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The Field Under Our Window and the Discovery on the
Ridge

When we left school that morning, the sky was very high, and our teacher took the
whole class along the river embankment to the field ridge outside the village. Our
homeroom teacher said only one thing: before noon, each person had to find something

in the field he or she had never seen before.

The rice had been cut a little more than half. The cut plots lay under short
stubble, cut flat, like a head shaved clean; the uncut plots still stood golden, and
when the wind rose, the rice bowed all at once, the waves running in the direction of
the wind. I had seen rice all my life, but never once had I stood on a field ridge

and looked at it so close.

The sounds were more than the colors. The combine harvester ran at the far end of
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the field, its sound dull, the ground trembling a little. Near us were sparrows, a
flock dropping onto the stubble and starting up again at some shout. The boy beside
me suddenly yelled that a grasshopper had jumped onto his hand. Everyone crowded over
to look. The grasshopper was yellow—green, its thighs thick, and one jump sent it

into the standing rice, gone.

A row of green bristle grass grew along the ridge, its bristly heads heavy enough
to bend down, tickling the neck. The teacher had each of us touch a bristly head
first and then a rice ear, and asked how the feel differed. One boy said the bristle
grass was fuzzy while the rice ear was hard, grain by grain pressing against the
finger. The teacher asked him to say it again, and he said it once more with a red

face, and the whole class remembered that hardness.

At the edge of the field a pile of reeds was burning, the smoke rising straight,
and the smell was not bad, a little sweetness inside the burnt straw. The teacher
took us up to the slope at the windward side and let each of us take a deep breath.
She said this was the taste of autumn. Someone asked where the sweetness came from,

and the teacher said it was the smell of rice ears roasted by the fire.

My discovery was in the middle of the field. A small bundle of rice ears stood
stuck in the stubble, tied with a rubber band, the tips full, clearly placed there on
purpose by someone. I did not dare touch it. The teacher said it was left for the
birds by the harvesters. When the wind blew, the bundle swayed, and sure enough a few

sparrows landed on it.

On the way back nobody talked much. The shoes of every child were covered with a
layer of yellow dust. Back in the classroom I looked out of the window. The field was
still under the window, and yet I felt I did not quite recognize it. That afternoon 1
wrote the field ridge into my notebook, and I wrote about the bundle of rice ears
left for the birds. When I finished, the sky outside was dark, and the sound of the

harvester was still faintly there.
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