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My Three Friends Live Inside a Book

People ask me who my friends are. I say, three. They do not live in the next
building or in the same neighborhood. They live inside The Straw House, on page 140,
page 200, page 300. The moment I say their names, they poke their heads out of the
book.

Sangsang is my courage. He dared to take apart the mosquito net to catch fish, so
I dare to raise my hand. He dared to ride the big bicycle down the hill, so I dare to
walk into that new classroom. When he hurt, he did not cry out. When I scrape my
knee, I look around first, then stand up. He is a flame. When I am cold, I open to

his page and warm my hands.

Bald Crane is my backbone. Once, a classmate counted my big front teeth again and
again. I went home and buried my face in the pillow. At night I opened the book, and
Bald Crane was walking down the whole street with his head held high. He walked, for
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me, the road I did not dare to walk. The next day I entered the classroom with my
chin lifted, as high as his. The kids who counted froze. He is the moon. When it is

dark in me, he shines by himself.

Paper Moon is my quiet. I have quarreled, slammed doors, shouted my grievances
loud enough for the whole building to hear. Paper Moon does not. She folds grievances
into paper boats, one by one, onto the river. I learned from her: I write my anger on
paper, fold it into little boats, and line them on the windowsill. When the wind
blows, every bow points outward. The anger melts away. She is the wind. When I am in

a mess, she passes, and the reeds inside me lie down smooth.

Flame, moon, wind. Others have three friends living on one street. I have three
friends living in a book. They will not transfer schools, will not move away, will
not grow up and ignore me. Wherever I go, the book goes, and they wait for me there,

standing page by page, in perfect order.

Do you want to meet them too? It is easy. Go to the shelf, pull out a book with a
blue cover, and open it. First a river, a row of straw houses, a field of mugwort
Sangsang runs out first, doves fluttering. Bald Crane walks out slowly, his head

shining. Paper Moon comes last, softly, afraid of hurting the reeds’ feet.

My three friends live inside a book. Your three friends live there too. We all

meet by the river of Youmadi.
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