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Reciting in the Fields

Our Chinese teacher said: tomorrow we move our class outside.

On the morning of the reciting day, the sky was very blue, and the field outside
the school was golden yellow, like a carpet spread to the end of the world. We stood
in a line along the ridge. The teacher said: today, anyone who wants to recite a poem
about autumn that you wrote yourself, walk into the middle of the field and recite it

there.

My palms were wet. I had written Golden Fields all night long, and the more I
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thought about it, the worse it seemed. Xiao Yu went first. Her voice was bright, and
even the sparrows flew closer to listen. Classmate after classmate went up. When my

turn came, my legs felt like lead, and I could only move half a step at a time.

At the far end of the field, the harvester was working, and its rumbling rolled
toward us wave after wave. The teacher looked at me and said: do not be afraid.

Recite a little louder than that machine. I took a breath and opened my mouth.

The autumn wind blows, the rice ears sway, / one sway, one wave of gold. / The

wind runs past, the wind runs far, / carrying the rice scent back to the village.

The harvester, rumbling, / gathers wave after wave of gold into mountains. /
Grandfather fills one basket, Grandmother fills another, / and the whole courtyard
shines with golden light.

I love the fields of autumn, / more than the gold coins in my pocket.

My voice still shook in the first lines. In the middle of the poem, suddenly I
was not afraid. The rice ears swayed with the wind, as if the whole field were
reciting along with me. When I finished, the whole class clapped, and the teacher

clapped the loudest.

Xiao Yu recited a poem about the cornfield. She said the corn kernels are a row
of golden teeth, and the corn silk is the red ribbon the fields tie in their hair.
When she reached the last line, the whole class laughed, and the teacher laughed too.
I sat on the ridge and listened, and my nervousness grew a little smaller. So a poem

is not a scary thing. Say what you see, and it is already a poem.

On the way back to school, the sound of the harvester was still in my ears. I
thought: next time I write a poem, I will go and sit by a field first. Poems grow out

of the fields, and to recite one well, you have to stand where it grew.

After school I told Mom about the reciting day, and when I reached the part about
the harvester keeping the beat, she laughed and shook her head. Dad, however, said
seriously: bring your notebook next time. Things in the field change every day.
Yesterday the rice was still standing; today there is only stubble. I nodded and put
the notebook in the outermost pocket of my schoolbag. Early the next morning, I made
a special detour to the ridge. The stubble was hung with dew, drop after drop, as if
the field had been writing letters all night long and had not yet dried the ink.
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