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The Mango on the Windowsill

May 3, Sunday, cloudy then sunny

Today my aunt mailed a box of mangoes all the way from Hainan. The box was padded
with newspaper, and each mango wore its own sleeve of white foam netting. I unwrapped
one: green skin, hard as a stone. Over the phone Aunt said, do not hurry, leave them

in the room for a few days first.

I set the mango on the windowsill and watched it daily. For the first two days it
showed no change at all, still green. On the third day the green began to retreat
from the stem end, and yellow crept in from that side, slow as a drop of yellow dye
spreading in water. On the fourth day I reached out and touched it: the skin was

still smooth, but my finger left a dent when I pressed, soft, springing back very

www. vv99. net



slowly. Brought close to the nose it gave off a rich sweet fragrance, far stronger
than an orange, something like flower nectar and something like an overripe banana. I

knew it was ready.

Before eating I did one more thing. I checked the unripe green mangoes still in
the box one by one, set the bruised ones aside to eat first, and laid the perfect
ones back on newspaper in the carton, which I moved to the top of the cupboard for
fear my sister would use them as a ball. Counting them: eight in all, and with this
one on the windowsill, exactly enough for the family for several days. I stuck a note
on the carton that read, mangoes, do not kick. I pasted it on upside down; my sister

could not read it and kicked the carton anyway, and Mom caught her.

At night I tried cutting the mango the way grown—ups do. I stood it on the
cutting board, but it could not keep its balance and rolled once; I held it down and
ran the knife in two fingers’ width from the stone, taking off two thick slabs of
flesh and leaving the meat—clad stone in the middle. Then I scored the flesh with the
knife tip, five cuts one way, five the other. My hand trembled and one cut broke
through the skin, showing a little red. Mom said a broken cut is still fine to eat,
only not pretty. I pushed the skin upward and the grid flipped into little cubes
shining yellow, though the broken corner had collapsed.

I bent my head and bit into the flipped flesh. The first bite burst with juice,
sweet enough to catch in the throat, as if sugar had been painted onto my tongue. The
flesh was fine—grained and needed almost no chewing, only fibers hung on the teeth
strand by strand. I could not bear to waste the layer of meat left on the stone, so 1
gnawed against it and ended up with juice all over my face, and my little sister
laughed at me for looking like a small spotted cat. We split the mango between us,
one each: she ate the cubes and I gnawed the stone, until our fingers were too sticky

to close and we washed them three times.

In my diary I drew a mango and wrote beside it: only after it has been touched,
smelled, cut, and bitten does it truly become sweet. Aunt said she will send more
next year, and I mean to keep one until it is the ripest and softest of all, and eat
it on that day.
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