9555 3K [ 5% B AR R
10H5H AH— I

ARWW R =, KWK 2, BT —THL TR R, EfFER L, B4
[P AR, A RBE, JEE RS R Lk T

EENTH. AT AR b, JIELE FE, B R ik, B EE N
AOEA B A AN B ERMR, REEHERAT, B S BT RS . EE DXL
WAz, ALY fJRFER N, Pk ANREHR T, WA sk, 2%
WHE LS BRI, BREEER 7Tk

EAEOI PR, BT = RA) R, BRI M B R, AT KRR,
WAy e, RIS Hi . WEAERILE, S KE, RIEMRKFEE LK,
WA () PR R . SRS R AATAT )i, P HRIA A LR ENIY) FORINEC T 28, 3]
FRAAETAT 2, B BEAE T 5 24O B AR oK s

o dhiew ], BT WEmEN T W], RGBS . WAGE 2R
s PHEHEEMWEE . S0, Sk N A4ERR, RS T P AKIRA B E
MAEDR ! BOCA I 15 =1, S kot Ae T2, me, BHRANR S RS IOk T, B,
R, ERER DA R B BB .

WAEH LA L5 W R B — A, #3580l fr—Hr, SHRA k. WIE T
Hid, KU i ik <. MM A 7o, R A RS, e A, 154
A mse AL E, BV NN NS4 R DIBUEIE R I, BUXADAT, XA
SESEAE SERIUM

The Day Mom Brought Home a Pineapple

October 5th, Monday, sunny.

Today Mom brought home a pineapple with a green crown on its head, like a spiky
tiara. The moment it landed on the table, the whole kitchen smelled of it, a bossy

smell that pushed the soy sauce aside.

Dad took charge of peeling. He pressed the pineapple on the cutting board and the
knife traveled downward, skin curling off in ribbons to reveal golden flesh. But the
flesh was dotted with little brown eyes, set in slanting rows, as if the pineapple
hid a line of secrets under its skin. Dad said every eye must be dug out or it would
prick the mouth. He angled the knife tip, flicked, and one eye popped out. Working
along the diagonal lines, he left grooves all over the pineapple, like a head of hair

combed into braids.

Mom put the cut pieces into a bowl, added three big spoonfuls of salt, and poured
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in cooled boiled water. She said pineapple is stubborn and must be persuaded with
salt water: soak it twenty minutes and the sour parts will soften. I squatted by the
bowl watching bubbles rise from the flesh and pop. I asked what the salt water was

doing. Mom said it was helping the pineapple let a little of its sourness out.

Before the twenty minutes were up, I reached in to fish out a piece. Mom swatted
my hand: time not up, the sourness has not finished leaving. I counted the second
hand until the bell and popped a piece into my mouth. First bite: my tongue flinched
and my left eye squeezed shut. The salt water had not persuaded it at all! Too
stubborn to admit defeat, I took a second bite, waited for my tongue to stand its
ground, and lo, sweetness crept out from behind the sourness, cool and sweet, as if

it were a different pineapple from the first bite.

I wrote in my diary: a pineapple is like a rubber band. Soak it and stretch it
first, and only then will the sweetness agree to come out. Mom read the diary and
said she admired the comparison. We finished the pineapple in two sittings. I could
not bear to throw the crown away, so I stood it in a glass of water, hoping it will

grow me a tiny pineapple next year.
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