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The Scarecrow and the Stray Cat

The job of the scarecrow is to watch the rice ears. It cannot stop the sparrows
from stealing a meal, but it stands there every day, reminding them it has not been
forgotten. The sparrows call it Uncle Wood to its face, yet deep down they respect

it: in this whole field, it is the only one never leaving its post.

Cats are different. A cat is not afraid of it, strolls past its feet with great
dignity, jumps onto the ridge and licks its paws. The scarecrow waits for wind. When
wind comes, its sleeves flap up suddenly, the cat jumps and slips away. That is the

only trick the scarecrow has.

One evening, a yellow cat crouched at the edge of the field, eyes fixed on a
little sparrow perched on a rice ear. The sparrow was busy pecking grain and noticed
nothing. The cat crept forward step by step, its paws sinking into the soil without a

sound.

The scarecrow was anxious. It could not move, could not shout, could only wish
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hard for wind. The wind refused to come. It stiffened its body, gripped the red cloth

bag, and repeated in its heart: come wind, come wind.

The wind really came, running in from the far side of the field, and the whole
rice crop bent over with a rush. The sleeves of the scarecrow spread open, the bamboo
arms creaked, the red cloth bag snapped and cracked like clapping hands. The yellow

cat thought there was a person in the field and ran off.

The little sparrow fluttered behind the shoulder of the scarecrow and hid, heart
drumming. In that moment the scarecrow felt like a true guardian. It had protected

not only rice ears but a living friend.

After that the little sparrow came every day, perched behind the shoulder and
preened its feathers, as if sheltering behind a friend. It even carried a beautiful
pheasant feather and stuck it on the rim of the straw hat. Wearing that feather, the

scarecrow stood in the field deep into late autumn.

On harvest day the farmer found a few gray feathers behind the shoulder of the
scarecrow, followed them to cat footprints by the field, then saw the pheasant
feather on the hat rim, understood something, and smiled, tying a strip of red cloth

onto the sleeve.

When the wind blew, the red cloth floated up, and sparrows flew in from far away

to land beside it. The whole rice field was keeping autumn for the scarecrow.
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