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The Bamboo Basket of My Grandfather

In the mornings of July, the vegetable garden of my grandfather is the most
beautiful place in the village. The garden is fenced with thin bamboo poles stuck
into the ground and tied to cross bars with hemp string. Morning glories climb the
fence, opening purple flowers at dawn and closing them by noon. There is a gap in the
fence, left by my grandfather as a door, and it is also where he hands the basket
through.

The tomatoes grow right along the fence. I crouch down to look. One stake holds
seven or eight fruits, each a different color. The smallest are deep green, hard to
the touch, covered with fine soft fuzz. The bigger ones are pale green with a hint of
yellow inside. The most interesting are half red, one side red and one side still
green, as if someone painted only half of them with a brush. The fully red ones are

the best, with shiny skin, and in the sun they look like little lanterns.
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My grandfather stands outside the fence and hands the bamboo basket in through
the gap. The basket is small, its rim worn pale white, an old basket he has used for
years. He says, pick the red ones, do not pull hard, hold the fruit and lift it

upward, and when you hear a snap it comes off.

I pick the way he showed me. On the first one I squeeze too hard and leave a dent
with my thumb. On the second I am wiser. I hold the fruit and push it up, and the
stem snaps, and the fruit lands safely in my hand, heavy and warm from the sun. I

pick six in a row, and the basket has a full layer lying in it.

At the last one, I find a fully red tomato hiding under a leaf, hidden so deep
that nobody would see it without parting the leaves. I pick it and hold it up for my
grandfather. He laughs and says the fruits in the garden are honest creatures; if you

look for them in earnest, they let themselves be found.

At noon my grandmother cooks the tomatoes I picked, and there is also a plate of
tomatoes with white sugar, and the sweet water turns red. I eat until I am too full

to move, and sit on the doorstep.

I love the vegetable garden of my grandfather. I love the purple flowers on the
bamboo fence, the fruits half red and half green, the old bamboo basket handed in
through the gap, and the moment of a snap when a tomato comes off the plant. Next

July, I am going to pick again.
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