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秋天的田野有多少种颜色

以前我以为秋天的田野就是一种黄。直到那年父亲带我去外婆家帮忙打谷，一路上他让我数

颜色，我才知道自己错了多少。

出村口往东，先是一整片稻浪的黄。那黄还不是一般的黄：向阳的坡上稻子熟得透，黄得发

白，像镀了层日头；背阴的洼地里黄得沉，带点绿，像没睡醒。风一来，浪头翻过去，浅的一面

亮，深的一面暗，整片田就一明一暗地呼吸。父亲说，这叫一层黄套一层黄。

割过的田是另一种颜色。稻茬齐齐立着，枯黄里透着白茬口，一行一行排过去，远看像谁用

梳子梳过的头发。茬口间钻出几丛野草，倒还是绿的，绿得突兀，像旧衣裳上打的补丁。

再往远处看，颜色就重了。远山是黛青的，青得发蓝，蓝里又蒙着一层灰，山脚那一圈树是

褐红的，叶子落了大半，枝条根根支棱着。天在高处是淡蓝，低处挨着山的地方泛白，白和青的

边上，镶着一线橘红，那是云被日头烧的。

外婆家的打谷场是火红的。晒垫上铺满谷子，金红金红的，木耙推过去，推出一道一道浪纹。场

边堆着稻草垛，垛是枯黄的，顶上扣着蓝塑料布，蓝和黄撞在一起，亮得晃眼。外婆在垛边翻晒，

蓝布头巾一颤一颤，她整个人也陷在那堆颜色里。

场院东头有两棵柿子树，叶子快落光了，柿子还挂着，橘红橘红的，一盏一盏，把秋天点得

格外亮。一只灰喜鹊落在枝头，啄了一口，嫌涩，扑棱一下飞走了，带落了两片叶子。

父亲问我数出多少种。我掰着指头数：稻浪的黄就有三四样，加上茬口的白、野草的绿、远

山的青、天的蓝白、晒垫的金红、草垛的黄、塑料布的蓝、柿子的橘红……数到十几种，数乱了。

父亲笑，说还少算了，你鞋帮上蹭的泥是灰褐的，这也是秋天的一种颜色。

回家路上我又回头看那片田。太阳落进山后头，所有颜色都暗下去，混成一片深深浅浅的黛。可

我知道它们都在，一层一层，挤在秋天的田野里，等明天的日头把它们重新点亮。

How Many Colors an Autumn Field Holds

I used to think an autumn field held just one color: yellow. Not until the year

father took me to Grandma’s to help with threshing, and made me count colors all the

way there, did I see how wrong I had been.

Out of the village gate to the east lay the yellow of the whole rice-wave field.

And that yellow was not one yellow: on the sunny slope the rice ripened through,

yellow so pale it looked plated with sunlight; in the shaded hollow it sat heavy,

still touched with green, like a sleeper not yet awake. When the wind came, the wave

crests turned over, their bright faces shining, their dark faces dim, and the whole

field breathed in light and shade. Father said this is one yellow nested inside

another.

The cut field was another color. Stubble stood in even rows, withered yellow
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showing pale white where the blades had passed, combed flat like hair by some giant

comb. A few clumps of weeds pushed up between the stubble, still green, startlingly

green, like patches on an old coat.

Farther off the colors grew heavier. The distant mountains were dark indigo, so

blue they grayed; the belt of trees at their feet was reddish-brown, most leaves

gone, twigs bristling. The sky was pale blue up high, whitening near the mountains,

and along the seam of white and indigo ran a thread of orange-red, clouds scorched by

the sun.

Grandma’s threshing floor was fire-red. Drying mats lay paved with grain, gold-

shot red, and the wooden rake pushed wave-patterns through them. Rice-straw stacks

piled at the floor’s edge, dry yellow topped with blue plastic sheeting, blue

crashing into yellow till it dazzled. Grandma turned the grain at the stacks’ foot,

her blue headscarf bobbing, her whole self sunk in that heap of colors.

At the yard’s east end stood two persimmon trees, nearly bare, their fruit still

hanging, orange-red, lantern after lantern, setting the autumn alight. A gray magpie

landed on a branch, took one peck, found it astringent, whirred away, and shook down

two leaves.

Father asked how many colors I had counted. I counted on my fingers: three or

four yellows in the waves alone, plus the stubble’s white, the weeds’ green, the

mountains’ indigo, the sky’s blue-white, the mats’ gold-red, the stacks’ yellow,

the sheeting’s blue, the persimmons’ orange... I lost count past a dozen. Father

laughed and said I had missed one: the mud smudged on your shoe tops is gray-brown,

and that is an autumn color too.

On the way home I looked back at the field. The sun sank behind the mountains and

every color darkened, blending into deep and shallow indigo. But I knew they were all

there, layer upon layer, crowded into the autumn field, waiting for tomorrow’s sun

to light them up again.


