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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.
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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
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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