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The Note Left Inside Grass House

This morning, while tidying the reading corner, a folded note slid out of a copy
of Grass House. It read: Miss, I have been laughed at like Bald Crane too. When I
read the part where he stood out at the school play, I felt good all day. There was

no signature, but I held the paper for a long time.

I remembered the class meeting when we discussed the Bald Crane story. The
children argued warmly about whether Lu Xiang ruining the marching order was hateful
or pitiful. Some said he only wanted to be noticed, others said he had let the whole
class down. I gave no answer and let them speak. A girl who seldom raised her hand
said, I hope that in real life nobody laughs at a person whose head looks different.

After she finished, the class was quiet for a few seconds.

I had recommended the book to the children at the start of the term. My reason
was simple: the grass houses, the paper roof, the medicine shed, the reed boats -
those things are far from the children, but the feelings inside them are near. Every
child has had a moment of being different from others, and every child has had a

moment of laughing at someone else’s difference. I wanted them to see both moments
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inside a book. That day I also told them that no character in the book is perfect -
Sang Sang has done mischief, Lu Xiang has held grudges, yet every one of them is
growing up. The children listened and borrowed out every copy that very day. Through
those weeks the books in the reading corner rotated again and again, yet this one was

always the first to be claimed.

The sharing circle met every Friday afternoon, and anyone could speak. Some
children loved Sang Sang and Lu Xiang riding one bicycle through the reed marsh, some
cried for Qiao Qiao, and some said Du Xiaokang setting up a stall by the school gate
made them sad and proud at once. The child who said that was the loudest in class,

and when he finished, everybody clapped.

I never found out who wrote the note, and I did not need to. Some words, once
written, no longer need an answer. They stay inside the book, and the next child who
opens it may pick them up. Grass House has been circulating in our classroom for
years, 1its spine worn white, a few notes tucked between its pages. I think that is

the best ending a book can have.
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