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Confessions of the Bamboo Chair

I am a bamboo chair, living beside the fence of a vegetable garden. My owner is
an old man who grows vegetables; people call him Grandpa. Every morning he carries me
inside the fence and sets me square, pressing my four legs firm before he opens his
watering can. He knows my legs are soft and afraid of sinking into loose soil, so

every spring he brushes me with a coat of tung oil.

My body carries many marks. The right armrest is bound with two bands of bamboo
strip. The year he carried me in out of the rain, [ struck the doorframe, and he
grieved over it, taking me to town for mending. My left front leg bears a pale scar
from the flood year, when he lifted me over his head onto the steps and my leg hit
the stone. The middle of my seat has sunk a little, pressed down by ten—odd years of
his sitting.
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He sits in me every evening. I know the weight of him settling down, heavier on
the left side, where he leans of habit. He is not talkative on me. He rolls his
cuffs, twists off streaks of mud, watches his vegetables. The way he reads the garden
is the way one reads a letter, line by line. Sometimes he pats my armrest, the way

one pats the shoulder of an old friend.

A child came often. At first he could not climb into me and only dared crouch
beside me while Grandpa handed him a cucumber. Then he grew taller and, while Grandpa
watered, secretly climbed up, pressing me until every joint cried out. He started;
Grandpa laughed out loud from the far end of the bed. Later he did homework sitting
on me, my arms holding his elbows as he crossed out mistakes. He does not know I can

hear the pen scratching paper.

One year, Grandpa came less. First once every few days, then not the whole
summer. The child came in his place, sat in me for half an hour at a time, doing
nothing, just watching the setting sun. The sun split my seat into two halves, one
bright, one dark. The child reached out and touched the pale scar of bamboo strip on

my armrest, touching it a long time.

I thought I would be thrown away. Many evenings stood empty; rain beat on me,
snow pressed on me. But it did not happen. In spring, someone carried me out into the
sun and brushed me with tung oil, just as before. The child was tall now, crouching

to look at me the way Grandpa once looked at him.

Now he sits in me again, drawing out that familiar creak. His weight is not the
weight of Grandpa, but he sits in the same place, and the little hollow catches him
exactly. The sun leaks through the gaps of the luffa trellis onto his knees. I creak
once, softly. I think what I hold is not one old man, nor only one child, but every

evening this whole garden has ever sat through.
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