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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. I 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.
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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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