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Before the Class Meeting: Lesson Preparation of a City

Teacher

For a week before the class meeting, I was getting that lesson called Walking
into Harvest ready. To be honest, I grew up in the city and have been into only a few
fields in my life. To lead forty—two children to know the harvest, I had to teach
myself first.

I began by visiting 0ld Zhou, who repairs bicycles at the school gate. He once
farmed rice in the countryside for more than ten years. I squatted by his stand for
half an hour and asked: when does the rice turn yellow, how many days must grain be
dried before bagging, why may corn not be left heaped without airing. He answered one
by one, and even pulled me into talking about the solar terms, saying the terms are
the calendar of the crops. I recorded it in my phone, and he laughed: the teacher
takes notes too. I said, if I teach it wrong, forty—two students will be wrong forty—

two times.
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The photographs were the ones I took at the home of my cousin in the countryside
during the summer vacation. My cousin farms thirty mu. I followed him into the field
twice. That night while choosing photos, I found one of him squatting beside the
harvester eating a boxed lunch, the box resting on rice stubble, eating fast with his
eyes still on the field. I printed that one too. There was also his little daughter,
only six, squatting at the edge of the drying ground and shoveling grain with a toy

shovel, more seriously than the grown—ups. The children would surely love this one.

I made thirty quiz cards. The hardest card I left without an answer written:
about how many grains on one ear of rice. I did not know it myself, and I planned to
let Tian Xiaohe tell us how her grandmother counts. Tian Xiaohe is one of my pupils;
her grandmother has farmed for forty years, and she herself has picked up fallen rice
ears for six years. In our class she understands the field best. For this class

meeting she is really half my teacher.

For the grain—-saving part I first meant to preach big principles, and stopped
halfway with a blushing face. The half bucket of leftover rice thrown away in the
office yesterday was thrown away by me. So I changed my plan: carry a plate of rice
grains swept from the floor into the classroom, say nothing, and let them look for
thirty seconds first. Some truths, spoken a hundred times, are worth less than placed

before the eyes once.

The meeting went well, and the photographs stayed on the blackboard until school
ended. Carrying a stack of cards back to the office, I thought on the way: the one
truly educated by this meeting was me first. Next autumn I really plan to take them
to stand in the field of my cousin, and let the harvest step out of the photographs

and come to their feet.
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