BrR T e, BAIAFSHEH

IR EERF RPN 5, RBIIAEAGCA . AL, RAREIE 1, Rl MR TR
TR 25, DU BRI e it B 4RAs, BTN YA NI S 7, HEAR BTG . MY
TRIBEAE R EERT,  BATRIRRIE TR B

WRZITHEAFEIR G JATT, W ZERIRFEW. BB SRR 1 B,
JEWT 3T A, B eIl MM S S A W ] [ i Pl AR X LA
2R ST AR B ORAE : ORATAIBEAT, AT 2 — K1 4K

IR, BANANEE, AR ERMA . BEIBUEM =MEoicEa. HER
TORAG, WIHZAE R b, hiE - the s SGER KA M BARIE A, PR, hialssi ok, A
AET o AR Irddl, TR TR TR . KM AT K
XA

B BATE R . Wl T-BIEARE AR, SRS RN TN =S, R AR
Rl REZE T =K, ¥ 7 BRI, RASHZAEARGSER T, TRl JLInl, 30 AR AN
R FIUECATT, OFRELE T, AR, BIARRBKRRE T, Bl T

FAPEE AR ], PR . —A, A, A, ARz, e A,
MG THURAH — i BUG, IRATRA R AR T8 LA MR M — sk MK, (AR, s H
Bt —FERLY, BREEA M ARG, ARNTE M. BAT0 741, 3T =M, BEL%E
I\ DA I8 B A g A S B A S A M R

JE R FRATIS e S (I Py ek T RE A 2B, W B AT AR i R R AE R . BE ORI 28—
U, BRI ORI UTER, ARG B ORI . LEIRIATEAT AR, AR — 9K AT
A BIRAR P AR DUR . el S e, SEICIRNM BE A, E IR — NI £ .

EAHYEATEAE, fEENRRTHAREA . BNIRHE, BAIW MR AR 712 37
IR, RS =SSR SO Bl Vb A, s AR ST ERgcd. XS
SRR JRE SR T IR FRATTARSE 7o il IR/, 520 IR, TR,

After the Bridge Collapsed, We Learned How to Build One

I still remember the sound our bridge made when it collapsed. Not a crash, but a
light click, like snapping a dry twig. The deck sagged in the middle, two weights
plopped into the cardboard box below, and the four of us in our group stood around
the table saying nothing. The science festival preliminaries were in the next

classroom over. Our bridge never even crossed the threshold.

The judge handed the bridge back and said: take it home and look at it. We spread
the broken bridge on the table at the back of the classroom and loosely taped the
snapped places, like bandaging a wound. Our group leader Lin Yiming circled the break

with a pencil: the deck folded right here. Zhou Rui, our deputy, flipped the
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fragments over: did you notice? Our deck was just one flat sheet of paper.

That day after school, the four of us stayed and paged through the science
textbook. It said arches and triangles spread weight. Zhou Rui took a sheet of paper,
pressed its ends on the desk, and it collapsed under a push in the middle; then she
folded the same sheet into wavy pleats and pushed again. The middle domed up and
would not bend. She called us to look: a folded sheet shares the force among all its

pleats. Lin Yiming slapped the desk: that is exactly what our bridge was missing.

The next week we rebuilt. The deck became paper folded with seven pleats; between
the piers we added six triangular braces cut from stiff card, glued crooked three
times, taken apart and reglued twice. My job was holding the strips while the glue
dried. My fingers got stuck to the glue again and again; I peeled off skin to free
them. Before school ended on Friday, the new bridge was done. It was ugly, covered

with glue and pleats, like a patched—up bridge.

We set it across two stacks of books and started adding weights. One, two, five.
The deck did not move. At twelve, the body began to sink a little; we held our breath
and kept adding. Nineteen. The deck sagged into a hammock, but it did not fall. The
classroom erupted with shouting. Kids from the next group ran over and asked how we
did it. We talked about pleats and triangles, all jumbled, because every sentence in

there was paid for with the bridge that had collapsed.

Later I pressed the broken piece of the first bridge into my science notebook,
Lin Yiming’ s pencil circle still on the break. Every time I turn to that page, I
remember the silence on the day it fell, and the four evenings we stayed. We won no
prize, not one certificate, yet everything I learned came after the collapse: do not
rush to feel bad; first look closely at where it broke. That place is far more honest

than the moment of winning.

Last month our class was decorating the room and needed a paper rack for homework
books. Nobody gave orders. The four of us split the work naturally: some folded
pleats, some glued triangular braces. The rack stood firm under a full stack of
books. Zhou Rui clapped the glue off her hands and said: we have that collapsed
bridge to thank for this. We all laughed. A group that has collapsed once builds the

second time with steady hands.
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