& 1R 7G T#

iR, B T RS, PR SRR, BRI FIRE R mALEE
B WOPRAE M, BT T A Wre, mick, Maglldk. Rk FEseE Fie s, BUN, K
R ONN TR ATE

SRR B PR N, B0 TRU A 5E . Al SO —Bedtiie, B S AP BT A
Tk BRI TIRR, AR S UK 1T UK, L PER. RS, WAk
PRPERE, WG, 260w, N REE T R T .

PORAHI. BN I, JIGAE R E A, JNECRIT, BRI, KW 6w,
FL—FERIBIE 47 B e . BRIELS, Al PR O 7 DI Rk, e BEEE N JdRadk,
—HRNE, WRJEEBE, FASEN, SAE.

DY AALE TIETD (A7 S Rl e, e, RS JERSE R, — B, 3
RIGACERT, ZHETWANRIER L. [R5 Bl AR5, R SE R RS J /M,
—Fh, BT

JRPEAEAS LA 7 AN ROR. KR, RAOkRE—RIE—RHE, Rt RE—RA, 1%
W B T ATE B e R, SRR R, M~ —2 B MIRIK, 950580
£, BERBMIE T . RASERIHE, ORI B —/MEADL KW 1, B A
KA.

JERETIRT, REMARIAIN T o ZRHUEIK, HOS ORI HORI, DIfFHRSE5e, 3%
FERL T . PRICZREI I FRINE DRI &, RS WA S 24 R ik, A8
P Ay o1 N o = U NS

The Watermelon Stand at the Alley Mouth

When the cicadas grew dense, a truck appeared at the mouth of the alley, its bed
covered with wet gunny sacks, and watermelons pressed underneath. The driver stopped,
lifted a corner of the sack, tapped one melon, listened, nodded, and covered it back
up. My playmates and I circled the wheels counting melons, and halfway through we

were called home for dinner by the grown—ups.

The seller was a lean, sun—-blackened middle—aged man in a washed-out straw hat.
He propped up a cardboard sign with brush-written characters: local sandy—flesh
melons, no charge if not sweet. As the evening crowds of workers flowed in, his cry
rose: watermelon, sandy—flesh watermelon. The sound stretched long from one end of
the alley to the other. When a window heard it, a screen door banged, and someone

came down waving a palm—leaf fan.

There was no need to pick. He cut according to the customer. The knife tip

touched the waist of the melon, and the melon split open by itself, red flesh turning
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out, juice running along the blade, the sandy grains of pulp shining in the setting
sun. Ripe at its best, he said, and he cut out the very center piece and handed it to
the children gathered around. I took a bite, and the sweetness reached my eyebrows;

the seeds stuck to the corners of my mouth, and I could not bear to spit them out.

Grandma sat on the stone block beside the stand, waving her palm fan to cool
herself and shoo mosquitoes. She haggled with the seller, grinding over one cent at a
time, and in the end she laughed first herself and stuffed two extra small melons
into the string bag. On the way home the fan rested on her lap and swayed, and the
melon in the bag knocked against my calf, once and again, like the heartbeat of the

alley.

The stand stayed at the alley mouth for a whole summer. After the Start of Autumn
the truck came later each day, the melons grew fewer each day, and the cry picked up
a line about clearing stock. On the last day the seller turned the cardboard sign
over and used its back to note the credit accounts, one by one; The few lines written
under Grandma were paid off by my mother. When the truck left, a small patch of water
was left on the ground at the alley mouth, and the sun dried it quickly, as if
nothing had happened.

Later the alley was torn down, and the truck and the cardboard sign were gone.
Watermelon in later summers came out of the refrigerator, cut neat and served on a
plate. Still, I miss the sound of a melon splitting open under one stroke of the
knife, I miss the cry pulled from one end of the alley to the other, and I miss the

wind rocked out of a palm fan, carrying the smell of mosquito coil.
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