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Model Essay: Walking Home Alone for the First Time

After school today, I walked home alone. I had thought about it for two weeks,
and today I finally did it.

At the crossing, I stopped. Mom usually waits here, but today she is working
overtime. The light turned green. I took two steps, then stepped back. Even a first-—
grader beside me crossed alone. I thought, I am in fourth grade already. The green
light was running out, so I jogged across, my heart pounding. Let it pound. I had

already made it.

On the stretch near the gate of our compound, there were few people. Footsteps
came from behind, keeping the same pace as me. I sped up, they sped up; I slowed
down, they slowed down. My palms began to sweat, and I gripped my bag strap. The
footsteps stopped behind me, and a man asked: little one, is Cuihu Court this way? My
voice came out small: No, go straight to the traffic light and turn left. He said
thanks and walked the other way. Only when he was far off did I notice I had been
gripping my bag strap the whole time. So he had not been following me.

At my door, I went around to the entrance of our building. The motion—sensor
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light at the entrance had been broken for a long time, and property management never
fixed it. I stomped once; the light stayed off, so I felt my way upstairs. The key
went into the lock, and I tried twice before it went in; my hand still shook a
little. The door opened. I called Mom, shut the door, and stood with my back against
it for a while. I put the bag down; the sweat on my palms had soaked the strap. Mom
came out of the kitchen and asked: you walked home yourself? I said yes. She said

nothing more, but today s tomato and scrambled eggs tasted better than usual.

At night, under the blanket, I thought: it was not that scary after all. I
crossed the street, answered the question, and opened the door. Fear is biggest when
you stand still. Take one step forward, and it shrinks one step. Tomorrow I will walk

home alone again.
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