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There's mango magic in these desserts and spices
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Enjoy the Mango Melba with a glass of Perrier-Jouët Blason Rosé N.V. at Bistro One.

This week's establishments: 

• Nuvo Kafé: 13152 W. Dixie Hwy., North Miami; 305-892-1441. 

• Bistro One LR: The Ritz-Carlton, South Beach; 1 Lincoln Rd.; 786-276-4033. 

• Kebab Indian Restaurant: 514 NE 167th St., North Miami Beach; 305-940-6309. 

• Dhaka Bazar: 16762 NE Fifth Ave., North Miami Beach; 305-655-2425. 

In the West Indian community, mangoes might as well be traded on the floor of The New York Stock Exchange.

Supple, firm mangoes are like fat gold coins; slightly bruised mangoes are silver, but overripened mangoes are bronze as they are only good for juicing. And if you have a mango tree, you are the mango maharaja with surreal power.

Social credibility is determined by how many mangoes you receive from the mango maharaja (extra points if you are able to differentiate between Haitian and East Indian mangoes, for example). Fortunately, mangoes are everywhere this time of year -- muses for chefs, real or pretend -- looking to make some of the most inspirable dishes in the city. This week, The Promiscuous Palate takes you down a mango journey, from pickled spices to rum-infused, ice-cream toppings.

Chef Ivan Dorvil is intense. When you talk to him about food or stumble into him at Publix while he's pushing a basket full of green bananas, his signature bandana wrapped around his root vegetable-shaped dreds, you realize this man is a food artist on a constant journey of fusing themes into his dishes at Nuvo Kafé. However, when I used to taste his food at his restaurant, dishes seem more like a hodgepodge of good intentions.

Then I had Dorvil's raw fruit pie ($5 a slice). ''I can shop all day and still not find the right mango,'' said Dorvil, whose Haitian heritage influences his dishes. ``The mango has to be perfectly ripened.''

I'm not into portrait-pretty food, but this dish is gorgeous -- the Sauternes-sweet-smelling mango slices look like they were first dunked into an island sunset, giving the flesh a vibrant, shiny hue. Then there's the raw flesh-smell of papaya and the fresh acidity of kiwi, cantaloupe and strawberries tanned from the drizzle of blueberry coulis. The fruit sits on top of a crust made of sticky dates and pecans. It's a work of art worth the commute from South Beach or some other distant locale.

The Mango Melba dessert at Bistro One LR is a tease; four large scoops and you're scrapping the martini glass trying to find one last mango drip. Pastry sous chef John Martinez of Puerto Rican parentage checks the mango for firmness (he gets mangoes from Chile every day), and makes sure it is ''bright, bright yellow'' and ''the sweetest of the bunch'' before it can star in the dessert. He then cooks the mango chunks with honey and Tahitian vanilla beans for five to six minutes to create a compote, a bed for the Armagnac-infused vanilla ice-cream, raspberry sauce and vanilla tuile (think of a long fortune cookie). It's $8. The dessert is inspired by the French version, Peach Melba. Pair it up with a glass of the Perrier-Jouet Blason Rosé N.V. ($24 per glass), and you'll slurp this adult sundae, forgetting that you're sitting poolside at The Ritz-Carlton South Beach.

First, Kebab Indian Restaurant is not my first choice for Indian food. The food isn't consistent. However, what has been consistently delicious is the mango chutney. For $3, you get a small Styrofoam container of what looks and smells like a mango cobbler meant to fill a pie crust or mount lamb vindaloo or my mother's indisputably amazing curry chicken. It's jammy, light on the ginger and heavy on the mango and pickled spices. The restaurant's hostess, Sheuli Das, said the chutney is made with mango, soybean oil, vinegar, ginger and fennel ''just a little garlic'' and other Indian spices. I'm working on making my own.

I was looking for the post office when I stumbled into Dhaka Bazar in a North Miami Beach plaza. It looked like an Indian grocery store, so I knew there had to be some interesting mango spices there. I decided on a jar of Shan pickled mango spice -- green mango chunks mixed in some type of oil and black seasonings ($2.99). That night I added a tablespoon to the top of my blackened baked king fish with sautéed garlic, onions and green peppers. It gave the fish a tart kick with a slightly salty bite, The only caveat were the pieces of mango seed. I served it with salted codfish-spiked basmati rice. Scald the codfish three times for about five minutes each to reduce the saltiness before adding the pieces to the rice. I also mixed in a tablespoon with store-bought garlic hummus and ate it with some leftover fried flatbread. I had traveled to India without leaving my living room. I bet it would be amazing with yellowtail sashimi.

''I got this Truffle Gouda for the brunch tomorrow,'' I told my friend Sandy, pointing at the cheese's handsome dark freckles, inviting her to partake of its hypnotic smell. But Sandy was distracted. ''Where are the mangoes?'' she asked. Like Sandy's mother and her mother's mother, she's obsessed with mangoes.

And that's probably why her mango recipe is so amazing. I call it Mango Maharaja: slices of one large, ripe mango (not too juicy) are soaked in a half cup of Barbancourt eight-year-old Haitian rum. Add one tablespoon of brown sugar, a dash of nutmeg and garnish with one cinnamon stick. Leave overnight, and folks, it's amazing on top of pancakes, waffles, vanilla goat's milk ice cream or all by itself in a wine glass with a little extra rum.

