&4 HH B [BIZ

AR, Brlse 7, RERIEHE. BRI, RN SRR R, Sar, ok
HENL A o I AMERHLAEAL T, B R A TR, B PR ) LR SREE P ORE RN, AR
AR, BT . BAERIPE R IR B Rk N4y 7, e Bpetidls, )T, B
KR, I et 4.

PR, RS IR T N\ RIOREL ], B PRI, RS Tk, i
WAL — A, RINH M S THBIRINE . P00, F% A ISRIRE IS, 5
A A

JUA TR, BAHBET . Kook, SMNHIRSLGE R, e, MORR%. 55550
FE I ERPRIAEECRE, DX M\ 2k, AR BOLICAIRBRIE, SR T, T
IR, A AR,

T HYD k. 4545 kR B T), B S AE B o T b L EORBRIRSeAR
H 7. REEREPI I, HECLHUIT T 5, 9T HEMMZ LR, i 0% o,
R A A5 RS 250 WG ATBUBGERS 7 FRAEFEAR L, AR 0 B b I O A L o K

W, APRIITAERME b, . HIE R R AR AR, s, RO R RN, R Pkl
T IR

KRG, feJm—AR4F 7Rl TR, S ERME, LA T —IRH, fHabieil. SR A H
Ry, L@k, WA TRk A AT AW, ECAERYRIFET T SR
T, XHUE BB, B, e AR

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

came, the yellow rolled in from the far end, reached my feet, then pulled back.
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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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