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After the Laughter, the Whole Class Went Silent

Last week our Chinese teacher spent two class periods reading the story of Bald
Crane from Grass House aloud to the whole class. Her reading voice is lovely. When
she read how Bald Crane has no hair, how the whole school laughs at him and lines up
shouting his nickname, someone in our class laughed first, and then half the class
laughed. Sitting at my desk, the corner of my mouth curled up too, because the

teacher made it sound so funny.

Then the teacher read the part about the cap: Dou Xiaojun snatched the cap of
Bald Crane and threw it onto the flagpole, the cap fluttering in the wind, the whole
school looking up. Our class laughed even louder, and one boy even swung his arm to
imitate a fluttering cap. Only Xiao Han by the window did not laugh. Xiao Han has a

burn scar on her arm from when she was little, and in summer she never wears short
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sleeves. She lowered her head and stared at her desk.

The teacher paused, did not scold the laughing students, and went on. She read
how Bald Crane took the cap off and the laughter grew louder, how the school play
lacked a soldier with a shaved head, how Bald Crane took the role and drilled again
and again until his movements were the steadiest of all. When she read how the whole
hall applauded on the day of the show, how the school won a prize and everyone

shouted the name Bald Crane, our class suddenly went silent.

The room stayed quiet for a few seconds, then someone started clapping and the
whole class clapped with them. The teacher closed the book and asked us one question:
when you laughed just now, did you think it was funny, or did you understand? Nobody
answered. The boy who had imitated the fluttering cap put his hands under his desk.

After class I saw Xiao Han still with her head down. She whispered to her
deskmate, does the scar on my arm look a lot like the head of Bald Crane. The
deskmate said, not at all, and even if it did, so what, Bald Crane ended up with the
whole school applauding him. I heard it from beside them, pretended to tidy my

schoolbag, while my ears burned.

The next day at break, The sleeve of Xiao Han slid up and the scar showed. A
first grader stared at it. I was about to speak when that same boy turned first and
gently pushed the gaze of the little one away. Nobody said anything, and Xiao Han

pulled her sleeve down, but I could see her steps were lighter than usual.

The reading homework asked for a response essay, and in my notebook I wrote: Bald
Crane standing on the stage actually gave our whole class a lesson too. The people
who laugh and the people who applaud can be the same crowd. I hope the applause of
our class will from now on go where it is worth giving, and into the laughter one

holds back when someone else is hurting.

www. vv99. net



