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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,
yvellow 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

www. vv99. net



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’ vyellow,
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.
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