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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,

eating as it went and spitting out piles of straw behind it. Its rumbling rolled

www. vv99. net



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. I
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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