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A Weekend Inside the Oranges

On the weekend we slept until we woke naturally. The fridge was empty, and my
daughter suggested going to the fruit shop. Putting on her shoes, she still stuffed a
notebook into her schoolbag, saying she would keep the accounts. I said fine, the

accounts today are yours.

The fruit shop had just received its delivery, crates of oranges stacked at the
door. My daughter stood on tiptoe to choose. She picked one up to look, brought it
under her nose to smell, then weighed it between her two hands. She chose slowly, and
the saleswoman did not hurry her. She held one up for me to see and said this one has
thin skin and smells sweet. I took it, and the clean fragrance of the peel filled my
nose; it really was strong. In the end she picked six, each one polished bright, laid

into the bag like a little formation.

On the way home she hugged the bag and would not let go, afraid of bruising the
fruit. At the gate of our compound she suddenly stopped, fished one out of the bag,
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and said she wanted to smell one right now. I said fine. Her fingernail pressed a
small ring into the peel, a fine mist of juice sprayed out, and she smelled with her
eyes closed, saying the whole weekend smells like this. An old lady walking her dog

laughed and said this girl knows how to live.

At home she climbed on a stool to reach the juicer, cut the oranges in half,
pressed them down one half at a time, juice running into the pitcher with foam
floating on top. She tasted a sip, frowned and said sour, added a spoon of honey,
tasted again, and nodded. The pitcher chilled in the fridge all afternoon, and at
dinner we poured it out, one cup each. She raised her cup and announced these were
oranges she picked herself. We clinked glasses, and the cups were full of the taste

of the sunlight of that afternoon.

At night she wrote the accounts, how much the six oranges cost, neatly, and drew
an orange as a decoration at the end. I glimpsed a small word beside the amount:
worth it. Same fruit shop, same oranges, but once a weekend has passed through her

hands, chosen, smelled, and juiced, it is no longer the same.
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