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October 27 I Plowed One Furrow Crooked

October 27, cloudy. Today I got up earlier than the rooster.

Yesterday I led Da Huang the whole afternoon, and my palms were still sore. But
when I set out with Grandpa, I said: Grandpa, today I want to hold the plow. Grandpa

only said: try two rounds first.

Grandpa led the ox first and showed me one round. He held the plow handles, bent
over a little, and the plowshare bit into the soil just enough. Da Huang walked with

its head down, and the furrow behind was like a line drawn with a ruler. Then he

www. vv99. net



handed me the handles, worn glossy and warm.

The first steps went well. The turned soil rolled over on both sides, showing
damp dark clods, and two earthworms came out in the furrow. I thought: this is not
hard at all.

But the plow began to slip. My right hand pressed down too much, and the furrow
started to curve, like a snake lying in the field. The more I tried to fix it, the

worse it became.

Grandpa did not scold me. He said: a crooked plow tires out the ox more than a
straight one. When the plow goes crooked, the ox must fight your strength, and one
round becomes two rounds of work. You save yourself, but you waste the strength of

the ox.

My face got hot, and I asked to lead the ox for one straight round before holding
the plow again. The reins of Da Huang were thick hemp rope, rough against the palm.
Every time I looked back, the reins tightened a little — Da Huang was slowing down,
waiting for me. I called out, and it walked again. This round I kept my eyes fixed

ahead, and the furrow came out straight.

Then I held the plow for another half round, remembering the words of Grandpa:
keep even strength in both hands, look at the furrow ahead, not at your feet. The
plowshare still wobbled, but this half round was much straighter than the whole round

of the morning.

At noon I looked at the field we finished. The turned soil lay ridge after ridge,
some parts already white in the sun, some parts still dark and damp. Crooked or

straight, all of it lay open on the ground for anyone to see.

That night I wrote in my diary: the field does not scold people, but the plow

leaves all your work on the ground, and you cannot fool it.
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