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The Taste of Mango 

I picked at the mango slices lying in my little bowl as I checked which ones were juicy 

enough to eat. I thought about how back in India something like a mango, which my dad would 

bring back from the open air markets, was an everyday sight. Then I thought back to the open air 

markets  and how the smell of the cumin and chili powder would waft up your nose, how the 

sweet ginger and cardamom from the tea stores would draw you in, calling you to drink it and 

release your worries and troubles.  

As you kept walking, you would hear the melodic clanks of the anklets the little girls 

wore. They ran after one another, their dresses floating around their ankles and their long hair, 

tied with ribbons, bobbing up and down. 

There were also the ice cream vendors with limited edition flavors. They talked to you 

when you came up to them, asking you about your day and questioning you about why you liked 

the mango ice cream more than the chocolate. I remembered how the ladies on the streets would 

holler out, telling you that the beautiful silk saris were on a special sale. Some days I used to 

walk in and stare at stunning purple salwars with gold borders and blue lhengas that had 

stonework on the neckline and precise embroidery on the sleeves. On special days my dad would 

buy me the ones I liked the most, but we don’t have that kind of money anymore. In India, I 

could eat a mango everyday if I wanted to but here… not so much…  

I knew I shouldn’t, but I found myself wishing that I never came to America, that I threw 

a tantrum and screamed and cried and pounded my fists to dissuade my father into coming here 

in the first place. I didn’t care if he thought we would have a better life, or better opportunity, or 

better education. All I cared about is my life and my life was horrible here. 
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 More than anything, I missed my friends. At school people took one look at my authentic 

outfit, the bindhi on my forehead, and the traditional, extensive braid that hangs behind my head, 

and they avoided me. At lunch I would grab my tray and sit on the table alone trying to smile and 

wave to the other girls, but somedays, a tear would escape out the corner of my eye as I begged 

myself not to let the rest of the river out with it too.  

That was my life when I was younger.  I remember every detail as clear as if it was 

yesterday, but America gave me a second chance at acceptance afterward. The American Dream 

fulfilled itself and life worked out for me. 

At eight years old, from my dad’s description, I thought America would be perfect. I 

thought it would be like a china doll, pristine and perfect, loved by all who had it. But for me, my 

china doll broke. From my very first day at school, it shattered, cracking into a million little 

pieces, which stabbed my heart. I wished I could put the china doll back together but it would 

take work both on my part and with the help of others. So that’s exactly why through everything, 

I never lost sight of the goal of America. Although at first it wasn’t what I wanted or needed, I 

soon realized that it did wonders for me. 

America is the country that taught me to jump on opportunity and rely on effort. America 

is the country that gives every person a chance, no matter the color of their skin. America is the 

country that binds everyone together, allowing them to experience something new without ever 

forgetting their unique origins. I followed my dreams of becoming a dentist, and now, I even 

have my own office. I achieved my goals of having my own family with two beautiful daughters 

who put a smile on my face everyday. I am proud of the life I live in this wonderful country. For 

me, America, my gift, will continue to be my home; however, I will never forget the authentic 
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Indian sight of the children running wild and free, the smell of the fresh spices, the feel of the 

ground kissing your bare toes, and the taste of the sweet mango.  
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