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October 12 The Wind Moved the Rice Field onto the Road

October 12, Wednesday, sunny

After school today, the moment I walked out of the school gate, the wind
delivered something to me. At first I did not know what it was. Fragrant, sweet, and
also like the smell of things dried in the sun. I sniffed once, then sniffed again,

and could not find where it came from.

My deskmate Zhou Xiaoyu smelled it too. She sniffed hard, snoring loud with each
sniff, and asked whether the canteen was secretly steaming new rice. The two of us
sniffed step by step and walked forward along the road, like two machines hunting for

a fragrance. When we reached the edge of the rice field, we stopped at the same
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moment, nobody speaking, and both of us took one deep breath together. Zhou Xiaoyu

said, so autumn has a smell, and autumn smells like cooked rice.

It was the rice field. The big rice field at the east end of the village was
still green a few days ago, and today it all turned yellow. I followed the smell to
the edge of the field, stopped, and took one big deep breath. The fragrance went
straight into my stomach, and my stomach actually growled once. So the smell of rice

can be eaten like a meal. Today I learned that for the first time.

I squatted down and brought my nose close to one panicle of rice. The panicle has
tiny hairs that tickle the nose. 1 sneezed, and two little bugs on the panicle flew
off in fright. Then I sniffed my backpack strap. The strap smelled of rice too. I had
stood by the field so long that the rice fragrance had quietly climbed onto my
backpack.

Finally I pressed my nose right against the panicle and took another deep breath.
It was so fragrant my eyes squeezed shut. Rows of rice stood in the field, and when
the wind came they rustled and chatted. Maybe they were talking about who smelled
them today. I said to the nearest panicle, sorry, I inhaled so much of your

fragrance. It swayed once, not angry.

All the way home I kept sniffing my own sleeve. On the sleeve the rice fragrance

came and went. One step, one sniff, like a little lamb looking for grass.

At night I wrote it all into my diary. My mom leaned over to read and laughed,
saying fragrant things find people by themselves, you stood by that field for half a
day, the rice fragrance had long memorized you. I put my backpack beside my pillow.
The fragrance on the strap was faint, almost gone. I am thinking, after school

tomorrow, I will go there again and take one more deep breath.
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September 28 Today I Am a Little Detective

September 28, Friday, sunny then cloudy

After school today, I took on a case. Here is the case: somewhere on the road
there is a fragrance that keeps waving in front of my nose. When I turn my head it
disappears, and when I walk forward it comes back. I suspect it is hiding from me on
purpose. So many people leave school at the same time, yet it follows only me, which

means I am the only one it sees.

I decided to be a detective for once. Step one of a detective is to scout along
the route. I walked with my backpack very slowly, my eyes on the ground and my nose
on the sky. The fragrance grew thick and thin, thick on the left, thin on the right.
I judged that the suspect hides on the west side of the road, and hides deep, and is

very big, because a fragrance this strong must come from something huge.

Passing the corner shop, 1 suspected spicy strips for a moment. I went over to
smell. No. Spicy strips are hot; this fragrance is sweet. Passing the yard where
quilts were drying in the sun, I suspected sunshine smell. I sniffed. Also no.
Eliminate everything impossible, and whatever remains, however unlikely, must be the
truth.

The truth is at the west end of the village. A huge rice field, shining yellow,
every panicle hanging its head low, like rows of people admitting their mistakes. I
walked to the edge of the field, stood firm, and collected evidence from the suspect:
close my eyes and take one very deep breath. The fragrance came in through my nose

and steamed out of my ears. I suspect even my ears turned fragrant. The breath was so
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deep I almost laughed out loud, and I held it in.

I also took physical evidence. I pinched a small handful of rice husks into my
pencil case. The husks weigh nothing at all, yet they are very fragrant. Tonight my
pencil case will surely fill the room with the scent of the case, and if my mom asks,

I will confess honestly.

On the way home I reviewed the whole case. The fragrance was sent by autumn. The
rice field is the post office, the wind is the mailman, and my nose is the one who

signs for the parcel. The signer signed with one deep breath. Signed by: me.

When I finished the diary I opened the pencil case and sniffed. Mm, the evidence
is still there. After school tomorrow I will take the long way around through the

west of the village and interrogate this case one more time.
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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.

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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