—BIREELTHRE: 3 (FF) BIN

WERMZHEAR, BeAthl B AR /NPt W08t 4, 0L 1. B BB GRE) 1
B BRI STIAE HILE R T, BRI e AR /INF0 ORI, ARG & BRAR SO
JERSZ [l 2 L R

A B SRR B E R A, RN R S HBAKR], WWHER, HHER, S HERE
i, NS, JUHNER, AR e, 2RSS A HIER EA L, P EE
MTFRIRN . L ALK T H 7, AR K230 E S ER B H 7l 5B o AL
17, AR TR I L B AR, DO ARRIE, b B RSOt 2 Al — K M an ik o

PHA A FRRS R U R TR, MUK L L — e, 2R, A
RERWAN. BT LS, MIT8TRER, AR TAE R s, B 7 Wi .
A R W IS, AR R Rk T A0 A A A 7. JsORBUSI A SRR, 5Ok
NE i %R, o H O KA S A

IR LI B A de, EABRA. Mmirlod s, IR KR 7 454D,
T BEAE S O B RBEIRE AE . EWAEN, R R, BoOREm g R 8.
FATRA LRI B NR, R AT, SRR R T NSRRI 9+
B HER

AR, BACTB SRS T, BWRUR AR T W REARREH 7. i, &
BT AMRE DTN, AR IRE W B EE 2L i, WERIK, GERIRCRIMETT, FHER
Hmi L

How Far a Bowl of Rice Travels: Thoughts on To Live

Yesterday at dinner I left a small half bowl of rice in my bowl. My mother said
nothing and carried the bowl away. That night I read the excerpt from To Live, and
when Fugui squatted by the field looking at the rice, my face suddenly grew hot. 1
thought of that small half bowl of white rice, and of how it had traveled the same
long road as the field of Fugui.

The excerpt shows Fugui farming again with no idle day in the whole year. In
March he mends the water channels, in April he raises seedlings, in May he plants
rice, in June he pulls weeds and catches worms, in August he guards the water, in
September he harvests, in October he dries the grain and carries it to the barn. Our
teacher asked us to copy these months into our notebook of accumulations, and my hand
grew sore while copying. I live a life where clothes and food arrive by themselves;
he lived a life with his bones wedged into the crops. Yet the book has no tone of
bitterness at all. Fugui did these things with a steady heart, because he knew the
harvest of the field was the root of life for his family.
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The best writing in the excerpt is about the harvest. When the rice was filling
with milk, Fugui walked around the field every evening, pinched an ear, and watched
whether the grain was plump. After the rice ripened, he threshed it until midnight,
and the grains striking the threshing tub sounded like a rain of noise. He
straightened his back to listen to that sound and smiled with his missing teeth
showing. I smiled too while reading. So this is the sound of a harvest. The happiest

sound a person can hear is the sound his own sweat turns into.

I began to think about the land. The land is strange. It does not choose people.
Fugui once ruined his family, and the land grew rice for him all the same; my
grandfather is a man of few words, and the land gives him a good harvest all the
same. It only watches whether you bend your back. It does not cheat you either. Steal
one day of laziness, and in autumn it gives you one handful less of grain. Our
textbook says that food is the heaven of the people. Before, I only recited the
sentence. Now I partly believe it: half of the heaven over a person grows up from the

soil under his feet.

At noon today I told my mother about the leftover rice and said I would not waste
it again. She asked what made me mature all at once. I said: I read about a man named
Fugui, and through him I saw how far a bowl of rice has to travel, from the water of

spring, to the sickle of autumn, and then into my bowl.
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