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October 19 The Tricycle of Grandpa Carries a Whole Rice
Field

October 19, Saturday, sunny

Today Grandpa took me to the edge of the rice field to haul grain home. His
tricycle stopped by the threshing floor. The cart bed was lined with a layer of old
rice husks, he said, as a cushion, so the new grain will not get bruised when poured
in. I climbed up and sat in the cart bed. Under my bottom everything was soft, and

all of it fragrant.

The fragrance of husks in the cart is different from the fragrance in the field.
The field fragrance is alive, the wind delivers it in gusts. The cart fragrance has
been saved up, one deep breath of it is thick and warm, like a quilt dried in the
sun. Sitting in the cart I could not help taking one big deep breath, then another.

Grandpa turned his head and said, breathe all you want, this fragrance costs nothing.

www. vv99. net



At the field edge the thresher roared, and grain shot from the machine into the
cart like golden rain. I jumped down and hid behind Grandpa, my ears full of noise,
my nose full of fragrance. When the machine stopped, the world went quiet all at
once, and only then did I hear my own breathing, in and out, every breath tasting of
new grain. I took one more very deep breath, slowly this time, all the way to the

bottom. The rice fragrance seemed to travel into my back, and my back turned warm.

Grandpa grabbed a handful of grain and let it leak down through his fingers,
rustling like rain. He tilted his ear to listen and told me, listen, only ripe grain
makes this sound; unripe grain feels dull when squeezed in the hand. I copied him and
grabbed a handful. The grain pressed my palm, smooth and slippery, and the sound as
it leaked down really did sound like rain. A rice awn clung to the white beard of
Grandpa, and he did not pick it off, letting it hang there like a golden pin he had

pinned on.

On the way home I sat on top of the pile of grain, and the grain bounced my
bottom with every bump of the wheels. The wind blew from behind, and all the rice
fragrance rushed into my face. I buried my face in my sleeve. The sleeve was fragrant
too. I guess tonight my trousers, my backpack, my hair, will all turn into the smell

of rice, and my mom will say I went off to become a rice plant.

At night I wrote in my diary: the tricycle of Grandpa carries a whole rice field.
Then I added one more line: a rice awn hangs on the white beard of Grandpa, and that
is a gift from the rice field to him. When I finished the line I sniffed the diary.
The diary had a little fragrance on it too, probably the grain sneaking it through my

trousers.
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