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Golden Beads in the Field

October 6th, Wednesday, sunny. Grandma called me up early: bring the little
basket and go pick the fallen rice ears with me. I jumped out of bed and grabbed the
bamboo basket behind the door, its handle still tied with the red cloth strip 1

wrapped last year.

The field behind the village had just been harvested, short stubble in neat rows
like a buzz cut, and golden rice ears lay scattered everywhere, the ones the machine

missed. Grandma calls them golden beads, and it is a pity to waste them.

I bent down, pinched an ear, lifted it, shook off the mud, and dropped it in the
basket. At first I picked fast and careless; Grandma taught me to hold the neck of
the ear and stroke gently so no grain is lost on the way. Soon I found my own trick:

the side of the ear facing the sun shines brightest and can be seen from far away.

The sun rose and the basket grew heavy, the ears piled above the rim like a

www. vv99. net



little golden hill. My knees got muddy and my palms itched from the husks, but my
heart felt full. Dragonflies rested on the stubble; I tiptoed around them so I would

not step on any fallen ear. The wind made the dry leaves rustle, as if counting the

ears in my basket.

On the way home I carried the basket myself, switching hands, refusing Grandma’ s
help. At noon she showed me a handful of the dried grains, not one broken. Today I

was the little picker of the field, and I want to come back tomorrow.
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