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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. 1
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
that field.
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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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