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Confessions of a Bamboo Basket

I am a bamboo basket, woven fine, varnished three times, squatting on a stone
block at the garden gate. My owner is an old man with hard calluses on his hands that
have stroked every seam of my bamboo strips. He never uses me for soil or weeds. He

only lifts me on Saturday dawns, while the dew is still wet.

On picking day I am fed layer by layer. The cucumbers come first, cool, a small
yellow flower about to dry still on their navel. The tomatoes come second, warm,
ripened by the sun, lying shoulder to shoulder, careful not to crowd, for my master
fears overfilling me will bruise them. The scallions come last, black soil still on
their roots, draped over me like a quilt. I am filled level with the rim, my chest

swollen. It is my proudest moment of the year.

Then I am hung on the arm of a boy. He is barely as tall as my handle, yet he
walks steadily, around the puddles, around the bricks. Wind passes through my bamboo
seams, the cucumbers bump heads softly, making a muffled knock—knock sound, like

whispers. We cross the little path between two buildings. Windows open one by one,
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people lean out, people call: oh, the vegetables of the Chen family are out again.

Building Three, three knocks. The door opens, and an old grandmother takes us
over. Her hand is very light when she touches the cucumbers, like touching the cheek
of a child. She says a string of words; I cannot remember them all, only that she
called this basket the best in the whole building. Later what fills my belly changes,
replaced by a bowl, hot at the bottom, so hot my insides glow too. They call this a

return gift.

On the way back the boy holds me with one arm and the bowl with the other,
walking slower than before. I am empty, I am light, yet somehow I feel heavier than
when [ was full. Later the old man sets me back on the stone block and rubs my rim

with his thumb, like wiping away sweat.

I squat in the sun, smelling of both cucumbers and mung bean soup, the two smells
mixed together, not exactly pleasant, but warm. I suddenly understand: this basket of
mine is full when holding vegetables, and still full when emptied to carry a return
gift. Some things really do grow more the more they are shared, and I carry that

truth in my seams.
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