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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, 1 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

before, but never so many blooming at once.
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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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