ZRHHIB B

B (T, RO RERRANAAESRSE, 24,

AHAEAEFS A MR A 5, R BOERIC—Butg, o f, e AP Es. K
EBRSEM ], B KT T i AEE . ISR 4 i, FARRMUR, ik
RV o ARH MRAI RS BRI . b2z 22w, BOEE E—m—mr, RS KKK
AR H 11—

IO R, R FANEAE o BB, ANEM T B, AR BAENS
HESL, NEHEPERA . KRR, W TIRGAIEL, MAE RIRNLE b, A
FKEWE K BRIl Ap, b0, RAET TN T+ L8t miaix ok, S,
HAE L. AAMBEAZK, WGEFEMLESET XK,

AR ISR/ N e SR R, R MR BesiAE b, R B TR o [FSIa B b it
K, MO FECEREXR, W Bl s, MameE AR A . B AN
WA Z RSB, AR GRS BN TR TR, SERXILERAIIA, R
PNLICN I IPNIIE

FAPEEAT —DMRACH RN, MRS MEERBAEES, AR ABIEI G H TF, 1€
BN, AR TS TR R MAANE RN, WATEIGUNG RS B R4 T
LR A AFAN A A et B 7 (s 1) el VAR AN A, R Nl AE D
Hadf .

PUHE, BILFEZANERAEN b, BN MR 48550, s e A Watly,
SRR, A AET) . RANTEXEHE N TRA AR HRAFEFEZ A,
B A A NE W, Rt IR 2246

Zhiyue’ s Eraser

When I read The Straw House, the person who stayed in my heart the longest was

not Sangsang, but Zhiyue.

Zhiyue lives at her grandmother’ s home in Youmadi, on the far side of the river.
To get to school she must walk a long road, cross a bridge, and pass a stretch of
reed marsh. She leaves before the sky fully brightens, and she is still walking when
the dew soaks the tips of her shoes. My family lives just one street from the school
gate, yet I linger in bed every day and grumble about the cold. Zhiyue never
complains about the distance. She walks quietly, her schoolbag bobbing on her back,

as if that long road were simply part of her day.

The scene that tightened my heart is Zhiyue helping her grandmother sell eggs at
the temple fair. Her grandmother’ s hands are covered with old calluses. Zhiyue squats

beside the egg baskets and calls softly to the passers—by. In the cold her fingers
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turn red and swell like little red carrots, yet she refuses to go home to warm
herself. I remembered once when my mother was ill and I waited outside the pharmacy
for barely ten minutes, complaining about the wind and my cold feet, begging to

leave. Zhiyue is about my age, yet she can guard those egg baskets for a whole day.

The eraser story is a small one. One day in class, my deskmate’s eraser fell and
rolled under the desks. Before my deskmate could react, Zhiyue had bent down, picked
it up, blown off the pencil shavings, and quietly placed it back on the corner of the
desk. She did not say you are welcome, and she did not wait for a thank you, as if
she had only lifted a small stone back to the roadside. Reading that passage 1

understood: kindness does not need to be announced to others.

Our class has a Zhiyue too, a girl named Xiaoxue. She is always the first to
reach the classroom. Without a word she wipes the podium clean, refills the chalk
box, and straightens the crooked desks by the back door. She never tells the teacher
and never writes her own name in the class log. I used to think quiet work was the
same as no work. After reading The Straw House I changed my mind: what people do

without making a sound is remembered the deepest.

Now, when a classmate’ s pen falls on the floor, I pick it up and slip it back
beside the pencil case without a word. When I see scraps of paper on the stairs, 1
pick them up and drop them in the bin, without calling anyone over. I know these are
tiny things. But Zhiyue taught me that kindness is not about how big the act is. It

is about whether you still do it when nobody is watching.
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