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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.
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Later in the book there is a fisherwoman on a boat at night. Her sick child wants
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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A Letter to the Scarecrow in the Rice Field

Dear Mr. Scarecrow: Hello. I am a student in the third grade. I have just
finished the book The Scarecrow written by Grandpa Ye Shengtao, and I want to write
this letter to you. In the book you never said a single word, so I would like to say

something for you.

You stand in the middle of the rice field. Your face is a bamboo basket, and in
your hand you wave a broken fan. Your master is the old woman. Her husband is gone
and her son is gone. Her eyes were ruined by crying, yet she goes down to the field
day after day. On the day the rice put out its ears, she smiled, and you were glad
too, because the food of the year seemed safe. Then the moth came and laid eggs on
the leaves. You waved the fan, and you waved it faster, but the wind was too small

and she did not hear. You were so worried that you almost fell down.

Mr. Scarecrow, let me tell you that the fields near my home are not the same as
your field. By the field of my grandmother there also stands one like you, and the
sparrows really fear him. Last harvest, my grandmother cut a whole mu of rice in one
day. At noon she sat on the ridge of the field and ate a steamed bun, breaking it in
half and giving half to me. The rice of our family went into the barn, and no moth
destroyed it. I think you are lucky in one way. At least you saw the field fully

yellow, gold upon gold, moving like water when the wind blew.

But I also understand you. Last winter my grandmother was ill and stayed in the
hospital, and I could do nothing at home except folding paper cranes for her every
day. I have tasted a little of that feeling, standing still with a worried heart. You
tasted it for a whole night.

Mr. Scarecrow, I have one more question for you. You stood there for a whole
year. Did your legs not grow tired? The book says you could not even sit down and
rest. In our PE class we wiggle around after standing for ten minutes, but you stood
in the open field and never moved, through wind and rain. For this alone I admire

you.

In the end you fell down in the middle of the field. But I do not think you lost.
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You did everything you should do. The eggs became worms, and the worms crawled all
over the rice leaves and ate the rice until it was torn and ragged. You watched with
a heart cut by a knife. The book says you shed tears that night. A scarecrow can also
weep, and my nose felt sour when I read it. I will stop the letter here. The rice
near us is yellow this year too, and when I pass the field I will look at your fellow

workers for you.

A pupil who remembers you
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From a Bird Scaring Dummy to a Most Serious Heart

Before I read The Scarecrow, I thought a scarecrow was only an ugly dummy by the

field to frighten birds, with no story in him. After reading this book, my idea of
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him changed completely.

In the pen of Grandpa Ye Shengtao, the scarecrow has a nose and eyes, and a heart
softer than anyone. His master is the old woman who farms a small piece of land alone
after losing her husband and her son. The rice is her life. The book describes her
kneeling in the field to worship the rice, very devoutly. When the moth came to lay
eggs, the scarecrow was frantic and waved his fan loudly. He thought the fan could
drive the moth away, but the moth did not fear him at all. I read this part twice. He
did not even know that he could not scare the moth, and still he waved with all his

strength.

The part that hurt me most is that night in the rice field. The eggs hatched into
worms and ate the leaves to rags. The next morning the old woman came and saw it, and
sank down on the ridge. The scarecrow suffered more than she did. The book says he
wished he could pull himself up by the roots and let the worms eat his straw instead

of the rice. A bundle of straw, yet his heart ached for a human being to that degree.

There is another part I like and that also makes my heart ache. The scarecrow
dreams that he becomes a human being, runs to the city, and can do anything. Then he
wakes up again and says that if he left, nobody would look after the rice in the
field. He kept wishing and kept standing, and did not leave for a single night. 1

think that is harder than really running away.

I read this book in September. Just at the entrance of our village there is a
rice field, and a scarecrow stands in it, with red cloth sleeves and an old straw
hat. I used to walk past him without one glance. Now I look at him every day after
school. T guess his sleeves are stuffed with old newspapers, just like the scarecrow
in the book with his broken fan. I do not know whether any moth has come, but he

stands there, and the birds really do not dare to land. That is his use.

The scarecrow in the book fell in the end; the one by our field is still
standing. I have made a promise to him: when I reach the fourth grade, I will write a
composition about him too. This is the greatest thing I gained from reading The

Scarecrow. The most unnoticed thing beside a field may carry the most serious heart.

www. vv99. net



