The moment of realization
Life in the countryside with my grandparents filled my childhood memory.  The soft carpet of tender rice straw made my skin itch and the sweet aroma of sugar cane filled my nose as I recalled those days.  I could still see the aquamarine blue sky melting into the marvelous landscape like some delicate painting.  The spacious fields always provided us children with numerous adventures and opened our minds up to the beauty of grand nature.  In the spring we raced after wobbling ducklings, reached for the singing cicadas high up on the trees in the steaming summer, bound straws to make scarecrows when the autumn harvested, and collected dry sticks to store firewood for the coming winter.  
Back at that time there was only one architectural style in the countryside: one-floor bungalows.  But there stood in the middle of the field next to ours a white three-floor building.  The carved, stainless steel windows were always covered with heavy curtains as if to hide any possible secrets.  Grandpa built a long fence of Hibiscus bush to mark the boundary between our land and the white building, and told some ghostly stories to dampen our curiosity about the building.  Still, we all longed to get close to the mysterious house.

We found a valid reason to cross the fence one day when accidently our ball fell unto the front yard of the white house.  We were surprised to find a flowery garden with swings, a little pond and a cute narrow bridge.  What a lovely garden!  Then we were pleasantly greeted by the master of the house who treated us candies and snacks.  A group of young girls came out to talk to us while our hands were busy collecting the shiny, silk-like candy wrapping papers, and our mouths were busy chewing the cream-stuffed sweets that we had never tasted before.  The girls looked very young, maybe a few years older than us but all had well-developed breasts and wore delicate make-up on their faces. Their tanned skin emphasized their facial features and they spoke with an accent that we were unfamiliar with.  We could hardly move our eyes away from their fashionable, low-cut dresses which highlighted their figures perfectly.  Every action they made was a wonder in our eyes and we couldn’t help but stammer in their presence.  

After that day, we seized every opportunity to across the fence to play with the girls.  Fortunately, there were plenty of chances to explore while the adults were busy working in the fields.  We spent most of the time together playing badminton but were often interrupted when the master called them in.  There seemed to be a continuous flow of guests in the house and we thought the owner must be super hospitable to have so many friends. 

The girls had asked us several times to take them to our cottage and fields to play hide and seek.  The master smiled in consent but instructed us to bring the girls back early.  The girls seemed hungry for freedom and they kept asking if there was any space they could hide and never have to go back to the white building.  I wandered why they seemed to be so reluctant about going back to such a beautiful house.  Perhaps the grass is always greener on the other side of the mountain.  One time, several of them even asked us to write a letter for them so as to tell their parents to take them home.  I was surprised to find that they could neither write nor read their names and home addresses.  That got me thinking about the relationship between the girls and the master, but the girls said nothing when I asked them.  We hesitated to help them because we were afraid to be scolded by grandpa if he ever found out what we were doing; we also felt uneasy for the generous master if we didn't keep the promise to take the girls back to the white house.  We even urged the girls to go back when it got late.  Though we were jealous about their life because they seemed never have to go to school or write any homework, they were nothing more than playmates to us.

One dark night, we were awakened by the loud, noisy buzzling close by. We dashed out after the adults to see what had happened.  There were two police cars parked in front of the white building.  We looked up at the building and all shouted out in fear.  There were three girls clinging onto the bars on the window as if they were trying to escape.  Their bodies were dangling in mid-air like the swaying reeds in the river.  The girls had on very little clothes in the chilly freeze, and their limbs were bleeding.  We gasped as one of them fell.  Her dress unfurled in the cold evening wind like withered flower petals as she fell to the ground.  The other two girls were quickly pulled in through the window.  We watched the police questioning all the adults, but we did not quite understand the questions and we were somewhat scared to reveal that we knew the girls.
When the dust finally settled, we learned that the white house was actually running a juvenile prostitute business and the girls were aboriginals bought through the human trafficking black market.  They were in their youthful, golden age and faced such miserable experiences.  And to think that I actually urged them to return to the house when they were full-hearted in getting away from it.  Blood rushed to my face as I recalled their sorrowfully hopeless looks.  Standing there, I felt like a cold-blood butcher.
