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The Field in the Book of the Scarecrow

The Scarecrow is not a thick book. I finished it in three days. That night I lay
in bed and kept thinking of the scarecrow in the story. He stands in the middle of
the rice field, with a broken fan on his body and a face made of a bamboo basket. He

does not go away at night. He just stands there and watches the rice.

The old woman is the part I remember best. Her husband is gone and her son is
gone, and she alone farms a small piece of land. She cries day and night until her
eyes are ruined, and she still goes to the field. When the rice grows up and she
begins to feel glad, the moth comes and lays its eggs on the rice leaves. The
scarecrow sees it and waves his broken fan with all his strength, trying to let her
know. But she does not know. She goes home, shuts the door, and sleeps. The scarecrow
is full of worry. He cannot speak. He cannot walk. He can only stand in the field and
watch, night after night. When I read this I closed the book and sat quietly for a

long time. He means well, yet he has no way to act.

Later in the book there is a fisherwoman on a boat at night. Her sick child wants
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water, and nobody can help anybody. The fields that Ye Shengtao wrote about look
beautiful by day, and at night they are full of silent worries.

The book also tells what the scarecrow wishes for. He wishes he could run, so
that he could run to warn the old woman and run to boil water for the child on the
boat. He hates that he is only a bundle of straw, with bamboo sticks for bones and
straw for flesh. But then I think again: he was made by human hands to stand in the
field. The people who set him there wanted him to keep watch. He made keeping watch

his whole life, and that is more serious than most people are.

I thought of last autumn, when my grandmother was cutting rice and I was playing
on the ridge of the field. She bent her back and went from one end to the other, very
slowly. I did not know how to help her then. I only ran home and asked my mother to
bring her water. Now I think I begin to understand the scarecrow. He is not lazy. He
has done everything he can. He stands in the field and waves his fan without
stopping. Sometimes a person cannot solve the trouble of another person, but he can

still stay near, and he can still remember.

When the rice turned yellow this year, I went to my grandmother again. A

scarecrow stood in her field, and I waved my hand to him from the ridge.
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