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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.

The autumn wind squatted down to listen. The rice ears were writing letters back
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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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