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Hand in Hand Through the Break

The break bell rings, the classroom turns into a buzzing beehive, I hurriedly

close my exercise book, and you are already standing at the front door waving at me.

We run down the stairs, our footsteps falling on the same beat, tap—tap—tap, like

two small drums beaten together.

The playground is so big, we are so small, our shadows run ahead of us on the

ground, shorter than us yet braver than us.

You suddenly reach out your hand, I quickly put mine into it, ten fingers hooking
onto each other, hooked tight.

Your palm is warm, a little sweaty, like a small sun just awake from sleep, still

carrying the warmth of a dream.

Hand in hand, we jump rope, you swing the rope, 1 jump, and the rope whips the

wind into a song.

Hand in hand, we kick the shuttlecock, the feathers fly up and fall down, and our
laughter flies higher than they do.

When I fall, you pull me up first, then squat down and blow air on my knee.

When you lose, you stick out your tongue, and I pretend not to see it, and give

you one more chance.

When the wind blows, you stand upwind for me, the hem of your coat snapping, like

a flag guarding me.

When the sun comes out, you stand in front of me to block the light, and your

eyelashes cast a small shadow on my exercise book.

Your smile is small, two little crescents, hidden at the corners of your eyes,

where only I can find them.

My smile is big, with one front tooth missing, I cover my mouth with my hand and

still giggle out loud.

When the two smiles meet, the break grows brighter, and even the poplar leaves by

the playground turn their heads to look.

The class bell rings, we do not want to go back, hand in hand we walk three steps

and look back three times.

Back at our seats, the palm still remembers the warmth of the other, I secretly

clench it, and it is still warm.
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At the next break, you still stand at the front door waving at me, like a small

flag planted at the door.

Waiting for me to finish the last character in my exercise book, waiting for me

to push my pencil case into my bag.

A good friend is not a big thing, it is the hand you stretch out to me at break

time.
A good friend is not a far thing, it is the smile you leave in my eyes.
Hand in hand, one step, two steps, the break is never long enough.
Hand in hand, one step, two steps, all the way to the summer vacation.

When the summer vacation really comes, put your smile into my pocket, and put my

smile into your pocket.

When the bell rings again in autumn, take them out and look, and we are still
hand in hand.
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Two Smiles at the Corner of the Playground

At the corner of the playground stand two children, one tall, one short, one

talkative, one quiet.

The tall one is you, the short one is him, and when the bell rings, both come

running over together.

You bring a jump rope, he brings a jump rope too, and the two ropes whip the wind

into a song.
The break is a big basket, and the two of you are the two brightest apples in it.

You hook fingers and spin, spinning until your hems are lifted by the wind,

spinning until you are dizzy, then laughing as you fall over together.
When you let go, he pretends to fall, and you hurry over and pull him up.

His smile bursts open first, like a pot of popcorn popping in the sunlight.
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Your smile follows, like the ripples pushed out by a stone in a pond.

The two smiles overlap, one pressing on one, and even the concrete ground of the

playground turns soft.

When a classmate falls, the two of you are the first to run over, one picking up

the schoolbag, one dusting it off.

When a new student cannot find the washroom, the two of you volunteer to guide

him, walking on his left and on his right.

The quiet one says little, yet he remembers that you take no cilantro in your

noodles.

The talkative one never stops talking, yet when you are sad, he says nothing and

only hands over a candy.

The candy is unwrapped and placed in your palm, and the wrapper is smoothed flat

and thrown into the trash bin.

When the class bell rings, the two of you stand at the back of the line, heads

together, whispering.

When the teacher turns around, you straighten at once; when the teacher looks

away, you laugh again.
What are you laughing at? Who knows.
Maybe at that cloud just now, which looked like a bear.

Maybe at the P.E. teacher kicking the ball up into a tree, where it hangs among

the branches and will not come down.
Maybe at the student on duty chasing a late dragonfly and dropping his broom.

Maybe at the promise made last night, to meet under the old locust tree on

Saturday morning, each bringing one extracurricular book to swap and read.

A good friend is the person standing behind you in line, hand in hand,

whispering.

A good friend is the smile that can find you in a crowd, one smile, and both

understand.

At the corner of the playground are still those two children, one tall, one

short, one talkative, one quiet.

The tall one waves, the short one waves, two smiles, brighter than the sun.
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The break ends, they walk back to the classroom, their shadows overlapping,

child.
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One, Two, One, Two

You say one, I say two, and the break is here, let us go.

You say two, I say one, hook fingers, and do not let go.

One step, two steps, our footsteps fall on the beat of a drum.

One rope, two ropes, the jump ropes swing into rainbows.

One smile, two smiles, the smiles grow at the corners of our eyes.

When the bell rings, we run out, like two sparrows flying out of the classroom.
The playground asks us what we play. We say, whatever you play, I play.

You kick the shuttlecock, I count, one kick, two kicks, counting until the

shuttlecock is tired.

I jump rope, you count, one two three, four five six, counting until the numbers

run out.
When I trip, you hold me up; when you are tired, I wait for you.

When you are thirsty, I run to the water fountain; when I forget my cup, you

share half of yours with me.

Half a cup of water, one sip, two sips, the water is sweet, as if sugar were in
it.

In roller-skating class you fall, and I pull you to the railing; you learn

holding the railing, and I hold your back from behind.
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In art class you forget your watercolors, and I push my twelve colors over to

you; you borrow the blue, and I borrow your gold.

When the wind blows, we stand back to back, each one sheltering the other from
the wind.

Your smile is round, like the shuttlecock we just kicked.
My smile is long, like the jump rope we just swung.

When the round smile and the long smile meet, the break turns into a string of
beads.

One bead is the time you pulled me up; one bead is the time I waited for you.
One bead is the cup of water we shared; one bead is the pair of gloves we shared.

One bead is the candy you broke in half for me; one bead is the seat I saved for

you on the bus.

Even a rainy day must not be wasted; we squeeze under one umbrella, you say one,

I say two, and the raindrops beat time for us.

Even before an exam it must not be wasted; you mark the key points for me to

read, and I explain the missed questions to you, half and half, nobody owing anybody.
The bell rings, we count our beads, one two three, and count out a long string.
We string the beads into the schoolbag and take them home to show Mother.
Mother asks, and who is this? We say, a good friend!
You say one, I say two, good friends, never apart.
You say two, I say one, hook fingers, all the way to the next grade.
One more step, two more steps, the break is not over yet.

One more smile, two more smiles, saved for the break of tomorrow.
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