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Our Family Goes Corn Picking

Early on the morning of Cold Dew, before the sky had fully brightened, my dad
woke me up and said, get up, we are going to pick corn. I rolled out of bed at once.

For me, picking corn is the most exciting thing of the whole year.

Our corn field lies at the east end of the village, past the water ditch and a
little way on. When we arrived, the morning mist had not yet lifted. The corn stalks
stood in the mist, each one more than a head taller than me, the tassels on top dried
to a dusty yellow, rattling in the wind. My dad said that in summer these stalks were

still shorter than me, and in a blink they had shot up tall enough to hide a person.

My dad drew a line in the middle of the field first, and my mom and I started
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picking from both sides toward the center. The rule of picking corn is one hand
gripping the ear, then twist and press at the same time, and with one crisp snap it
comes off. My first pull was too wild. The ear came off, but half the husk stayed
hanging on the stalk. My mom said, do not rush, twist first then press, and listen
for that sound. On my second try I heard the snap, and the ear dropped whole into my

hand, and I shouted with joy.

Once I caught the trick I could not stop. The ears under my left arm piled higher
and higher, and when I could not hold any more I threw them into the basket. Our
basket was woven by my dad from willow branches, with two straps, so it could be
carried on the back. Every time one basket was full, I ran to the edge of the field
and poured the ears into the big woven sack beside the tricycle, then ran back with

the empty basket, light on my feet.

Corn leaves scratched my arms in the middle of the field, itchy at first, then a
little sore. Once I walked to the edge of the field wanting a rest, but I saw the
back of my dad still moving between the stalks, so I said nothing, rolled my sleeves

up one more turn, and kept picking.

The sun rose, the mist cleared, and the whole corn field turned golden. I looked
back and counted: where we had picked, the stalks stood half a person high, and
fallen leaves covered the ground in patches, with a few missed ears here and there.
My mom picked up every one of them and said these missed ones we will boil at home,

and they taste the sweetest.

By noon the tricycle carried seven full sacks. I sat on top of the sacks, my mom
riding in front, my dad steadying from behind, the corn squeezing and creaking inside
the sacks. At the village entrance, Grandpa waited with a mug of tea. He reached into
a sack, took out one ear, peeled the husk and looked, and said this is a good year,

the kernels are truly plump.

At night my arms ached a little when I lifted them, and there were several red
scratches on them, but I did not feel tired at all. Lying in bed I counted: today 1
alone filled six baskets. I told my dad I would keep picking next year, ten baskets.
My dad laughed and said all right, then I will weave you a bigger basket for that
day.
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