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The Water Fight in the Alley

The cicadas would not stop singing in the locust tree. At two in the afternoon,
the alley was empty. A Zhe turned in at the mouth of the lane, carrying a water gun
longer than his arm. Fatty and I were squatting by the wall playing marbles, and the

moment we looked up, our eyes were fixed on it.

The gun was a prize from the workplace of the father of A Zhe, blue-black, with a
cartoon duck printed on the body. A Zhe held it up in front of us: fight or not?
Fatty and I answered at the same time: fight! But two people could not make a battle;

we needed six. We went from door to door shouting, and six showed up: the three of us
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against Gezi, Lili and Binzi. We split teams by rock—paper—-scissors. A Zhe threw
scissors and Gezi threw stone, so Gezi became captain. He waved his hand: we would

hold the east end, they would hold the west end, and anyone soaked through was out.

Filling the guns was the hardest part before the fight. The tap at the mouth of
the lane was low, and we squatted in a row, pressing the tanks of the guns under the
spout. The water came in a thin line and took minutes. Binzi was impatient; he
screwed the cap on when his gun was only half full, and his gun went silent after
three shots. Mine was an old push-pull type with a loose rubber seal, so I had to
push the rod all the way down first and then pour, and the water bubbled out of the
seam halfway through, cool on the back of my hand.

When Gezi shouted start, the battle began. Binzi rushed out first, and before he
had run two steps, Lili, hiding behind the door block, hit him in the chest, and a
big dark patch spread across his white T-shirt. Binzi refused to accept it and
circled behind the utility pole to shoot back, but his stream went crooked and soaked
Grandma Zhang, who had come out to collect laundry. He bowed again and again and even

dropped his gun.

Fatty covered me. His gun was big and could shoot two meters, but it filled
slowly. We pushed forward together, and I slipped around the corner of the wall to
fire two shots at the back of Gezi. He turned and chased me. 1 dived between the
sheets hung out to dry. Water drops hit the sheets like a light rain. I spun around
inside the sheet, and through the soaked cloth I saw Gezi standing there unable to
find me, and I laughed out loud. The laugh gave me away, and I took a burst right
through the sheet.

By the fourth round all six of us were soaked. Water beads hung on the lenses of
Fatty. He took them off to wipe them, put them back, and the water ran down again, so
he simply stopped wiping. The duck gun of A Zhe ran dry. He held the empty gun down
into the bucket, and after a long press only a little water got in, and we all

squatted on the ground laughing.

When the father of A Zhe came home from work and saw a lane full of dripping
children, he did not scold anyone. He carried out a watermelon chilled on ice and
said whoever put the gun away first would eat first. Six guns clattered into the
plastic basket at once. We sat on the doorsteps eating watermelon, our clothes stuck
to our backs, and the cool wind raised little bumps on our skin. The cicadas kept
singing. Gezi wiped his mouth and said the fight would continue tomorrow. I hugged my
push—pull gun and nodded, thinking what a long afternoon this was, long enough to

remember for years.

www. vv99. net



