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The Mango Salad on the Night the Power Went Out

November 14th, Saturday. The power went out suddenly in the evening. The fridge
could not be opened, so Mom suggested turning the mangoes and apples that were close
to turning into a fruit platter, dessert after dinner. Down the stairs we went to the
supermarket for two more things, my mother holding her phone as a lamp, me carrying
the cloth bag. In front of the shelf I squeezed the mangoes: hard ones felt like
stones, soft ones gave way under my finger. I chose two that were neither, and held
the stem end to my nose for the sweet smell. The cashier said the whole block was out
tonight. The store was busier because of it, full of people gathering candles and

popsicles. Walking home I thought an outage was not so bad.

Mom carried the platter to the window and started while the last daylight lasted.
She peeled an apple with the blade hugging the skin, the peel coming off in one long
unbroken ribbon, like the moves in a peeling contest. She taught me the mango trick:
score a hash mark in the skin along the pit without cutting through, then push from
both hands and the flesh blooms into an open flower inside the skin, scraped off
easily with a spoon. My hash mark came out crooked and the flower lost a few petals.
Mom laughed and said a flower with missing petals is still sweet. Halfway through

cutting, the sky went fully dark. We 1it two candles and moved the bowls closer to
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the flame. Cutting oranges by candlelight, the knife shadow swam on the bowl wall,

and my banana slices came out thicker than usual.

Dad finished the plating with his phone flashlight: apples and mango on the
bottom, orange slices in a ring, banana slices pressed around them, tomato halves as
buttons. In the dark the dressing squirted crooked and a little ran down the bowl
rim, drawing a white edge around the platter. Under candlelight the whole bowl of

fruit glowed, and any hand reaching over threw a huge shadow.

Tasting happened in the living room. The first spoonful my father took landed on
mango, and he said it was sweet. Mom said the mango itself was sweet and the dressing
only kept it company. I slipped two extra mango slices onto my own plate, thinking as
I ate: so mangoes are chosen by their give, and so the peeling hands of my mother
were trained, not born. The lights never came back, and we finished the platter
around the candles. I wrote in my diary: I hope the power goes out again tomorrow, So

I can practice the mango trick, and next outage I will be the head knife.
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