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The 01d Bamboo Chair by the Garden

The bamboo chair came into our life together with the garden. That spring,
Grandpa hauled in seeds, a hoe and a bamboo chair on a handcart. The chair was set on
the bare ground by the fence, its four legs sinking into the loose soil as if it had

taken root.

Grandpa treated the bamboo chair better than the wooden one at home. The wooden
chair sat in the main room, seldom used; the bamboo chair sat by the garden, occupied
every day. Each evening, Grandpa came out of the beds, rinsed the mud off his shoes
at the well, then sat down. The bamboo joints creaked once, like a greeting. On the
chair he rolled up his trouser cuffs, pulled off his gloves, knocked the fresh weeds

clean against the leg, and only then walked home slowly.
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The armrest broke once. The summer it rained hard, Grandpa was carrying the chair
indoors when his foot slipped, and the chair struck the doorframe, splitting the
right armrest. He did not throw it away. He went to town, had it bound with two bands
of bamboo strip, then brushed tung oil over it himself. The new binding was pale,
visible from two steps away. For years after, that pale scar stayed there, worn

shinier than anywhere else on the chair.

When I was small I was not allowed to sit in it. It belonged to Grandpa. Only
while he watered could I sit for a moment. My feet did not reach the ground, and the
joints creaked under me. The chair was tall; from up there I saw the garden at the
same height as Grandpa. I watched him walk along the furrows with his watering can,
the stream thin and steady, landing at the roots. When he finished, he straightened
his back and glanced toward the chair. The setting sun was behind him, stretching his

shadow onto the chair and then across the beds.

The year Grandpa fell ill, Father took over the garden. One evening I saw Father
sitting in that bamboo chair, his back a little bent, his posture exactly the way
Grandpa used to sit. The setting sun 1it him and the luffa vines Grandpa had trained
along the fence. The soil under the four legs had pressed into a shallow hollow;

whoever sat there sat at the same height.

Later the chair stood empty. Father left it by the fence, never moving it
indoors. Every spring he took it out into the sun and brushed on a coat of tung oil.
It was still the same chair, and the pale scar of bamboo strip was still there. When
the sun slanted low, the seat fell half in light, half in shade, as if someone were

sitting in it.

Last autumn I went back to the old house and sat in the bamboo chair for a while.
The bamboo was warm from the sun, and the joints creaked once as I sat down. The
radishes in the garden had just come out of the ground, and the onions along the
fence stood in neat rows. I sat still and watched the sun turn the whole garden gold,
then slowly darken it. The chair creaked softly under me, like Grandpa just settling

down beside me.
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