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When the Setting Sun Warmed the Chair

When the sun dropped to the roof on the west, the light in the garden changed
color. The shadow of the luffa trellis stretched long across the whole furrow; the
bamboo chair stood by the fence, its seat shining in the last of the sunlight. At
that hour Grandpa was still in the ground. The chair was empty. It had to wait.

He did not sit until the work in his hands was done. The sun lit the chair first,
then his bent back. He earthed up the young eggplant seedlings, shovelful by
shovelful, crumbling the clods between his fingers. The shadow grew longer, crawling
from one end of the bed to the other, covering him entirely. He never noticed, until

the can ran dry and he carried it empty to the well.
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After rinsing his shoes in well water, Grandpa walked to the bamboo chair. The
joints creaked, and he sat down. He picked up the palm—leaf fan from beside the
chair, not to fan himself but to twist the streaks of mud off his trouser cuffs. He
looked over the garden. His gaze started at the onion beds on the east and moved row
by row to the west: the onions stood straight, the garlic shoots had pushed through,
and the gap of five missing hills in the radish bed he would fill on the weekend. He

looked once and kept score once. The chair held him without a sound.

When I came home from school, I dropped nothing and ran first to the garden edge.
Grandpa sat in the chair; I crouched in front of it. He handed me a cucumber just
picked, rinsed twice in well water, bitten through while still crisp, its seeds
tender. One sat, one crouched, neither speaking. The sun leaked through the gaps in
the luffa trellis onto us, onto the empty can. The cicadas changed their tune then,

calling thicker.

A little darker, Grandpa stood and moved the chair inside the fence gate, afraid
of the night dew. The chair leaned against the wall, its legs still holding the
warmth of the day. He latched the gate and carried the cucumber and a handful of
scallions home. The garden went dark; the chair stood in the darkness, waiting for

the sun of the next day.

Those evenings, the chair knew better than anyone: which day the luffa climbed
the trellis, which day the first pepper turned color, which day Grandpa sat in it
longer than usual. Once he sat so long that the sun was gone before he rose. 1
thought he had fallen asleep; coming closer, I saw him looking at the radish bed

where the seedlings had been replanted, a small smile at the corner of his mouth.

The garden is still there now, and the bamboo chair still stands by the fence.
The sun still slants in every day, lighting the seat first, then the beds. The chair
is empty; no one bends over the ground. But the way the light walks across the garden
has not changed, from the onion beds on the east to the trellis on the west, as if

someone sat in the chair, watching it all over again.
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