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My Deskmate Xiao Ming

My deskmate is named Xiao Ming. He sits to my right, in the third row by the
window. He is half a head shorter than me, with a round face and a scattering of
light brown freckles across the bridge of his nose. His hair is cut short and stands
up stiffly, like grass in a lawn that has not been mowed for a long time. When he
laughs, his eyes narrow into two slits, and two small dimples appear at the corners
of his mouth. A clear border was once drawn down the middle of our desk with a

pencil, but it has long since been smudged and blurred.

Last Thursday we had a math test, and when I reached into my pencil case I found
that I had forgotten to bring my eraser. I rummaged through the pencil case, turned
my schoolbag upside down, and even checked the pockets of my clothes, but found
nothing. The wrong digit on my answer sheet stared back at me, as if mocking me. I
quietly told my deskmate. Without a word, he took out his brand—new eraser, white
with a still-sharp corner, and broke it in two right in front of me. He pushed the
slightly larger half toward me and said, use this one, do not worry, we each have
half. I was a little stunned. When I tried to push it back, he pressed my hand down

and said, what are you being polite about, we are deskmates after all.
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That half of an eraser is still in my pencil case now. Its edge has worn round,

but I still have not replaced it.

Friday was our group cleaning duty. The teacher assigned us to sweep the floor
and take out the trash. Xiao Ming grabbed the broom and swept from the back row
toward the front, while I held the dustpan ahead and caught for him. When we reached
the desk leg in the last row, a clump of paper scraps stuck to the floor refused to
come off. He crouched down, scraped it off with his fingernails, and flicked it into
the dustpan. When we carried the trash to the bin by the hallway, the bag was too big
and its opening kept slipping open. He held the opening shut with both hands while I
lifted the bottom, and we carried it together, bumping along, all the way to the bin.
By the time we got back to the classroom, the setting sun was slanting through the
window, lighting up the clean floor, and our shadows stretched long across the wall
behind the blackboard.

Nothing big ever happened between Xiao Ming and me, just one broken eraser and
one trash bag we carried together. When my mother asked me what is good about him, I
thought for a long time and could only think of one thing: whenever I need him, he is

right there, in the seat to my right.
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