BAPELFHEEKR

BN B, QBRSNS RSk, B S AR AR L, AL IOk, A
17, WL UAE P ST, W = . PRy T .

FATH K TR RE, HIRIER ORI . 27 TR, DNFEARE e 5
FRIT EE T, BWAIZ U . B BRI AT T OOCE, B AR, RE T .

TSR BAT e WRIE— g7, WEPICE BRI %, SRAMEBUE ), PIEIE2Y
Wi o JFE]—F, WIEk—F, DNEMRATAR T Zm, BEEE Rk T . RIERBOT T
JA,  EEATHOIAST B0, WINE — T R R AL

PR AR e FRVEER AW, R TRCEE\, ATIIE RSN o AT L (R
O, b, B R ARERTR AT TN, e L. 7 RRSA KT H,
TN TEARE A AL R o

NN IL LR . ARTE R, AR AR, BE kil AT, AR . Al AE
Mk BIr e, R TR EE, BRI, al NSO SRR N, MO T,
HORGE T IBAESL AE 1d b

B 17, AAAERT T HE R R ANEAMRER R YL, T, RTINS RS HAE R, itk
ERIHE GBS TR K AR, RIS — TP, AT e Wk

NS R = EE b T RIEERA T K A A AR, Bt N, b R R G
MY, R MR EARR . XA T, AR RS, R EEE, BRI B.

A PI R NARAE R B, B0 Tt DEMRER, X+ &5, b rm
NEE JRWT T HR T Y

gk b, AN, NIl E AL, B e, VRN, NI EE WK, Y
XYL, Pl ISR, R T EWTRRIEAR R, R SRS, XA AR AT S

Xiao Jun and I Have a Corn Picking Contest

Saturday morning, my neighbor Xiao Jun shouted at me over the wall. The grown—ups
are all in the fields, he said, let us have a corn picking contest, one row each,
from the boundary line toward both ends, whoever fills three baskets first wins. 1

said yes without thinking.

Our two family fields touch each other, with a narrow boundary path trodden
between them. When we got into the corn, Xiao Jun dad scored a line on the boundary
with his foot and said, start here. The row I got had big dense ears, and I felt

smug, sure the win was mine.

At the start I picked blazing fast. Snap after snap, the ears slid down under my
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arm, and when I could not hold more I hurled them into the basket with a clang.
Halfway through, I looked back and the row of Xiao Jun had barely moved, while I was
far ahead. So I let loose completely, not even twisting properly, just yanking an ear

off and calling it done.

The trouble came at the basket filling. My basket looked full, but the ears lay
in every direction, some balanced on the rim. When I carried one to the edge of the
field, I dropped ears all along the way, rolling into the stalks, and I had to go
back and hunt for them. One rolled into another family row, and Xiao Jun dad picked

it up for me.

On Xiao Jun side everything was quiet. He picked one ear and placed one in the
basket, all heads pointing the same way, stacked neat as can be. When he carried his
to the field edge, he held the basket with both hands and walked slowly, and not a
single ear fell. By the time I had filled two and a half baskets, his three were
done, stacked tidy by the sacks at the edge of the field.

I lost, and sat on a pile of stalks sulking. Xiao Jun dad came over and said,
kid, your hands are not slow, you pick faster than him, but you are careless when
filling the basket. Work is like picking corn, the snap feels great, but stacking it

neat is the harvest.

Xiao Jun poured his winning three baskets into the shared sack of our two
families, saying he had promised, after the contest we load them together for both
families. My face went hot all at once, and I hurried to grab a basket too. This time
I learned my lesson, placing one ear at a time, and when a basket was packed I

carried it out, and not one ear dropped.

At noon the grown—ups of both families sat on the field ridge drinking water, and
counted eleven baskets in all. Xiao Jun dad said, six of these eleven baskets belong

to the two boys. That made me happier than winning.

On the way home, Xiao Jun told me, next time we contest on basket filling and not
picking, and you will still lose. I said get lost, next time I will definitely beat
you. Talking tough aside, I was truly convinced. To pick an ear you listen for the

snap, to fill a basket you stack it neat, and I still need practice in both.
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