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Three Days of Mango Diary

June 10, Tuesday, sunny

At the school gate after class an old grandpa was selling mangoes, two yuan each.
I picked one the way I had watched Mom shop: first the skin, yellow touched with red;
then a touch, the skin smooth, soft under my finger; last I smelled it close up, and
the stem end was fragrant. The grandpa laughed and said I knew how to choose. 1
walked home holding the mango, its scent following me the whole way, and by the time

I got home my schoolbag seemed to smell of mango too.
June 11, Wednesday, cloudy

Yesterday I could not bear to eat that mango the same day; I kept it on my desk
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while I did homework all evening. Today it was softer, with a few hairline cracks in
the skin, like mouths opened in a smile. I gave it the flower cut with a small knife,
and this time my hand was steady: the grid came out neat, the skin unbroken. Pushing
it up from below, all the flesh flipped out, golden cubes shoulder to shoulder. 1
took a photo and sent it to Mom. In the evening she cut the other half and made mango
sago with coconut milk. My first mouthful mixed the silkiness of coconut milk, the
bounce of the sago, and the sweetness of mango, better than eating the fruit alone. 1
licked the bowl bottom clean.

I stood beside Mom while she made the sago dessert. First she boiled the sago in
hot water until only a white pinhead remained at the center of each bead, then
drained them and rinsed them in cold water, and they turned clear at once, like
little pearls. She diced the mango flesh: half went into the pot with coconut milk
over low heat, half was kept for the top at the end. Only a little sugar went in,
since the mango itself was sweet enough. Sweet steam rose from the pot and fogged my
glasses, all white and blank, and I wiped my lenses and laughed. After plating, I
counted: the sago grains were beyond counting, but the mango cubes came to twenty—one

in one bowl.
June 12, Thursday, rain

Today Zhou Xiao in our class brought a box of dried mango, sent by her father
from Sichuan. The dried mango was dark yellow with blackened edges, sticky to the
touch, and when squeezed it was soft but tough, not denting like a fresh mango. Its
smell was sweetness in concentrate, as if a whole mango had been sun—dried and folded
into one slice. I bit off a small piece and chewed a long time; the sweetness came
out slowly, with a faint sour tail at the end. Zhou Xiao said the dried mango is
sweet, but she still prefers the fresh kind, for its juice. I thought of the juice
that had run down my wrist the day before, and nodded. It rained after school, and I
shielded my schoolbag and ran home. Inside were two mangoes Mom bought that day,
green touched with yellow, needing two more days. Once they soften, I thought, I will

make sago dessert for Mom one more time.
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