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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
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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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