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Tonight I Want to Transfer to Youmadi

November 14, Saturday, clear. Tonight I finished reading Grass House. Lying in
bed unable to sleep, I had a foolish little dream: I wanted to transfer into Youmadi

Primary School.

I imagined enrolling in Sangsang s class. At the first break he would come over
to inspect my pencil case, then walk off with his hands clasped behind his back, and
within two days he would surely think up some new stunt—the kind of thing like
turning a cupboard into a dove cage. But on the day older boys bullied Paper Moon,
the one who charged in and got beaten was him too. I imagined running after him
shouting: Sangsang, your head is bleeding. He would wipe it with his hand and say it

is nothing—pain is something for later; finish the fight first.

I imagined sitting behind Bald Crane. In summer his cotton cap would give way to
a straw hat, the back of his head white and dazzling under the sun. When the boy in
front turned around to mimic him, I imagined putting my book down on the desk and

saying: what are you looking at, he has a name, it is Lu He. The classroom would go
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quiet, and he would lift his eyes from under the hat to look at me once, saying

nothing. That one look would be enough—I1 would have made a friend for life.

I imagined stopping to help Xima drive his sheep home after school. He hardly
spoke. When the sheep got into the crops, he carried them out, patted off the dirt,
and straightened the trampled seedlings. I imagined sitting with him by the river,
each of us with a stalk of grass, saying nothing for half an hour, neither of us
feeling awkward. His adoptive father’s grave was on the slope behind the house; I
imagined going there with him, setting out the offering fruit, and him glancing at

me, still saying little, but handing me half a flatbread.

The dream ended there, and I opened my eyes. The ceiling was white, the lamp was
warm, cars passed outside the window. Youmadi has no cars and no lamps; one flood
could carry the school away. My childhood has air conditioning, after—school classes,
stationery I throw away without a pang, yet when I fall I first check whether anyone

is watching, and they fall and simply get up. That is the difference between us.

I wrote in my diary: actually, there is no need to transfer. Sangsang’ s courage,
Lu He' s straight back, Xima' s silent endurance—mnow that the book is finished, they
have moved into my heart and taken up residence. Youmadi is not far away. Whenever I

meet hardship from now on, I am going back to Youmadi.
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