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Autumn on the Ridge

On Saturday evening, Mom shook out her scarf and said: come on, let us take a

walk, to the ridge.

The old ridge was narrow, just two feet wide, with harvested rice fields on both
sides. The stubble stood in neat rows, shining with a dim glow under the setting sun.
Mom walked on the outer side and I walked on the inner side. When the path narrowed,
she turned back and took my hand. Her palm was warm, and her fingers were a little

rough.
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Wildflowers grew along the edge of the ridge, white ones and purple ones. Mom
called the white ones baby breath. She said that when she was a girl she picked big
armfuls and stood them in a rice bowl on the cupboard at home. We really did find an

old rice bowl by the road, with two wild stems standing in it, and we both laughed.

Mom said: let us make a poem, one line each, about the autumn on the ridge. I

will start.

The ridge is narrow, like one line of writing, / holding up two pieces of golden
land.

Mom caught: Mom in front, I behind, / this line is the softest stroke in the
whole field.

I caught: wildflowers poke their heads out between the words, / asking us to stop

and rest a while.

Mom caught: I hold your hand, you hold the wildflowers, / and autumn holds the

two of us in its arms.

By the time we recited this far, the sun had dropped behind the trees at the end
of the field, half its face glowing red. Our shadows were stretched long by the

evening light, lying across the whole ridge, hand in hand, exactly as the poem said.

On the way home, Mom recited the poem from the beginning, and I corrected her
right away: the earlier line says rest a while, not wait a while. Mom said both are

right, and the wildflowers will not be angry.

Passing our own field, Mom stopped and looked for a while. The rice had been cut,
the stubble neat and even, and a footpath trodden through the middle ran to the end
of the field. Mom said Grandfather had made that path carrying bundles of rice on his
shoulder pole, twenty years ago, and it was still there. She led me onto the line of
footprints and told me to step into them one by one. The prints were neither big nor
deep, and one of my feet fit exactly into each, so I walked along swaying. Mom said:

remember these footprints. The autumn of our family walked in from here.

Before bed that night, Mom saved the poem in the notes on her phone, with the
title Autumn on the Ridge. She said she would keep it, and next autumn we would go
back to the ridge and go on writing. I said yes, and in my heart I had already
secretly written the next line: the ridge is short, autumn is long, / and the road we

walk hand in hand never ends.
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