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Golden Fields

On the first day of the national holiday, Dad took me back to the house of my
grandfather. Before we put our bags down, Grandfather pointed to the ridge outside

the door and said: go and look, the fields have turned fully gold.

I ran to the edge of the field. The rice really had turned yellow, not the yellow
of colored paper, but a yellow that glows when the sun shines through it. The autumn
wind blew from the north, and the rice ears bent all at once, like someone gently

opening a very, very thick golden book. Far away, a harvester was moving forward,
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eating as it went and spitting out piles of straw behind it. Its rumbling rolled

across the whole field and scared up a few sparrows.

I stood on the ridge and recited to Grandfather the poem I had composed along the
way. It was called Golden Fields:

The autumn wind opens the pages of the fields, / page after page, turning them
gold. / The rice ears hang their heads and whisper, / saying the words of a whole

season, heavy and sweet.

The autumn wind opens the pages of the fields, / and the sparrows below read
along. / The harvester comes to turn the page, / leaving short bookmarks all over the

ground.

The harvest is the last line of this poem, / and Grandfather smiles as he closes
it.

When I finished, Grandfather leaned on the ridge and said nothing for a long
time. Then he patted the rice ear in his hand and said: the rice heard you too. Look,
it is nodding. I looked again. The wind was passing for the second time, and row

after row of rice ears were bending down, nodding for real.

Grandfather walked into the field and cut a few bundles of rice, tying them and
standing them upright in the middle of the field, saying that way they dry properly.
I squatted beside him and picked up the fallen rice ears. The awns pricked my palm, a
little itchy, a little fun. Grandfather said one rice ear carries more than two
hundred grains, and from spring to autumn it takes a great deal of water and sunshine

to grow.

At noon we ate under the shade of a tree by the field. Grandmother set the lunch
boxes on the ridge, and the rice in the bowls shone grain by grain. Grandfather
picked up a chopstick of vegetables and said: the new rice is not ready yet, so this
bowl is old rice from last year, but it still smells good. I took a big mouthful, and
suddenly the rice in my bowl and the rice in the field felt connected by one line. In
spring Grandfather transplants the seedlings, in summer he floods the fields and
fights the pests, in autumn the harvester gathers the crop, then it is hulled,
bagged, and only then does it reach my bowl. I used to eat fast and never bothered to

pick up the grains that fell on the table. From today I will not do that anymore.

On the way back I looked at the fields one more time. The harvester had moved far
away, leaving neat stubble behind. The setting sun dyed half the sky red, and the
rice still standing there shone in the evening light, more golden than at noon. 1
made up my mind: I will remember this golden field, and on the next holiday I will

come back and read this golden book to the end.
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The Letters of the Autumn Wind

The autumn wind set out one night, carrying a pack of golden letters. It is the
postman of the fields. It has been delivering letters for thousands of years and has

never taken a single day off.

It flew over the river, and the reeds turned their heads white. It flew over the
orchard, and the apples turned their cheeks red. When it reached the fields, it began
delivering one letter after another. The first letter went to the rice ears. The rice
ears had been waiting for this letter since spring. The moment they opened it, they

turned golden from head to foot, and bowed with joy.

www. vv99. net



The autumn wind squatted down to listen. The rice ears were writing letters back
to the soil, their voices light and thick. They said: thank you for the rain of
spring, thank you for the sun of summer, thank you for this golden letter. Every word

was heavy, and the more they spoke, the lower they bowed.

When the letters were done, the autumn wind gave a long whistle and called the
harvester. The harvester is an old friend of the autumn wind. Every year, as soon as
the letters are delivered, it comes rolling over. It drives into the middle of the
field, gathers the letters of the rice ears bundle by bundle, loads them onto the

truck, and sends them to the village, to the granary, to the dinner table.

I stood by the field and watched the harvester work. It was like a big greedy
animal, swallowing the rice swath by swath, and the grain poured out of its belly
like a golden waterfall. The driver rolled down his window and wiped his sweat. He
said the machine eats thirty mu of field in a day. The stubble glittered in the sun,
as if the whole field were laughing.

The autumn wind does not deliver only to the rice. It also carried letters to the
cotton, and the cotton bolls opened their mouths and showed their white bellies. It
carried letters to the persimmons, and the persimmons hung up lantern after lantern.
Still, the fields with the most letters are the rice fields. The rice ears stand
shoulder to shoulder, and when the letters arrive, the whole field rustles, as if it

were reading them together.

When dark fell, the autumn wind took out its little book and checked. Every
letter had been signed for, not one missing. It lay down on the ridge to rest. The
stubble stood in neat rows, like emptied envelopes, waiting for the next snow to

write new letters.

I picked up a rice ear by the field and thought: this must be the letter the
fields wrote to us. The word written on it is harvest. I pressed the rice ear into my

Chinese textbook, as the first golden letter my notebook ever received.

At night I dreamed of the autumn wind. It slung its pack over one shoulder and
headed south again. To the south there are still cotton fields, still cornfields,
still hillsides waiting for their letters. It did not stop all night, just as it has

done for thousands of years.
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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
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
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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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