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I Story / Bao Dongni
I Drawing / Wu Di

I Translation / Qin Xue Herzberg & Larry Herzberg

This is the home where I lived when I was a child.

Ilived in a small alleyway called Iron Gate.

In the spring, when Mom and I ran into our neighbor, Mr. Zhao, in our small alleyway, Mr. Zhao
always patted my head and said to my mom: “Good morning.”



Mr. Zhao was a reporter with the newspaper. Even the famed novelist, Zhang Henshui, often
came to Mr. Zhao’s courtyard to have tea with him. Mr. Zhao's courtyard was always so lively.

In the summer, after lunch every courtyard in the alleyway was especially quiet. Dragonflies

flew into the old musician’s courtyard that lay across the street from our courtyard. We children
followed it quietly.

The Dragon Boat Festival came. Mom made a lot of traditional sticky rice pudding. When it was
all cooked, we took some to give to our neighbors in the alleyway.

First we went to Mrs. Wen’s home.
The squeaky door opened. Mrs. Wen took the rice pudding from my mom with a smile. She
thanked my mom, and closed the door. Mrs. Wen was very unfortunate. Even though she married

a high-ranking army officer, she cried every day. Since she didn't have children, she didn’t even
have a person to talk to.

s

When we got to Mr. Qi’s door, it happened that he and his wife were just coming out. Mr. Qi was
a school teacher. His daughter died several years ago. Every time he saw me, he always said to
me that Ilooked like his daughter. “Ah! How fortunate we are to taste your rice pudding again!”
Mr. Qi took over the rice pudding and he took out some money from his pocket for me: “Little
Yingzi, this is for you to buy some fruit, like crabapples and apricots.” I put my hands behind my
back and turned around to look at my mom. Mom smiled and said: “It’s all right. Since this is
from Mr. Qi, you can accept it.”




Autumn came. Old maid Wang and several other neighbors were gossiping about how her
master’s home was haunted. Old maid Wang'’s master was a jeweler and their courtyard gate was
always shut. I ran past them, feeling scared, and hurried straight home as fast as I could go.

Dad came home earlier these days, because his business had gotten more difficult since the
Japanese occupied Beijing.

Winter came. My dad left.

Mom said that since the Japanese invaders arrived, Dad’s printing business had collapsed and

as a result, Dad could not repay the debt by the end of the year. He had no choice but to hide
somewhere else to avoid the creditors.

—

On the 23rd of the twelfth month on the traditional Chinese lunar calendar, the beginning of the
Chinese Spring Festival, Mom brought festive barley candies home. We were going to use the
candies to offer a sacrifice to the Kitchen God, who protects the well-being of the family.

.

On the evening of the 30th of the twelfth month, Dad finally came back home.
“We’ll celebrate the New Year!”




The whole family got together again at last. Listening to the sound of the firecrackers’ explosion
outside, Dad smiled and said: “Let’s hope next year’s business will be better.”

On the 15th of the first month, the Lantern Festival, my brother,

my sister and I carried our
lanterns and followed our parents to a Chinese opera house. It was really bustling and exciting in
the opera house.

——

When the opera was over, we came out and saw there was a very heavy snow. The snow already
covered all the roofs and you couldn’t see anything in the distance.

You can never see such heavy snow in Beijing any more these days. The trees are still in their old
places, but the small alleyways are gone.
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