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The Rice Field Turns Yellow: An Autumn Observation Diary

August 31st, Monday, sunny. On the way home from school I stopped by the rice
field to the east. The rice was still green, but the heads had begun to hang down,
and the colour looked a little strange: a pale yellow showing through the green, like
the faded white of a shirt washed too many times. Grandma said the rice would turn
yellow first at the tips of the heads. I stood on the ridge for a while before going

home.

September 8th, Monday, cloudy in the morning. When I ran to the field, a large
patch had turned yellow, spreading all the way from the far end to this end. I
squatted down to look at one head. The grains were packed tight against one another.
I measured it with my ruler: more than twenty centimetres long. When the wind blew,

the whole field bent the same way and rustled.

September 16th, Tuesday, sunny. The whole field had ripened to a shining gold.
The smell had changed too. Lean close and you can smell a sweet grassy scent. Grandpa
squatted on the ridge, cracked open a head, looked at the grains and said: half a

month more, then we can start the harvest. On the way home I kept looking back at
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that field.

September 23rd, Tuesday, sunny. The field was busy today. The combine harvester
drove in. A big wheel at the front turned round and round, reeling the rice in,
swallowing it, then spitting out a stream of golden grain into a sack. The cut part
was left with rows of short stubble, all even. I followed behind picking up fallen

heads, and soon held a small armful.

October 1st, Thursday, sunny. The harvest began in earnest. Grandpa and Grandma
went down to the field before dawn, and I followed and sat on the ridge watching. The
sickle slanted in close to the roots, and with one swish a row of rice fell. Grandpa
walked from this end to that, leaving a curved path behind him. In the evening they
filled the sacks. Grandpa weighed them, straightened his back and said: forty—one
sacks from one mu this year. On the way home the grain in the cart filled the air
with fragrance. The rice turned yellow, the rice was harvested, and I wrote down

everything about this field.
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Autumn in the Field of Grandpa

Late in August, Grandma sent me to bring water to Grandpa. Carrying the kettle, I
walked up to the ridge. He stood with his back to me, looking over the field. The
rice was still green, but look closely and it was already different: the sunny slope
had yellowed first, while the shaded ditch side stayed green, two colours in one
field, like an old blue cloth faded by the sun. Grandpa took the kettle, did not
drink, and first lifted it to his nose to smell the air, then said: soon. The heads

have grown heavy.

Mid-September, I ran to the hill after school. The whole field had ripened to
gold. The wind came from the west, and the yellow followed it, rolling in from the
far end, reaching my feet, then pulling back to show the upright stalks underneath.
Standing on the ridge, I heard a sound in the field. It was not insects. It was the
soft rustle of grain heads knocking against one another, lighter than any insect
song. Grandpa squatted down, cracked open a head, and counted the grains one by one.
This head has more than eighty grains, he said. It is a good year. The water in the
ditch by the field had grown shallow, half the grass along its bank had turned

yellow, and a small crab scuttled sideways into a crack between the stones.

The first day of harvest was clear. Grandpa cut a short row first, leaving room
to walk. The sickle slanted in at the roots, and with one swish a row of rice fell
the same way. He bent low and walked from one end to the other, leaving a curved path
behind. Grandma and my uncle carried the cut rice to the threshing tub, gripped a
bundle and beat it against the tub wall. The grains came loose and splashed into the
tub with a crackle. I helped hold the tub. Kernels struck my arms. They did not hurt.
They only itched. Uncle carried the straw from the edge of the tub to the far end of
the field and piled it into a small stack. It can line the cow shed in winter, he
said. By the stack I searched for fallen heads and turned up two grasshoppers, and

let both of them jump away.

At dusk they filled the sacks. Grandpa weighed them: over seventy kilos each. He
patted a sack and said: three days of sun, and we can eat the new rice. On the drying
ground, Grandma spread the grain thin with a wooden rake, a delicate layer that
looked like scattered gold flakes in the setting sun. That evening there was a bowl
of new rice on the table. I could not taste anything different, but Grandpa ate

slowly, grain by grain, as if he were chewing over the whole year.
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Memories in the Stubble Field

Late in October, the harvest was over, and I stepped into the field. The ground
pricked through my shoes. Only knee—high stubble was left, pale yellow, standing row
after row. In the distance a tractor was plowing, and the turned-up soil was wet and
darker than the surface. I squatted down to look at the stubble. Every cut was
slanted, as if someone had sliced it with one clean stroke. Among the stubble I found
one fallen grain, its awns still sticking up. I shelled it open: the rice inside was

plump. I put it in my pocket.

Two months earlier this place had looked completely different. I had come once in
late August. The rice was about to turn. The heads bent down first, and a pale yellow
showed through the green, like the white of a shirt washed too many times. Grandma
said: wait one more month. Standing at the edge of the field then, I thought a month

was very long.

I came back in mid-September. The whole field had ripened to gold. When the wind
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came, the yellow rolled in from the far end, reached my feet, then pulled back.
Grandpa stood on the ridge, cracked open a head and counted the grains: more than
eighty on this one. It is a good year, he said. I still remember the smell. Lean

close and it is a sweet grassy scent, mixed with a little of the earth.

The harvest began in early October. The night before, Grandpa sharpened his
sickle, and the sound of the whetstone went on all night in the yard. At the first
light of dawn he was down in the field. When I woke and ran over, a path had already
been cut through the rice. He bent low, walking from this end to that, the sickle
swishing, and the rice fell row after row in the same direction. Grandma and my uncle
beat the bundles against the threshing tub, and the grains crackled into it. I held
the tub steady while kernels struck my arms and itched. Along the ridge stood a row
of filled grain sacks, plump and tightly tied at the mouth, like a line of soldiers

standing at attention.

That evening, after the last sack was weighed, Grandpa straightened his back and
looked back at the field without saying anything. Now the field has been plowed. The
soil is turned over, and the stubble is buried. I miss it a little. Only two months,
and it has already become something else. Next May, when new seedlings are planted

here and the green shoots stand up in rows, it will change back again.
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