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The Hat on the Flagpole

The chapter I read fastest in Grass House is the one about Bald Crane. Bald Crane
has no hair on his head, it is smooth and bare. From the first day of school, every
student in the whole school laughed at him, gave him nicknames, and followed him in a

line shouting them. Wherever he walked, the laughter followed.

Later Bald Crane wore a cap, as if he had found a shield. But during the morning
exercises, the mischievous Dou Xiaojun snatched the cap away and flung it high, and
it landed on the top of the flagpole. The whole school looked up at the cap
fluttering in the wind. Bald Crane stood under the flagpole with tears rolling in his

eyes. When I read this, my heart felt pricked by a needle.

When Bald Crane got home, his mother urged him to take the cap off, saying that
hiding the trouble only makes it worse. Next term he really took it off, and the
laughter grew louder than before. Reading this, I wondered: when will those who laugh

at him ever stop.
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What truly changed my mind was the performance. The school play needed a soldier
with a bayonet, and the role required a shaved head, so nobody wanted it. Bald Crane
took it. He drilled his movements again and again, more seriously than anyone. On the
day of the show he played it wonderfully, the whole hall applauded, and the school

won a prize. Everyone shouted the name Bald Crane, the loudest of all.

Closing the book, I thought of Lei Lei in our class. In the summer of Grade Two,
he had a scalp rash and shaved his head, and came to school in a white cap. Someone
nicknamed him Bald Eagle, and I laughed along and even imitated the way he walked.

Lei Lei never scolded me. He only pressed his cap lower.

I used to think a little laughing was nothing, since he had not lost any flesh
anyway. Now, reading the part where the cap is snatched, I suddenly feel bad for Lei
Lei. The cap hung on the flagpole, fluttering in the wind, and that cap seemed to

hang on the head of Lei Lei, and also on my face.

At the end Bald Crane stood on the stage and the whole school applauded him. He
won honor for his class and his school, yet his bare head never once changed from
beginning to end. What changed were the people who laughed. This book tells me: the
flaws of others are not jokes, and nobody chooses to look the way they do. Before

learning to laugh, first learn respect.
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