one into the hood of my

raincoat, making a tiny ping.

There was almost nobody else in the orchard, and it was very quiet. We could hear
raindrops tapping the leaves, a soft rustling. Father stood under one tree for a long
time without moving. I asked him what he was doing, and he said listening. I stood
the same way for a while, and I really heard many sounds: rain, wind, and bees flying

between the flowers through the rain.

Sister squatted down to catch a water bead from a petal and slid down into the
mud. We all ran over. Her knees were covered with mud, but she did not cry. Instead
she said the soft mud was fun. Mother changed her pants in the car, and we each drank
a cup of ginger tea. It was very spicy. Sister stuck out her tongue and blew on it,

and we all laughed.

In the afternoon the rain stopped, and a little setting sun came through a gap in
the clouds. White mist rose from the pear orchard, and the white flowers on the

ground looked even whiter. The car home was quiet. Father drove slowly, and Mother
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and sister leaned against the window watching the orchard grow smaller, until it

became one white cloud at the edge of the fields. I suddenly did not want to go home.

When I got home I washed the mud off my shoes and opened my diary. This was the

quietest and best day I have had in a long time.
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