


“Of course I live in a house, where else am I supposed to live? On the streets?” she chuckles.
Tendrils of cigarette smoke slither around us. Crossing a silent street, an apartment looms over lumps of red brick
and chicken droppings sprawling across the ground. Murky, gray water oozes from an entrance, the ascending stairs
fading into black. Sheets of paint peel off dusty windows, trying to escape. Dying lights flicker above moldy
balconies. Tiny white bumps erupt from my skin as a cold breeze shoves the summer air aside; Jia Jia’s pudgy hand
grips mine, pulling me towards the building. She stops. My stomach gurgles. My grandmother squeezes my hand N蝐�eop






