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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.
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Mom put the cut pieces into a bowl, added three big spoonfuls of salt, and poured
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. 1 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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The First Time I Peeled a Pineapple

October 12th, Saturday, cloudy then sunny.

A pineapple came to our house today. Not big, with a round bottom, unable to
stand straight: set on the counter it tipped over like a tipsy little chubby thing. 1
volunteered to peel it. Mom handed me the fruit knife and stepped back to be the

audience.

My first cut went crooked. The knife traveled around the fruit, skin coming off
thick in places, thin in others, falling onto the board like a ribbon with its color
broken. When I finished, patches of yellow skin still clung to the fruit, like a face
that had not been washed properly. That was not the worst part. The hardest job was
digging out the eyes. They sat in slanting rows. 1 copied Mom, prying at them with
the knife tip, and the holes came out one deep one shallow, turning the pineapple
into a pockmarked face. My heart sank. I put the knife down and announced that its

life was ruined.

Mom walked over without laughing. She just turned the pineapple a quarter turn
and said: do not dig the eyes one by one. Follow the slanting lines they form, two
cuts making a V, and the whole eye—groove lifts out in one strip. I tried it. Sure
enough: knife tip angled in, angled out, one eye joining the next, coming off in neat
strips, leaving a spiral groove on the fruit, prettier than Mom’ s usual cutting. It
turned out pineapple eyes do not grow in disorder. They stand in queues, waiting to

be escorted away.

I soaked the pieces in salt water on my own, remembering last time’ s lesson, and
kept them in for a full twenty minutes, not one second short. I fished one out and
asked Mom to taste first. She bit and said sweet. I tasted too. It was sweet, and the
sweetness carried something else, the taste of my own labor, hard to name, just one

layer more than canned pineapple.

At night I wrote in my diary: today I rescued a pockmarked pineapple and turned
it into a spiral-patterned one. Peeling a pineapple is a lot like doing homework.
Brute force does not work. You have to find the pattern in which it stands in line.
Mom heard this from the kitchen and poked her head out to say the comparison left her

speechless.
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The Pineapple That Set My Teeth on Edge

October 19th, Saturday, light rain.

Today Mom carried home a pineapple from the market. Its skin shone yellow, it
gave softly to the thumb, and the stall owner thumped his chest swearing it was
sweet. As it turned out, that pineapple lied from start to finish. It is the sourest

pineapple I have ever eaten, bar none.

Start with peeling. The moment the knife opened a slit, the fragrance rushed out,
thick enough to stick to the nose, smelling one hundred percent sweet. Dad announced
while peeling that tonight there would be more than enough pineapple. He worked fast.
The skin came off, the flesh was yellow as a little sun, every eye cleanly removed.

No one guessed that both the looks and the fragrance were lies.

The pieces went into a bowl. Salt added, water poured, a full twenty minutes, not

one missing. The salt water had indeed invited the pineapple to behave, but it
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refused to listen. Mom tasted the first piece. Her face changed, and she held the
piece up for everyone: none of you can escape this one. I leaned in and licked a tiny
corner. My tongue got an electric shock at once, my whole jaw went sour, and I had to
chase it with half a glass of warm water. Dad would not believe it and bit off a big
piece. For three seconds he said nothing, then sprang up and went hunting for the

sugar jar, looking as if his feet had been scalded.

The whole family stared at the bowl in despair. Throwing it away was a pity;
eating it was impossible. Grandma found the answer in the end. She tipped all the
pineapple into a small pot, added half a bowl of water and several spoonfuls of
sugar, and simmered it slowly, stirring as it went. Twenty minutes later, lifting the
lid, the sour-sweet smell had become jam fragrance, the sour temper entirely
collected by the sugar. Spread on steamed buns, I ate two slices in one sitting. Who

now says this pineapple is no good.

At night I wrote in my diary: today I understood that what smells sweet is not
always what tastes sweet, and what looks useless is not always useless. A pineapple
sour enough to set teeth on edge became jam in Grandma’ s one pot. It was not bad. It
simply had not met the right pot yet. Mom chimed in from beside me: not only
pineapples, but also the mother who picks them. We all laughed.
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