WA H: BEK BN E

B GEA) FEOIULR, BT R MIPI . R BRI, K RREB
. TR L4, HE XX

SR M. ot RDCH LU, PRI, BT ECRIR L. ARFE N EIRR, G
LIHAB L, AL A BT . FRAMRE, FAEarmmE, heREsm, B — K.
HORABTES, WERRG PR, JFEYE K Bk Mot — . 2T ROR, R M, AR g I
AN, EKRDIHIL R, T, Al PRGN N — R, R
Fofrth ot Al I 3 Bz M 2

HULHATSIIH . ML E HAEM 2k, — B HB A T 43R T—35 7, BT
Jeo FEEDY M, AU RUEKIBUK, BRI TR . N AT, A S L,
ST RO B NS AE R . U EIRS, BRI T =34 N, RIS, R JIIE Lo .
PR, BN, SRR

FEAMRT U LA . TR, WA, b T . A IR R
XL, HEON RS UM, A0 SRR ROBE.  JsORAR DTS S UK 2 R A) s, —ANE
PR, —ANKAELR,

ORI, FE DT ulifE I B TARA . JATASW TR T, ARSI ER 1 Bl
Ko BULHIAY AMAIIEH 4. DAERINE, MWITENZ B DS R DEKRMIE, 2 BN F
RERAT . L3I PI#ACHE, BOR—IFe g R,

o B, BAERTES T8 R MR, #REE I E SRR

Two Fields: The Field of Fugui and the Field of
Grandfather

In the days I read the excerpt from To Live, two fields kept appearing in my
head. One is the field of Fugui in the book, and the other is the field of my
grandfather. They are decades apart, yet they look like twins.

First, the field in the book. After Fugui lost the land of his family, he carried
a shoulder pole to the town and saved money to buy back a few mu of land. On the day
he returned to farming, he first repaired the old plough and ground the ploughshare
bright on a whetstone. In spring he held the plough, the ox walked ahead, and he
followed with one shoulder higher than the other. In summer he pulled weeds, his
trouser legs rolled to the knees, and every step he lifted from the mud made a sound.
When autumn came and the rice bowed its head, he could not sleep at night, got up,
walked a round by the field, touched the ears, and then went back to bed. The book
shows him doing all this without a trace of grievance, as if farming were the one

thing he was born to do.
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Now the field of my grandfather. His few mu of land lie at the east end of the
village, patch after patch. He has farmed them all his life and changed two oxen.
Every April he raises seedlings and gets up at two in the morning to manage the
water, afraid of the late cold snap. In June he sprays medicine, carrying the tank
through the field, his shadow glued to his feet by the sun. In September he cuts the
rice, sharpening his sickle three times before entering, and when he finishes he
straightens his back and taps his legs with the handle. Two fields, two men, exactly

the same movements.

In the book Fugui says the land does not cheat people. My grandfather never went
to school and cannot say such a sentence, yet he lived it his whole life. He often
told me: treat the field well and the field treats you well; fool the field and it
fools your rice bowl. So Fugui and my grandfather were saying the same thing. One

wrote it in a book, and one grew it in the soil.

On the day of harvest, Fugui stood on the ridge and looked for a long time. When
my grandfather gathers the rice, he also squats by the drying ground and watches the
grain for half a day. I used to wonder what they were looking at. Now I know. They
were looking at their own backs that bent and rose again, at all the water and sweat

of a whole spring. The land keeps all of it and returns it to you in autumn.

When I closed the book, I wrote one line on the title page: may everyone who

farms live to see their own harvest.
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