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A Slice of Melon, A Burst of Laughter

The watermelon seller’s call came floating in from the entrance of the alley,
long and drawn out and somehow cooler than an ice pop, and I ran outside with my
coins already tight in my hand, because his pile of watermelons was stacked up into

one little green hill.

Grandpa squatted down beside the melons to choose one carefully, and he knocked
on one melon, then another, listening hard with his head tilted, and he said the one
that sounds dong, dong, like a drum, is the ripe one, and he lifted a big one and

hugged it all the way home.

Grandma set the knife down on the melon and it answered with a loud crack,
splitting open all by itself before the knife had even finished cutting, and the
sandy red flesh with its shining black seeds filled the whole house with a fresh

sweet green smell.

We each hugged one big slice and sat in a row to eat, and nobody said a single
word, there was only the sound of everybody eating melon, and the juice ran down our
wrists and dripped onto our chins, and our bellies grew round like little green

melons.

We counted and compared all the seeds we had spat out, and I won the seed-
spitting contest and laughed the loudest of everyone, and Grandma handed the biggest

slice to Grandpa, but Grandpa quietly gave it back to me, and we all laughed again.

In the afternoon, after we came back from swimming with sunburned noses, the ice-—
cold watermelon from the fridge came to the rescue, and one single bite made a cool
feeling travel all the way from my mouth down to my belly, and the whole summer

turned into one big red smile.

Mom froze some of the melon juice into little ice pops, red little ice sticks
that we hid carefully in the freezer, and I licked them one lick outside and one lick

inside, and the coolness stayed around my mouth for a very long, long time.

We did not throw the rinds away either, because we left a thin white layer on
them, and Grandma cut them into little square pieces and mixed them with sugar and

vinegar, crunchy and sour at the same time, and one plate of cold melon-rind salad
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brought another round of laughter.

The little kid from next door came over to share the watermelon with us, and one
watermelon suddenly became four big plates, and we ate melon and played word games
together, and our laughter jumped over the wall and into the yard next door without

any permission.

Dad carved a little crab out of a watermelon rind, with a green shell and a red
mouth, and we set it on the windowsill to dry, and it could not move and it could not

eat anything, but every single time we looked at it, we laughed all over again.

At night when the air finally cooled down, we carried the melon out into the
courtyard, and we ate our slices while counting the stars one by one, and one star
seemed to fall right onto the melon, so we named it a star seed and fought over who

would get to eat it.

Grandpa said the melon vines were only planted in the spring, and he watered them
for more than a whole month just to earn this one bite of sweetness, so every time we
eat melon we should remember that inside every piece of red flesh there is a spring

rain hiding quietly.

Laughter is the easiest thing to find in the summer, because it hides inside the
crack of the melon and inside the splash of the pool, inside the seeds flying through
the air and the old fan swaying under the tree, just waiting for us to pick it up one

by one.

If anybody ever asks me what summer vacation tastes like, I lift my watermelon
slice up high and answer out loud: it tastes sweet, it tastes cool, and it tastes
exactly like laughter, one big bite and the whole summer is right there inside my

mouth.
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