Red Beanh Bread

Cornelia Cai

As | look around in the supermarket, | am
surprised that the red bean bread made by Madeli
is still on sale now. It was my favorite when | was
14. | often shared it with Anson and Charlene, but
never with J since she was so“different”. She didn't
share common interests with us. Anson, Charlene,
and me were familiar with Cantonese and English
singers but J liked Japanese and Korean songs.
More importantly, sometimes if she was pleasant
then she would talk a lot; but sometimes she kept
silence as if we had done something wrong. Her
emotions were a mystery. Getting along with her
required patience, which I lacked, unfortunately.

It was almost 9:30 on Sunday night. | was
sitting in the classroom, waiting for the class bell
to ring. In the class 2 of junior 2, other classmates
were buried in their homework. But | was tapping
myfeet,lookingaroundtomakesurewhethersome-
onewasreadytogo,and noonenoticed myaction.
Finally, the bell rang. | rushed out the classroom.

“Quicker! Quicker!” Anson was laughing
next to me.

“OK, OK! followed by Charlene.

We turned our heads backwards from
time to time when we were running. The
wind blew through our ears, echoing our clear
heartbeats. Our sweat dropped along the fac-
es from our foreheads. Sometimes it even got
into our eyes, stinging them so that we failed
to see the roads clearly, but we didn't stop as
the alluring red bean bread was waiting for us.

We were the first that arrived at the
dormitory. Anson turned on the light in a sec-
ond when she entered; | opened the lock of my
drawer, then took out the red bean bread and
ripped the package. Since there were many ses-
ames on the surface of the bread, we had to
put it above the trash bin so that those sesa-
mes wouldn't fall on the floor and make a mess.

The palm-sized bread was round. Inside its
goldenappearancewereredbeans.Theywerehalf-
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crushed and sweet. | tore the bread into 3 equal
parts.We stood by the trash bin and began to gob-
ble, lookingatthe doorfrequently tocheckwheth-
er there was anyone coming back. The bread, the
sesames, and the most enjoyable red beans were
playing in my mouth and running between my
teeth and tongue. My mouth was a playground
where the foods ran after each other. Suddenly,
with one bite left, someone knocked at the door
heavily. We quickly put the rest into our mouths.
We didn't want to share it with anyone else.

“Go open the door.” Charlene urged An-

“Let me finish it” saying it, Anson opened
the door.

It was J.

We pretended nothing happened. “Wow,
you came back from the classroom early.”

“What're you doing?” J was panting and
trembling. There were anger and disappointment
in her eyes, but no questions.

“Nothing. We are doing nothing.” we con-
tinued pretending.

J sat on her bed, and looked at us who
were making bed, brushing teeth, and going
to the washroom. She then took off her glass-
es. With her hands covering her face, J began
sobbing. Anson, Charlene and | looked at
each other, not knowing what to do. The only
thing we did was shirking responsibility by as-
suming J's weeping was none of our businesses.

When the bed time came, | lay on my bed
and asked myself: Did | do the right thing?
| knew it was shameful, but | didn't like get-
ting along with J since | didn't know when
she would smile or when she would cry. Thus,
we continued playing as an evil friend for J.

After a few weeks, | asked Anson wheth-
er she would like to have the red bean bread
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after the self-study time as usual. The abrupt
“we’ll see” was what | had never expected. | was
still waiting for 9:30 pm when they would go
back to the dormitory with me as joyful as usual,
but they ran away right after the bell rang with-
out me. | was left. Thus, | turned to J and asked,

“Wouldyouliketogobacktothedormwith
me?”| felt nervous, guilty and shamed as | treated
her so poorly before. She said“yes”, and we set off.
On the way to our dorm, she didn’t mention the
red bean bread stuff, which | was worrying about.
She was humming “Blue”from Big Bang, the most
popularKoreangroupatthattime.lhadlistenedto
someoftheirsongsasJhad recommended before.
| tried to hum with her, but | forgot some tunes.

“Why don't you go with Anson and Char-
lene?” finally she asked.

“They didn't waitforme.ldon’tknow why.”

“Yeah, | don't know either” Then she
kept silence, but | knew she got how | felt.

“Do you remember the first day when we
cametoschoolandmetinthedorm?Weweresode-
lightfultomeeteach other,butyousatonyourbed
without saying anything. It seemed that you were
sadbecauseyouwere sobbing.Wetriedtocomfort
you by asking what happened, but there was no
response from you.” | tried to break the silence.

“My brotherforgottobringmy quilt.Ididn’t
knowhowtodealwithitinanewenvironmentthat
full of strangers.” J looked up at the sky. That was
a cloudy night that | couldn’t see any stars. The
cloudwasmoving, butlcouldhardlyfeelanywind.

“And fortunately, you explained that in
the next day and talked with us happily. We
were worried about you because you refused to
say anything. We thought you were homesick.”
| was sweating due to the weather, “It's hot”

“I've got used to it

We got to the dorm. When | threw the tis-
sue which | used to wipe my sweat, | noticed that
there were some red beans in the trash bin. They
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were not the red beans that came from the bread
but a bowl of soup, which | could tell it from their
appearances. They lay in a plastic bowl, surround-
ed by some syrup. Then Anson and Charlene be-
gan talking about something that | wasn't famil-
iar with. They have abandoned me; | realized.

When we entered the high school, Anson
and Charlene became more and more fascinated
in K-pop. Meanwhile, J sang “X 2k 5 & & 7]
% Ak A ...(I may join the party even | must
feel lonely)”in the campus competition. The song
is called One Night City which is sang by Ken,
who was Charlene’s favorite Cantonese singer..

Perhaps it is because we used to treat J in
the mean way, she nearly hasn’t contacted us after
graduating from high school. Every time when |
see the red bean bread, | will miss J. Every red
bean is different, so is every person. Common in-
terests aren’t the reason why we are friends; in-
stead, the willingness to accept the differences
among usis.J used to be different from usin terms
of interests and personalities, but if there's a
chance for me to go backto the past, | should have
embrace and appreciated her rather than getting
away from her. Maybe things will go differently.




