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The Little Bamboo Basket of Grandpa

Saturday morning, the sun had barely risen when Grandpa was already crouching at
the edge of the vegetable garden. Dew still hung on the cucumber vines. He lifted the
leaves one by one to look, and when he found a cucumber he liked, he bent down for a

second look, muttering: this one is just right, this one is just right.

He held the vine with one hand and pinched the stem of the cucumber with the
other. With a snap it came off, and he laid it gently into the bamboo basket at his
waist, arranging them neatly, layer upon layer. The fully ripe tomatoes went into a
separate cloth bag, because Grandpa said tomatoes must not be squashed, or they would

not taste good.

The basket filled up little by little. Cucumbers at the bottom, tomatoes in the
middle, and on top lay several scallions still holding soil. Grandpa patted the rim
of the basket and handed it to me: go, take them to Grandma Li next door. Give her my

regards, and tell her cucumbers taste freshest tossed with garlic.

I carried the basket to the door of Building Three and knocked three times. When
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Grandma Li opened the door and saw it, her eyes curved like crescents. Always your
family! Tell your grandpa his vegetables are the best in our whole building. I have

not bought a single vegetable all summer.

She picked up a cucumber and rubbed it in her hand, saying she would smash some
garlic and dress it tonight. Then she went back inside, and when she came out again,
she carried a bowl of mung bean soup, the sides of the bowl still warm, a few red

dates floating on top.

Take this back to your grandpa. I made it to cool the summer heat. I held the
basket with one hand and the bowl with the other, walking step by step, afraid to
spill a single drop. The basket was far lighter than on the way here, yet my hand

felt heavier.

Grandpa took the bowl and drank half of it on the spot, smacking his lips once.
He looked at the empty basket, then at me, and said slowly: a vegetable garden is
happiest when half of it is shared. Keep it all, and it is only a patch of

vegetables. Share it, and it turns into a building full of friends.

That afternoon I went downstairs to throw out the trash and heard Grandma Li
telling her grandson in the stairwell: the cucumbers grown by the grandpa below our
floor taste wonderfully sweet. The bamboo basket at the garden gate sat empty in the
sunlight, yet it looked full.
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