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The First Bite of Durian

Dad brought a durian home after work, set it on the dining table, and announced
with great seriousness that this was the king of fruits. I leaned in for one sniff,
then covered my nose and backed away. What kind of king of fruits smells like wet
socks left in the rain for three days? Mom came out of the kitchen, caught the smell,
and frowned, asking why he had brought such a stinky thing into our house. My little

sister buried her face in the sofa cushion and cried that a monster had come home.

Dad did not care. He sat down and began negotiating with the durian, twisting at
the crack in its shell. A gap opened, and the smell rushed out with all its strength.
I had retreated to the balcony, yet I kept stealing glances. Dad scooped out a piece
of golden flesh, raised it high, and inhaled deeply with exaggerated delight. 1
almost laughed out loud. Something that looks like custard cannot possibly stink, 1
told myself.

Dad held a piece in front of me and promised me the comic book I wanted if I took

just one bite. I stared at the golden lump, soft and shining. I closed my eyes,
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opened my mouth, and bit down. The moment it touched my tongue, it was smooth and
rich, like thick cream, and a sweet, deep flavor filled my whole mouth. I opened my
eyes and looked at Dad in surprise. He wore a proud smile and asked how it was. 1
said nothing and reached for a second piece. Dad had planned this move from the
start, and turned to brag to Mom, saying see, I told him he would like it. With my
mouth full, I mumbled back that I did not like it, I was just tasting. Even so, when

my plate was empty, I had eaten three segments from my own shell.

From that day on, the ranking of fruits in our family was rewritten. Mom, who had
shouted the loudest about throwing the durian away, secretly ate the last two pieces
from the fridge at night. When caught the next day, she cleared her throat and
claimed she did not want good fruit to go to waste. My sister watched me eat for two
days, then stole one tiny bite herself, and after that she asked at every fruit stall
whether there was durian that day. Now when I pass a fruit stall and catch that
strong smell, I walk faster, just like Dad, and go choose one for myself. Some things
cannot be judged by smell alone, just as some people cannot be judged by their

appearance.
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The Last Piece of Durian in the Fridge

Only one piece of durian is left in the fridge. I wrapped it in plastic film,
wrote my name on it, and pushed it to the back of the cold compartment. Last
Saturday, that durian was still a battlefield between my sister and me. She sneaked a
bite while I was doing homework, and I caught her red-handed. She wiped her mouth and
said she had found it first. I was so angry I threatened to take away her popsicle,
and she ran to complain to Mom. One sentence from Mom ended the war: half and half.
Two years ago, such a fight would have been impossible, because back then I would not

even let durian through our front door.

One evening two years ago, I went to the fruit stall with Dad for the first time.
The stall owner was a loud-voiced man. Seeing us approach, he pried open a durian on
the spot and shouted that it was freshly opened, sweet as anything. The smell burst
out all at once. I covered my nose and mouth and jumped back, nearly bumping into an
electric scooter behind me. Dad leaned in and sniffed, serious and careful, as if
choosing a treasure. I stood three meters away and shouted that something so stinky
was still worth buying. Dad did not even turn his head. He said it smells bad but
tastes good, and what would I know. I picked up the smallest shell I could find,

deciding in my heart that even if we bought it, I would not touch it.

When we got home, the durian was set in a corner of the living room, and the
whole family erupted. Grandma came out of her room shaking her head, saying the smell
was like an upturned sewer. My older sister pinched her nose and fled inside,
shouting through the door for Dad to get the monster out. Dad cheerfully cracked the
shell open and scooped out several segments of golden flesh. He offered one to
Grandma; she waved it away. He offered one to my sister; she refused. The last one
came to me, with Dad saying try one bite, and if it is bad he will never buy it
again. Watching Dad eat, I figured he would not poison me. I pinched that piece of
flesh with my fingertips like a dangerous object, stretched my neck out, and took one
quick tiny bite. Then I froze. On my tongue it was soft and sweet, like ice cream
halfway melted, with a milky fragrance I could not name. I turned and took a second
bite, then a third.

Seeing me eat so happily, Grandma tasted one small strip with a doubtful face,
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muttering that it was just so—so, while her hand pushed the rest of the plate toward
herself. My sister came out of her room, pretended to be casual, took one piece, and
went back leaving her door slightly open. That evening, every person in our family

was pretending to dislike it, and every person was eating it.

Now when I pass a fruit stall, durian is the first thing I look for. My sister
took a bite of the last one, and I stared at the piece with my name on it in the back
of the fridge, suddenly thinking of myself two years ago, holding my nose three
meters away. [ laughed out loud. As people grow up, some tastes change. Do not rush

to refuse. Try that one bite first.
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My Deskmate’ s Durian Lunch Box

The moment Lin Xiaodong opened his schoolbag, the back rows of the classroom
erupted. It was Wednesday lunch break. He took out his lunch box as usual, and when
the 1id cracked open just a little, a strong smell spread out. Chen Chen in the front
row reacted first, covering his nose with exaggerated horror and shouting that
someone had knocked over a plate of stinky tofu. Half a dozen classmates jumped up,
chairs scraping loudly across the floor, and even students on the other side of the
aisle craned their necks to look. Lin Xiaodong s face turned bright red. He fumbled
to press the lid shut, stopped halfway, and said quietly that it was not stinky tofu,

it was durian.

Half the class had never tasted durian, and the other half immediately split into
two camps. Li Ran, who loved it, pushed her way over with shining eyes and asked for
a bite. The desks that feared the smell threw their windows wide open, and someone
waved a textbook like a small wind wall. Lin Xiaodong lowered his head and shoved the
lunch box into his desk, the tips of his ears glowing red. His grandmother packed two
pieces of durian for his snack every morning. He had always thought it was a treasure

of home. He never imagined it could make him a public enemy in class.

Li Ran took a bite, smacked her lips, and set the box back on Lin Xiaodong’ s
desk, saying it was truly sweet and his grandmother did a great job. Lin Xiaodong
froze for a second and managed a thank you. I sit right next to him, and honestly my
heart had been itching all morning. The smell was fierce, but the way Li Ran smacked
her lips was tempting. I held out until the break after the second afternoon class,
then finally asked in a small voice whether I could try a small piece too. Lin
Xiaodong glanced at me with a guarded look, but still fished a plastic container from
his bag, opened it, and offered a piece on a toothpick. The flesh was bright yellow.
I held my breath and took one quick tiny bite, then froze completely. Soft and sweet
and cool, like holding a spoonful of melted cream. I looked up at Lin Xiaodong. He
was watching my face with visible tension. When I said it was delicious, the

tightness in his face melted at once, and his smile showed two pointed teeth.

The next day, his lunch box was still that lunch box, the smell still that smell,
but now four people gathered around him. The smell-afraid ones were still smell-
afraid, only they no longer shouted monster. They covered their noses and asked him
to eat farther away. Lin Xiaodong did not mind. He sat in his seat and ate openly,
packed the box away when finished, then went to the window for some fresh air. The
homeroom teacher passed by, caught the smell, stopped, and tried one small piece too.
She frowned and thought for a long while, then said it was strange but not bad, and

the whole class burst into laughter.

Later the class held a sharing party. Someone brought tangerines, someone brought
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hawthorn, and Lin Xiaodong brought a small box of durian, placed right in the middle
of the table. The label was written by him: smells strong, tastes sweet, challengers
welcome. The first hand to reach in belonged to Chen Chen, the very one who had
shouted stinky tofu. Lin Xiaodong stood beside the table watching, his back straight,
like a guard protecting a precious treasure. Some things are like that. Everyone
dodges at first, until one person takes a bite, and the crowd of dodgers loosens just
a little.
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