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The Quiet Boy Became the Jump Rope Champion

The end-of-class bell rang, and the classroom suddenly became noisy. The standing
show of our class during recess was rope jumping. P. E. monitor Zhou Yang tucked his
rope into his waist and shouted at the top of his voice: Today we see who jumps the
most! Several boys swarmed over at once, and the girls walked toward the playground

in twos and threes.

In the line there was a quiet boy named Zhao Yiming. He had just transferred to
our class this term. Normally he said very little, and at recess he sat at his desk
reading books. For some reason, today he also followed us with a rope in hand. It was

the most ordinary blue plastic rope, and its handles were worn white.
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On the playground, the contest began. The boys went first. Zhou Yang jumped one
hundred and eighty times, then stood with his hands on his hips, out of breath,
looking around proudly. Nobody accepted his challenge. Then Zhao Yiming raised his
hand, his voice small: Let me try. Someone snorted with laughter. Zhou Yang froze for

a second too, but he still gave the ground to him.

Li Le shouted start. The rope of Zhao Yiming swung fast and light. The shadow of
the rope formed a transparent circle around his body. His feet barely seemed to 1lift;
they just tapped the ground softly, tap, tap, tap, like a dragonfly touching water.
One hundred, two hundred. The watching classmates changed from giggling to complete
silence. When he reached two hundred and fifty, his face turned bright red. The rope
began to hit his legs. It slapped his calf with a crack, but he did not stop. He
changed his posture and kept jumping. Three hundred! Three hundred and ten! The girls
started counting while screaming. Right when we counted to three hundred and twenty—

seven, the start-of-class bell rang.

Zhao Yiming stopped and bent over, breathing hard. The blue plastic rope was
still swinging at his feet. The playground was quiet for two seconds, then burst into
cheers ten times louder than before. Zhou Yang ran over and put his arm around his
shoulder: Who would have guessed! Zhao Yiming scratched his head and smiled, showing

a chipped front tooth. It was the first time we had ever seen him smile.

On the way back to the classroom, classmates surrounded him, asking this and
that: How long did you practice? Did you ever join a contest? Will we compete again
tomorrow? Zhao Yiming still did not talk much, but he answered every question, and he
even said he would teach Xiao Man double unders tomorrow. The class after the bell
was Chinese class, but sitting at my desk, my heart was still on the playground, and

my ears were full of that light pattern of smacks.

In ten minutes of recess, we won a rope match and gained a friend. The name Zhao
Yiming actually means this: silent for a long time, then astonishing everyone with
one cry. When I wrote that sentence down in my diary, I could not help laughing out
loud.
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