TR HEDTERBHIIBR

LA ZE, BT B/ NEERIE B 27472 R S N BRI Sk — AR B, it
PNFINEE T . B, A IRERAE R N MBOE A ZRSUAT, Hil, ETMERT .

27T Hk, 2RISR T TR, AARRTEE DT BIREXEE, A
THOERAT, AT AW MERTHEE T, BRI TR, ZREUL EIRE AN
EHIGI, o M AFIIE S &/ DR AR, HE -~ MHEl,

FIEM, ATIMAE RS AR U, W T TR, IR EE 7. ZA kU,
W, R AN, R T AR T . BUE AR B A RERIAEAT AL
W=+, HWEEET .

M7 ARAE SR T, 2 RSk B2 TR, EF a1 RUF ARG AN 1o N1, 4
SRIGAGEER, it ZRSkACRE T KH, B RIIERRIUOK, S2UKFERR, X2 IRk
AN AN, S T

WENHEE L R TR, Wl f, 3. NiRE AR, 2 Sk i B, Ak
e T WitE. 2k EAE, B OB JLE, B TR, b T

M 7F- B, B EFRTFIRG. 2 Sk an7h 7ok, B Qe BNz . /INpiE I Ak IR BL
), A KA T RMERE) . ERERUL, ARG R B, — R, 8 MR —H. b
WA A AR TH ZRAAE TR, U TR, e, MRS T4 A

PR E, INVFIFERZ kT EIERS T EREERRTE, W AEREARZ T U, RS/
fi, Jpcith AL, R 1. PISGCMREIN L, T 7T LR R iRE T

JURJG N R I L o AR B AT AE AR 10 7 —BIOFK, XAk . B4, T
AR AR B A B 2 ki R4k, PR E AR

The Day Grandfather Took His Grandson to See the Autumn

Harvest

The son and daughter—in—law were away on a business trip, and five-year-old
Xiaoman was sent back to the old house for a week. On the first morning after
Grandfather Lao Zhoutou came back from the fields, he woke the boy: come, grandpa
will take you to see the autumn harvest. Xiaoman asked what the autumn harvest was.

Lao Zhoutou could not explain it clearly, and only said, go there and you will see.

At the edge of the field, Lao Zhoutou put the smallest sickle into the hand of
his grandson, his big hand wrapping the small one. This is how you cut rice: the left
hand holds the stalks, the right hand leads the sickle. The first swing of the boy
cut the rice crooked; the second found the feel. Lao Zhoutou said, better than your

father did at your age. Xiaoman did not know what his father was like as a child, and

www. vv99. net



only kept swinging, one stroke after another.

After the cutting, the two bent down to glean the fallen ears of grain. The boy
picked up one and dropped one, but when the basket was half full his eyes lit up. Lao
Zhoutou said, fill the basket and the auntie at the threshing house gives candy. The
boy ran faster and faster, and by noon the basket was full. At night he poured the
ears under the lamp and counted them, thirty-seven in all, then fell asleep holding
them.

At noon they sat under the tree by the field. Lao Zhoutou went to the old well
for water and ladled half a gourd dipper of well water for the boy. Xiaoman took one
sip and his whole face scrunched up, saying it was cold. Lao Zhoutou took a big drink
himself and said, the iced water in your city tastes of the fridge; this water tastes

of the well. The boy did not understand, and drank the dipper again.

At the midday rest, the meal was laid out on the ridge. Lao Zhoutou served food
for the boy and squatted at the edge of the ridge to eat. Xiaoman pointed at the
harvester in the distance and asked whose big machine that was. Lao Zhoutou said it
belonged to the big contractor of the village; what it reaps in one day would take
the two of them a month to cut by hand. The boy asked why grandpa still cut by hand.
The old man thought a long while and said, cutting by hand keeps the ears whole, so

the children who glean have something to pick up.

The basket of ears went to the threshing house for candy. The auntie weighed it:
two liang and four gian. The boy would not let go of the candy. Lao Zhoutou mixed it
into hot rice for him, and he ate two bowls. The old man watched him eat and barely

touched his own; when the bowl was empty he filled another for the boy.

On the way home the boy fell asleep on the back of his grandfather. Lao Zhoutou
walked very slowly, saying to the sleeping child, when your father was small, I never
took him to see the fields. That was my mistake. At home he laid him on the kang and

wiped the rice husks off the small hands, one by one.

A few days later Xiaoman was taken back to the city. Before the car started he
drank another dipper of well water at the village entrance, and this time his face
did not scrunch. He fell asleep in the car still holding the fullest ear of grain.
Lao Zhoutou stood at the village entrance watching the car go away, then turned back
to look at his fields.
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