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调色盘上调不出那种黄

美术课搬到田野里上，是我们班这个学期最威风的一节课。老师姓陈，女的，扎一条黄围巾，拎

着一只铁皮调色盘走在最前头，说今天只教一件事，颜色是从天上和田里借来的，不是从颜料管

里挤出来的。

我们分成几个小组，散在田埂上。我们组四个人，围着一副共用画架，画架是折叠的，支起

来咯吱响。画题是稻浪加天空。我抢着负责调颜色，谁让我妈说我在家把颜料盒玩了三整年。

结果第一关我就栽了。稻田那种黄，我调不出来。挤柠檬黄，太亮，像新塑料；加土黄，又

太暗，像旧牛皮纸。我站在田埂上对着田比来比去，画纸上的黄跟田里的黄打架，怎么看怎么别

扭。我挤掉半管颜料，盘子里糊成一团脏色。

同桌林小满蹲下来，把我的画纸转过去对着田，说你别看盘子，看田。她说你盯着田里最亮

的那块和最暗的那块，眼睛来回看三遍，手自己就知道加什么。我将信将疑，眼睛在田上来回走，

田里的黄在风里一层亮一层暗，确实跟任何一管颜料都不一样。我往脏色里点了一点白，又点了

一点点绿，再一笔抹在纸上，跟田一比，对上了。我高兴得差点把盘子举起来。

调完黄的调蓝。天空的蓝更好玩，头顶是深的，往田那头越远越浅，浅到快白了。我们把画

架转了个方向，让天空和稻田同时进画面。风一阵一阵来，稻浪就从画面右下角往左上角滚，我

们跟着喊口令，起浪喽，我们四个的笔就一起往下扫。

画到一半，云来了。一大片云从田那头压过来，田里的黄跟着暗了一瞬，云一走又亮回来。

林小满说快画云，我们抬头看云怎么走，笔跟着走。我调出一种灰不灰白不白的颜色，一笔一笔

把云拖过去。

收课时陈老师绕着画架看。她在我们这副前站得最久，先看我那片云，问，你是不是盯着云

走了很久？我说是，云从这头走到田那头，我数着它走了多久。她点头，说云会走的人，笔上就

有风。又看我的黄，说这个黄是从田里借的，借得地道。我们组四个人挤在一起看自己的画，谁

也不嫌谁挤。

回学校的路上，黄围巾陈老师走在最前头，还是那句话，颜色是借来的。我把这句话记在心

里。下回谁问我稻田的黄怎么调，我就让他先去田埂上，眼睛来回看三遍。

The Palette Cannot Mix That Yellow

Having art class out in the fields was the proudest lesson of our class this

term. Our teacher is a woman named Ms Chen, wearing a yellow scarf, carrying a tin

palette at the head of the line, and she said today she would teach only one thing:

colors are borrowed from the sky and the field, not squeezed out of paint tubes.

We split into small groups and scattered along the field ridges. Our group had

four people around one shared easel, a folding one that creaked when we set it up.

The subject was rice waves plus sky. I fought to be in charge of mixing colors, since
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my mom says I played with the paint box three whole years at home.

And I failed at the very first step. I could not mix the yellow of the rice

field. Lemon yellow is too bright, like new plastic; add yellow ochre and it turns

too dark, like old kraft paper. I stood on the ridge comparing my paper with the

field again and again, and the yellow on paper fought with the yellow in the field,

wrong no matter how I tilted it. I used up half a tube of paint, and the palette

became one smear of muddy color.

My deskmate Lin Xiaoman squatted down and turned my paper to face the field. She

said, stop looking at the palette, look at the field. She said, stare at the

brightest patch of the field and the darkest patch, let your eyes travel back and

forth three times, and your hand will know what to add. Half doubting, I let my eyes

walk across the field. The yellow in the field grew bright in one layer and dark in

the next with the wind, truly unlike any tube of paint. I touched a little white into

the mud, then a little green, swept one stroke onto the paper, compared it with the

field, and it matched. I nearly lifted the palette in the air.

After the yellow came the blue. The blue of the sky was even more fun, deep

overhead, paler the farther toward the field, pale almost to white. We turned the

easel so the sky and the rice field entered the picture together. The wind came in

gusts, and the rice waves rolled from the lower right corner of our picture to the

upper left, so we shouted commands like, here comes the wave, and all four of our

brushes swept down at once.

Halfway through, the clouds came. A big cloud pressed in from the far side of the

field, the yellow of the field dimmed for a moment, and brightened back when the

cloud moved on. Lin Xiaoman shouted to paint the clouds. We looked up to watch how

the cloud traveled, and our brushes traveled with it. I mixed a color that was

neither gray nor white, and dragged the cloud across the paper stroke by stroke.

At cleanup, Ms Chen walked around the easels. She stood longest in front of ours.

First she looked at my cloud and asked, did you watch that cloud travel for a long

time? I said yes, it traveled from here to the far end of the field, and I counted

how long it took. She nodded and said, a person whose clouds walk has wind in the

brush. Then she looked at my yellow and said this yellow was borrowed from the field,

and borrowed honestly. Our four group members squeezed together to look at our

painting, nobody minding the crowding.

On the walk back to school, Ms Chen with her yellow scarf still led the line,

still on that one theme: colors are borrowed. I kept the sentence in my heart. Next

time anyone asks me how to mix the yellow of a rice field, I will tell them to stand

on the ridge first and let their eyes travel back and forth three times.


