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Iron Boy Lost One Screw

October twenty—fourth, Friday, light rain.

After school today my deskmate Xiaochang and I went to the cinema together, a
plan we had to seal with three rounds of pinky promises. He bought the tickets and I
carried the popcorn, and we almost arrived late, because Xiaochang spent ten minutes

studying the ticket machine at the entrance and made everyone behind him anxious.

The film has a robot called Iron Boy, with a square head, a round belly, and a
clanging walk. The funniest part: Iron Boy lost one screw, dropped from behind his
head into his own belly. From then on, every step he took made a jingle inside him,
as if he carried a little bell. He tried to repair his belly and searched his whole
body without finding that screw, and in the end a little girl squatted down and pried
it out of a tiny crack in his sole. Iron Boy was so glad that he gave her a little

flower made of tin. When this part came on, Xiaochang poked me and said, look how
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silly he is. I said silly, but silly in a way that makes you want to be his friend.

There is also a scary part. The big villain wants to take Iron Boy apart and sell
him as scrap, and Iron Boy hides in the junkyard, covered in rust, that screw still
jingling inside him. He thought nobody would come for him, but the little girl
arrived with a whole class of classmates, each carrying one screw in a pocket, saying
they would tighten every loose place on Iron Boy. I wiped my eyes with my sleeve
quickly at that scene, and Xiaochang wiped his too, and neither of us laughed at the

other.

On the way home the rain kept falling. We each held an umbrella when suddenly we
both thought of that screw. I started walking like Iron Boy, one step and one jingle
from my tongue. Xiaochang laughed wildly and copied me, step by step, jingle by
jingle. So we walked through the rain ringing once per step, and every passerby
turned to look at us, two faces under two umbrellas red with laughing. One auntie
asked whether we two also carried bells in our bellies. I told Xiaochang, yes, what

we carry is the film.

When I got home I took off my wet shoes and leaned on the desk to write this
diary. When I reached the tin flower of Iron Boy, I remembered that tomorrow is the
birthday of my deskmate Xiaochang. Tonight I plan to cut a small flower from a soda
can lid and slip it into his pencil case tomorrow. If he asks where it came from, I

will say it came from that screw inside my belly.

www. vv99. net



