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The Day I Recited the Fruit Song

Our class meeting turned into a recitation party, and the teacher said everyone
should recite a poem they wrote themselves. I raised my hand, because I had written a
Fruit Song, and last night I had practiced it eight times in the kitchen facing the
fruit plate. But when my turn came and I walked up to the platform, my heart beat as
if someone inside were drumming a little drum, dong dong dong, louder than the red

drum of the apple.

I lifted my chest and began with the first line: Fruits wake up, fruits sing,
standing in a line under the sun. My voice shook a little, but the whole class
listened quietly, so I felt easier. I went on with the apple part: Apples, apples,

round and round, your blushing faces are like little lanterns; bite down, crunch
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crunch crunch. When I said crunch crunch crunch, Xiao Mei in the front row really
made a biting motion with her hand, and the whole class laughed, and I stopped
shaking.

The second stanza was about bananas: Bananas, bananas, long and curved, like
little yellow boats floating on a river. I bent my hand and showed the classmates a
little boat. When I reached soft and sweet, like a cloud falling into my mouth, I
swallowed saliva myself. After school I kept thinking about that slice of cloud, and
in the evening my mother really peeled a banana for me. I ate two pieces, as sweet as

the poem said.

The third stanza was about grapes: Grapes, grapes, round and round, a cluster of
purple pearls hanging on the trellis. I recited this part the loudest, because the
grapes were grown on the vine on our balcony, and I picked them with my own hands in
summer. When I reached a whole handful into the mouth, and the whole summer rings, 1
seemed to hear again the sound of grapes falling from the vine into the little bowl,

pat, pat.

The last line was: Eat them up, sing them out, and I have grown one year taller.
After 1 finished, the classroom was silent for one second, and then the applause
burst out like rain. The teacher said this is a good poem, because it smells like
fruit. Xiao Mei ran over and asked me to teach her the crunch crunch crunch line,

because she wanted to write a poem too.

In the evening I recited the Fruit Song to my mother again, and when I finished
she asked, will you recite it tomorrow? I said yes. I placed the apple, the banana,
and the grapes on the table and recited to them, as if to three old friends. They
cannot talk, but I know they like listening, because when I reached ling ling ling, a

grape rolled gently in the plate.

Later the Fruit Song spread through the class, and several classmates wrote their
own fruit poems, one about watermelon, one about tangerines. When the recitation
party ended, the teacher bound our poems into a little booklet, with a fruit basket
drawn on the cover. My Fruit Song is on the first page, and the red drum of the
apple, the yellow boat of the banana, and the purple bells of the grapes still ring
dong dong ling ling out of that page every day.
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