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Chapter One

My Dogs And I Were Born On The Same Day

was hot and humid, the children played happily along
ThetheThedaybankriver
of the Jiangan River.
began its journey not far from the Chinese capital
city of Beijing. It flowed with great urgency heading southeast,
completing its journey as it ran into the Bohai Gulf, a small part
of the great Asiatic sea.
The bank was lined with magnificent Chinese Elm trees.
They provided cooling shade on these unbearable hot summer
days. This was the meeting place of the mothers from Xingfu
Village. They would sit and watch their children play.
Occasionally a breeze would skim the water and fan them.
It was a welcome relief as not many people in the village could
swim. They sat dangling their feet into the cold clear water,
laughing and telling stories.
They hadn’t noticed the little girl Chun, who had decided,
along with her dogs to dare swim in the fast flowing river. The
laughter was broken by a cry for help.
“Help! Help! Chun Zhong is drowning in the river!” the
children shouted loudly.
The little girl who was drowning was me. But I wasn’t
scared, because I knew my two dogs Huahua and Huanhuan
would save me. I was grasping onto Huahua’s tail with one hand
and holding Huanhuan’s back leg with my other. The current
was pushing us further away from the bank and I was choking
on unwanted gulps of water.
“Hurry swim to the bank! Come on!” I ordered my dogs
because I was sure they were strong enough to drag me out
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of the water. Huahua and Huanhuan were swimming with all
of their strength towards the bank, knowing if they didn’t,
we would share the same fate and surely drown. I knew they
wouldn’t abandon me, they were my best friends.
“Come on girls, come on!” I encouraged my dogs.
At last we finally made it to the river bank. Struggling to
draw breath into my flattened lungs, I panted and shivered as
I sat on the bank. I began to feel the warmth of the sun on my
back; it soothed me as I watched the dogs cast the water of their
shaking bodies. The day was so hot they dried quickly; this was
the reason we dared to enter the cool water.
The mothers were running towards me along the bank.
When the first one reached me she was in a breathless rage and
started to yell.
“You are so silly! The River is too deep for you! You are only
a little girl! It would have been tragic if you had drowned,” she
cried.
“Luckily you have two strong dogs that saved your life,”
another added.
“Never get into the river again!” my panic-stricken mother
cried when she reached out for me. She sobbed as she held me
close in her arms.
When we returned home, my father held me so close I
thought he would squeeze the life out of me. He had been working in the fields all day and was shocked when he heard what
had happened.
“Chun,” he begged me, “you must learn from your mistakes!
Don’t ever try to swim alone without an adult. If you drowned
my life would not be worth living, I love you so much.”
He held me close for what seemed like an eternity.
I was happy to reward my dogs with fish and meat. They
ate quickly and with gusto. I smiled and touched their heads.
“Thank you so much, you saved my life,” meaning it with all
my heart.
They wagged their tails and rubbed against me with their
heads, licking my hands with their tongues. This tickled and
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made me laugh. We were indeed best friends and now we shared
a bond that could never be broken.
My dogs were female and we were born on the same day
at almost the same time. So the two puppies and I were called
“three little things” or “three little girls” by the Zhong family.
“Mother’s eyes are the baby’s sky,” my mother would hum
a gentle lullaby as she carried me, while Dila the puppy’s mum
would howl a soft tune to echo my mother. With our mothers
care and love, we grew happily together.
My grandpa gave me the name Chun and gave the name
Huahua to the little piebald pup, and Huanhuan to the little
white one. We played and had a great time together. We were
never separated.
My dogs were indeed my best friends; I would walk and run
after them along the street or play games in the grassland nearby
the village. Our favorite game was to play with a small ball.
The two dogs were much stronger than me. So after I threw the
ball away, they were happy to run and bring it back to me. Then
they expected me to throw it much further and make the game
harder for them. I became very good at throwing it a long way.
Sometimes I would throw it in the river and they would swim
to retrieve it.
But after my terrifying experience, I never dared go into the
river again.
Another year passed, life was good to us and we never
wanted for anything. We were a close and happy family.
That summer the grapes in my family’s yard were ready to
harvest. Many clusters of grapes hung heavily under the trellis and the grapevines, Coloring the field with purple, red, and
pink. The fruit sent forth a delicate fragrance. It was such a
sweet scent that it made my mouth water.
However, for some reason I was never permitted to taste
them. Then one day my Grandpa asked me to take the biggest
and ripest grapes to the neighbors in the village.
Huahua, Huanhuan and I each carried a basket full of the
very best grapes to our neighbors, one after the other. They were
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pleased to accept the gift and expressed their thanks to the two
dogs and me, as well as my family.
“Thank you very much! Your family is so kind.”
“Your dogs are so lovely, and thank you for bringing the
sweet gift to us.”
“Many thanks, how lovely of you and your dogs!”
My dogs and I felt very pleased and proud when we heard
such comments.
But as we approached Peng Gang, the village leader, he
stopped me at the gate of his yard.
“Bah! Little things! You are the landlord’s granddaughter.
You were born as an anti-revolutionary. Your gift must be sugar
coated bullets. Do you believe that your landlord’s family can
buy popular support with these sugar coated bullets? Get away!”
Peng Gang shouted at me.
My dogs barked and curled their lips so as to show their
teeth. This didn’t seem to frighten him.
“I will beat you to death! Skin both of you and boil your
meat!” Peng Gang waved a club and cursed my dogs.
This angry man frightened me with words I didn’t understand. Tears began falling down my face. My crying was heard
by my Grandpa, who ran to me as quickly as he could for his
age.
“You shouldn’t scare a little child like that!” Grandpa
reproached.
Peng’s voice became even louder as he stood towering over
my Granddad, by some 12 inches.
“You Landlords must lower your heads. The great Cultural
Revolution is here to beat all your exploiting class down. Go
away!” Peng Gang waved his fist and drove us away.
I felt so hurt. Even after we arrived home I could not stop
weeping.
“Come on, come on. Please don’t cry,” Grandpa tried to
comfort me.
“What’s a sugar coated bullet and anti-revolutionary? Why
does he hate me and my dogs?” I asked, still sobbing.
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“Don’t believe what Peng Gang said, he is a bad person. You
and your dogs are very nice, and every villager loves you,” my
Grandpa held me while he patted my back.
And then my Grandpa emptied the basket and gave the two
dogs and me, some of the biggest grapes as a reward for what we
had done. As I ate the grapes, I closed my eyes and relished the
beautiful sweet juice that burst in my mouth and trickled down
my throat. I will never forget that first taste sensation, of what
had once been forbidden. I laughed at the dogs, as they seemed
to be copying me, by closing their eyes and eating slowly, so as
to make the pleasure last. I realized then, that my dogs would
enjoy other food as well as their meat and fish. This must be a
good thing, I thought.
Huahua was three minutes older than me and I was two minutes older than Huanhuan. So my Grandmother preferred to call
me “Little Two” or “Second Little Thing” or “Second Girl.” This
meant the villagers would often call me Second Girl. Whatever
they called me, it bound me to the dogs, because Huahua was
the first little thing, and Huanhuan was the third, while I was
right in the middle.
Soon after this, Dila, Huahua and Huanhuan managed to
save me again.
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