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Hand in Hand Through the Break
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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, I 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.

At the next break, you still stand at the front door waving at me, like a small
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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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