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My Little Basket by the Bed

October 9th, Saturday, sunny. My little basket now sits by my bed, washed clean,
two or three rice husks still stuck to its bottom that I refuse to pick off. Mom
asked why I display an empty basket there. I said it is not empty; it is the basket
that once held a full load of golden beads. Mom laughed, and I laughed too.

That happened on October 6th, only three days ago, yet it feels like last week,
because I picked so carefully that day. Right after the harvest, golden ears lay
scattered among the stubble all over the field. I followed Grandma in, picking a wild
chrysanthemum on the way and tucking it into the rim of the basket. I copied her:
bend down, reach, 1ift, shake, and the ear was in. After a dozen trips the basket

went from light to heavy, and I had to switch hands every few steps.
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The sun made the grains shine so bright they dazzled. I crouched for one ear,
stood for the next, my back bending and straightening. My ears kept rolling out of
the basket, so I kept going back for the rolled—out ones. Grandma saw and, instead of
teasing me, taught me to cup my hands like a bowl when placing them in. It worked,
and I swelled with pride. The wind set the dry leaves rustling, as if the field were

talking to us.

The field was quiet but for our footsteps; far off someone was binding sheaves
and a tractor puttered. I found one enormous ear with a neck thicker than my finger
and held it up for Grandma. She called it the king of ears and set it on top of the
basket to hold the rest down.

At noon Grandma poured the ears into a bamboo tray to dry. I squatted beside her
and counted them once: thirty—seven ears. I wrote the number in my diary in case 1

forgot it in a few days.

Now the basket is empty and the ears long since dried and given to Grandma’ s
rice jar. But every time I see the basket I remember the golden beads in the field,
and myself bent over, hands muddy, heart glowing. Grandma promised to take me again
next harvest. I straightened the basket a little more and placed the biggest grain of
all at its bottom, my own king of ears. That night I dreamed the field was covered

with golden beads, and I could not finish picking them all.
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