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The Field Stays Awake and Moves

That Saturday afternoon I had no homework, and I squatted on the field ridge in
front of Grandma’ s house, watching the field for a whole afternoon. When I finished,
I was certain of one thing: the field is not still. It moves from dawn to dusk;

people simply never stop to look.

The wind moved first. Before it arrived, waves rose at the far end of the field.
A ripple lifted up in the distance; the rice bent all at once, baring a deeper yellow
beneath, and that yellow rolled toward me, nearer and nearer, until at my feet it
burst into rustling. When the wave passed, the rice straightened, its ears still
swaying, swaying lightly, like the echo after a sentence ends. All afternoon those

waves crossed the field who knows how many times, each on a different path, sometimes
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from the west, sometimes slanting from the southwest, the field smoothed and rumpled

again and again by unseen hands.

The sparrows moved with the waves. When a wave rose, they sprang from the field,
flying low along the crests, rising and dipping, circling once, settling back to
their old spots to go on hopping for fallen grain. One bold bird landed on a stubble
three steps from me, tilted its head at me, hopped twice, and pecked again. I moved a

finger; it whirred off, its cry a sharp needle in the wind.

The reapers moved too. In the distance father’ s line of men spread out, sickles
rising and falling, rice going down row after row. Cut bundles were propped in
leaning pairs against the ridge, handful after handful, like a queue. A man with a
shoulder pole walked the ridge, two bundles swinging at its ends: his steps steady,
the bundles’ steps not, bobbing one behind the other. Cloud shadows moved faster
still, great gray sheets running over the field; where they passed the waves turned
dark gold, and brightened back after. Even the most sedate things moved. The straw
stacks’ shadows crept inch by inch across the drying mats, slow but far by
afternoon’ s end. At the yard’ s edge a plastic sheet flipped up and slapped the
stack top, crack-crack, making the bricks laid on it tremble. Grandma’ s blue
headscarf bobbed as she turned the grain, bend, rise, bend, like the slowest rice
plant in the field.

When the sun fell behind the mountains, the field” s moving changed shape. The
waves still crossed, only hoarse now; the sparrows stopped hopping and huddled thick
on the stack tops, like a bloom of gray flowers. The last wisp of cloud shadow ran
off the field, and it darkened completely, leaving only ear brushing ear, sha-sha,

faint as sleep—talking.

Grandma called me home to supper. I stood up, my legs numb from squatting,
staggering a step at a time. I looked back at the field: it was still moving, just
invisible in the dark. I thought, tomorrow when the sun comes up, the waves will
cross again and again, the sparrows will rise and settle. The field stays awake,

moving from autumn all the way to winter’ s door.
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