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H arlem, with its stately brownstones, 
honking horns, and bustling street 

life, passed in a blur as Jin Yi sprinted 
the  entire ten blocks from school to 
her  grandparents’ bodega. Her student 
council meeting had run long, and now 
she was late. Her friend Rose, who was 
meeting her at the store to work on their 
history class proj ect, would be arriving 
any minute.

Breathless, Jin flung open the heavy 
front door and rushed inside, where she 
promptly whacked her knee on the corner 
of a large box, which was nearly blocking 
the store’s entrance. Ow, ow, ow!

“Pretty sure this is a fire code viola-
tion!” she yelled to no one in par tic u lar.

Normally, the store was neat and 
orderly. Halmoni could tell if just one 
can was out of place on the shelf. Jin’s 
grand mother had eyes like an ea gle. 
One Wednesday a month, though, on 
inventory night, the place turned into a 
labyrinth of boxes and crates full of new 
merchandise.
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Argh! It was Wednesday. She had completely 
forgotten about inventory night when  she’d invited 
Rose over to study, and now it was too late to cancel. 
Jin eyed the stacks of canned vegetables, cereal boxes, 
and other items waiting to be shelved or stored. 
Several of her  family members usually showed up to 
help out, but even with the extra hands, she knew 
they would be  here  until midnight putting all this 
stuff away.

Jin sighed as she limped  toward the back of the 
store, her knee still throbbing like crazy. She bent 
to rub it and nearly toppled over when her aunt, 
Ye- Eun, who worked in the store some after noons, 
suddenly emerged from one of the aisles.

“Careful  there, kiddo.” She smiled, reaching for 
Jin’s arm to steady her.

“I’m okay,” Jin blushed. “I just  didn’t see you 
 there,” she muttered.

“Hard to see anything with all this stuff every-
where. But  we’ll get it cleared out to night.” She 
rumpled Jin’s shoulder- length black hair. “Oh, and by 
the way, it’s kimchi day!” she announced with a mis-
chievous wink as she breezed out the door. The word 
kimchi was still hanging in the air when Jin smelled 
it— the undeniable and overpowering spicy odor of 
fermented cabbage, hot peppers, and fish sauce. On 
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kimchi days, Halmoni lugged large Tupperware 
containers full of kimchi that she had made days ago 
at their apartment to the bodega so they could jar it 
and sell it in the store. Halmoni was pretty famous 
for her kimchi. It always flew off the shelves, so they 
 were constantly filling jars with the stuff— at least it 
seemed that way to Jin.

“Ah, Jinnie, you fi nally  here.” Halmoni’s curly 
black hair, frizzy from years of home perms, popped 
up from  behind the front  counter. “Come help with 
kimchi.”

“My friend Rose is coming over to do homework, 
remember? Can I help you with the kimchi  later? 
And, Halmoni, can we, um, keep the lid closed tight 
on the Tupperware for now? I love your kimchi, but 
I’m not sure Rose has ever tried it before . . .”

Halmoni took a big whiff from the kimchi- filled 
Tupperware in front of her. “Anybody  don’t like 
kimchi,  don’t need to come to my store.” She tossed her 
head back proudly. “But okay, we do kimchi  later. Go 
and greet Harabeoji now.” She shooed Jin away.

“Thanks, Halmoni,” Jin said, walking  toward 
the back of the store. She dumped her bag in the 
storeroom, then poked her head into the tiny office 
where her grand father worked. “Hey, Harabeoji! 
How are you?”




