&E—REK

e b, WsEdt G BT IOk, R TEGE R . WA RO A, B TS
FTHRBRT, ®TRES T, YRS EAES, R T K0 AR —HltE, £k
LY EIIEPNINEE S: T i

IR, OKFHRIE R AT T L, A3 gt it 7. TORFH T34 H, —RiEgiMesing . 45
T IOk TR, ATE Tk, TR, W, BT BT TR, R
MRS, T aFRENA TR, T PELLE . BERIRFNES T, # K. 17— UWHL,
IRIRIR A SR B T A3 23 M TAERMDBE sy, o — v, AT L& S ke .

TN ARFITAGHRAR T o ABITHE T HRARASE 2, S JRER R, ARPAE TR
Hlfe)s B, WA T, A1 R IR IR R L . BRASDUAR 2B — 1, AT H
TR BB TR, BRIAM RS

AT UL I S BT . RAS T T it AR PRAR SN 1, BOIR SR AEA, PR ARREE R T,
AR M AN T R, SRR TOKES, BE T JLAE, SOk E. B
TR G2 HLR R oK, BERE S I AE A A L

MRS H Sk 7, A5 oMM R R — 22 WOoeia —RE, A9asate sl T, AR L,
RGBS RIS e b By T KR L, Fig % AR T .

PUE, RMIOKMARTH, RAGEREE. DS RNR 7R, S5 IRz,
JRRER T e LIS o AS4EAT P IS . BAE T SORAR, BIERITAR, BiJa Slidt, iz il
FiR 7R LT

The Last Ear of Corn

In the evening, Grandma steamed a pot of corn on the stove, and the whole house
filled with its sweet smell. I held the biggest ear and offered it to Grandpa first.
He waved it away and passed it straight to Grandma. She laughed and called him silly,
then took a big bite. That single bite of sweetness pulled me back to the cornfield
in the daylight.

Earlier, when the sun had just climbed to the top of the utility pole, Grandpa
called me into the field. The stalks had dried pale and rattled at a touch. Grandpa
demonstrated the snap: left hand grips the ear, right hand presses down, wrist
twists, crack, the cob is in hand. My first ear half-twisted and dangled from the
stalk; I wrenched it off with effort and two red marks appeared across my palm. By
and by I found the knack, grip—press—twist in one motion, my cracks keeping time with
Grandpa’ s. The cobs piled higher at my feet, a golden heap, their silks sticking out

in tangles.

At some point Grandpa had started filling sacks. He stacked cobs in layer by
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layer, tamping each one down, and when a sack reached his waist he gathered its mouth
over his shoulder and called me to lend a hand, the two of us shifting it fore and
aft to the roadside. The sacks were so heavy that each step cost a gasp, and the

coarse burlap warmed my palms. By the fifth sack the roadside had become a low wall.

Grandpa said it was time to rest at the field head. Under the elm’ s shade it was
cool. He lay down with his head on a sack, straw hat over his face, and his snoring
started soon, rising and falling in time with the wind in the field. I could not
sleep, so I counted the corn wall at the roadside, got past twenty sacks, and started

over. Sunlight leaked through the leaves in dapples, landing on his shoes.

When I woke, the sun had swung west, and the two of us took up the last furrow
again. At the last ear, Grandpa weighed it in his hand, tossed it into the bag, and
said the tractor would haul it all home tomorrow. On the way home my hands smelled of

corn, and my nail crevices were stained yellow.

Now that very ear is in my hands, too hot to hold, tossed from palm to palm.
Grandma broke half an ear for each of us; Grandpa did not eat his half but rubbed it
into kernels for the chickens in the yard, who fought and flapped over them. Chewing
the sweet corn, I thought: next spring, a few seeds should go into the plot behind

the house.
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