/IRREY ) 7 H IR

NRRAEERAE B KBRS B2, ORGSR TS 1. B SRS AN s AR, e
WE 7, sKE PRI, S AT e

Py e 5. i, R E N BRI RIS, LIIERARRT . B
ALIUR, AR, EHREuE.

NRREGRH A RE . RS, sl g, MRS . RAE X Rk, &
S, AR, ANRRE R Tt T

Wghih. Mz 2R, AT, IRE, ERKEEREIER, Xk erze—
WA, M B, RIS, BB REBA, SFEZ LA EARMNTI R Ak . TEATTRR

NRREEGE T LKL, DIEAEFFIEBE. EEEDWIIRE T, AR NS R, KT —
RIAS 1 SLZ0CTF, PR BZh T E XK T ERIMEE N TRKH, e
HLWREH, SEBEBER

RN TR, S5 ZERE RO T L B R IO LA PR, e
R T AT, WA T4, BFORRIN, SRR 7458k LIPS, SR
HINT

A RBEFRN BRI, MREKE N THASET, BEAMENERMEELT, —
A rBHA PR, EoAAEH Baaiei, mmE 7S M. AR KT, BARE
ek, BEMT - S, KE.

Tz PRI A7, RGP AT LSRR S . XAEE LR FT A AEI PG TR, n] 53 HL
JUR A, —ARBAAMIT. JFORTEBII R N BAE T T, BB AE T

e 7R, AR RIERE S NERIE, O 0 L OH 5008 . ANRRERAEIR T L, K T IBORTIE T, 3
R, SEEREAREH T, RERAEE Sy, B AR BT .

Grandma Sparrow and the Field Guard

When Little Gray flew with the flock over the rice field, it hid behind a willow
tree in fear. In the middle of the field stood a tall figure in a torn hat, arms

stretched out, staring at them without moving.

Grandma Sparrow landed beside it. Do not be afraid, she said. That is a
scarecrow. It is one bamboo pole and one old coat. It stands guard for the farmer. It

will not catch you and will not chase you. It only stands.

Little Gray poked out half its head. The scarecrow really just stood there, not

moving, not even blinking. The rice ears nodded in the wind, golden and bright, and
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their fragrance drifted over. The tummy of the little one rumbled.

Grandma said: if you want the rice grains, first understand the guard. Look, its
arms are stuffed with straw and go soft in the wind; its foot is a bamboo pole stuck
in the soil, sillier than you. It guards day and night, guarding against the big
creatures that would harm you. Walk up boldly, circle behind it, peck one grain, fly

aside, then come back.

Little Gray circled a few times, heart still pounding. It copied Grandma, landed
on a rice ear farthest from the scarecrow, pecked one grain, flew aside at once, then
came back. It worked. It pecked another. It noticed the long shadow of the scarecrow

and found lying in that shadow warm and pleasant.

Day by day Little Gray grew bolder. It dared to sit on the sleeve, dared to stand
on the top of the hat and look over the whole field. It gave the scarecrow a name:
Grandpa Tall. Every day at the field it first landed on his head and called twice, as

a greeting.

One night a strong wind blew. Early next morning Little Gray found Grandpa Tall
leaning sideways. His hat had been blown away somewhere, and one sleeve hung down. It
circled over the field in a panic and woke up the whole flock. Grandma flew around

the scarecrow once, then landed softly on his shoulder and called gently: look, look.

The hanging sleeve covered a sparrow nest at the edge of the field. The wind
tossed the rice stalks around the nest this way and that, yet the baby birds inside
stayed perfectly dry. A fallen scarecrow was still guarding the field, guarding in a

new posture.

On harvest day the farmer straightened the scarecrow and put a new straw hat on
it. Little Gray landed on the hat, pecked it twice, then flew up and circled the

whole field. The rice ears rustled beside it, as if the entire field were talking.
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