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Market Day

The first thing you hear at the Saturday market is rhythm: vendors calling, coins clinking, a slow
hum of exchange that moves like breath. My grandmother always walked ahead, basket in hand,
nodding to each stall owner as if greeting old friends. I carried smaller bags, careful not to crush

the tomatoes she loved.

She taught me the ritual: greet, taste, thank, then buy. Each step held meaning. You didn’t rush,
and you never grabbed. You learned people’s names and stories. A good peach came with a

memory of the farmer’s field. A handful of herbs came with advice for a perfect stew.

At home, she translated every interaction into a lesson. “Respect begins in attention,” she’d say,
slicing eggplant into neat circles. “You can’t understand people if you never pause to listen.”
Those words shaped how I approached everything. Listening first made every space feel fuller,

every exchange more honest.

When I started volunteering at a local food co-op, the market’s rhythm returned. Members came
from different countries, speaking in accents that blended across aisles. Some brought spices
from home, others new recipes to share. My role began as shelf stocker, but over time I became a
bridge: translating labels, arranging displays that honored every culture represented. Small
choices, like placing familiar ingredients side by side, helped create a place where people

recognized pieces of themselves.
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Those Saturdays deepened my understanding of connection. Culture isn’t static; it shifts with
conversation, food, and shared effort. The same respect my grandmother practiced at each stall

guided how I handled every task: slowly, carefully, with awareness of who stood across from me.

Now, as I look toward college, I’'m drawn to programs that study culture through language,
history, and community action. Majoring in anthropology would let me explore how traditions
shape identity and how everyday rituals reveal deeper values. Fieldwork and service projects that

connect classrooms to neighborhoods align with how I learn best: by engaging directly.

The market still stands at the edge of the town square. Whenever I visit, the air smells like basil
and ripe fruit. Voices overlap, trading greetings and laughter. I walk those aisles the same way |

once did: hands open, eyes attentive, grateful for lessons taught between stalls.

That place showed me culture as living conversation, a circle of giving and receiving that builds

understanding one word at a time.
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