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You Are My Good Friend

Why do I like you? Let me count them out for you.

On the first day I transferred into this class, my seat was by the window, and I

knew nobody.
You held an eraser up in front of me and said, here, let us share it.

The eraser was white, wrapped in a blue paper sleeve, and you broke it and handed

me the bigger half.

I used your eraser to rub out the wrong characters; the characters vanished, and

so did my nervousness.
You are my good friend, that was the first time I said it inside my heart.
Another time was at the jump rope ground.

I could not jump; the rope kept whipping my ankles, and my ankles turned red, and

my face turned hot.

You did not laugh at me. You handed me the end of the rope and said, swing it

slowly, I will jump first for you to see.

One, two, three, the rope drew an arc over your head and landed at your feet,
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like a light and nimble little bird.
You taught me for ten days, and on the eleventh day I jumped three in a row.

On the day of the class jump rope contest, you were on the sideline, and my name

was in your mouth.
When I tripped once, the whole class gasped, and you shouted, get up, get up.
I got up and kept jumping, and your voice was the loudest in the whole yard.

We took turns jumping, and the rope whipped the wind over the whole playground

into a song.
You are my good friend, that was the second time I said it inside my heart.
And another time, it was your smile.

Your smile is big, showing eight teeth, with two little dimples jumping out on

your cheeks.
When you smile, the clouds in the sky seem to be pushed aside by you.

When I fall, you smile and reach out your hand; when I lose a race, you smile and

say, do not be afraid.
When I got a perfect score in dictation, you laughed louder than I did.
Your smile is like a pocket full of candy, giving one to everyone you meet.

When I was praised in class, I looked at you first, and you clapped secretly
under the desk.

When you won the dictation champion, I clapped until my palms turned red.
Eraser, jump rope, smile, I count them on my fingers.

Count and count, and every one of them turns out to be you.

Why do I like you? Because you are my good friend.

Good friend, three little words; the moment I say them, my heart turns warm.

Tomorrow morning I will cut the eraser once more, and keep the bigger half for

you.
Tomorrow noon I will hand you the end of the rope; you jump, and I will count.
Tomorrow noon, when you smile I will smile too, and let the two smiles stand side
by side.
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You are my good friend; I want to say it loudly, so the whole class can hear.

You are my good friend; I want to say it loudly, so the white poplar outside the

window can hear too.
When we grow up, we will still be good friends.
When we grow old, we will still be good friends.

The eraser, the jump rope, and the smile, we will carry them all away with us.
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Words of a Small Eraser

I am a small eraser, living inside your pencil case, lined up in front of the

pencil sharpener.

My body is white, wearing a blue paper belt, and every time you take me out, you

do it gently.

One day a new student joined the class, sat beside you, head down, picking at the

corner of the desk.
You took me out, broke me into two halves, and handed the bigger half to her.

The half that went to a new place is me, and the half that stayed beside you is

also me.
The half that went away heard her heart beating fast, thump, thump, thump.

She used me to rub out wrong characters, rubbing hard, as if she were rubbing

away her nervousness too.

You leaned over and whispered one sentence, and she laughed, and the laugh

bounced once inside my body.
From then on you shared us, passing us back and forth across one desk.

The half in your hand wore a little rounder, and the half in her hand grew a

little smaller.
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When we met in the middle of the desk, it was like two little heads nodding at

each other.

At noon you went to the playground to jump rope, and left us in the pencil case
at the edge of the field.

Through the transparent 1id I watched you teach her to jump.

The rope drew up and fell down, like a silver little ring, passing over the head

and coming out at the feet.
She tripped, and you did not laugh, you only said, slower, one more time.

When she jumped three in a row, you both laughed, and your smiles were brighter

than the sun over the playground.

The smiles ran back to the classroom, slipped into the pencil case, and made us

laugh too.
Erasers cannot laugh, yet something soft and warm is growing inside my heart.

Days passed, and my body grew smaller and smaller, from a whole block to a half,

from a half to a corner.

You did not throw me away; you kept me in the innermost little pocket of the

pencil case.
She kept her half too, in a small glass bottle, like treasuring a treasure.

Later I understood: what we rub away are the characters on paper, and what we

leave behind is the feeling between two people.

My half over there keeps her company for me; my half over here keeps you company

for her.
Now I am only a corner left, but I am the happiest corner in the world.

Because I remember the blue paper belt, the two hands passing us back and forth,

the rope, the three jumps, and the two smiles.
If anyone asks who my good friends are, I say, the pencil sharpener, and you two.

In the future, when you write the words good friend, remember that a small eraser

once helped you rub out your mistakes.

Remember that my little corner is still in the glass bottle, shining quietly.

www. vv99. net



Bhaaak

—, =, =, D, gpr iR, MRk

T, N, s I NSRRI R 2

WM, IRBRSE, 28 0 XA — A

TREER], Fedsdn; prulind, FAHH.

RAERAT MBI, N EEGB RIPAE

NRURANGE MR, AL B, fisiet B BT
KO TR, 2R T AT R

ERIRA B, 487 2T IER, BIERHARLL T .
TRIEEYE, W EORAS REEE /KT

HACF PR BB LUK, Ui, AEIRTDo DR, Pl .
PRECIHIE 7, —NANNOSER, w3 R 5/
RTFH A, TORPMNERITH, REIRE R T .
PASE K, KgAK .

T, = W, gk, Hedkik.

KRB RIS AR/ s, I, 3R,
P 1, RS, U, 'R PRk IR
RAPEARE T3, Rk 1K

bk, MR T, WSKTHE B, Beetra T IRATIE

BAIFHERE, AN TR R AR
PRI, FRBIREE, WA VFENR .

B RS FRK, TR R S LA B R

T, N, B N FATTEER) A BHIEBATH A IS 21

[Pl N T, BATERGE , HE UG B R

IR IR BATTB B AT AR SEHE A o

(B2 PRAL L, IR, (R 4R e O RS .

www. vv99. net



g ki), WIRMA, ZHT5? Jih, ZHT.
IR NHYE G LR R U B, A IRE IRITF Lo
MR E R B ST, M.
BAHBIRN:, PAAE i, PR —e gL .
RJG S TE, B A — N A 0195

—, T, =, M, RRRIRAIIET

BB BhaE. AR, XA IRATHR

BRI, i LARIZE T, i BURINEZ .
FTARERX G, —AHBRK.
KRG, FEET, WAL,

—, T, =, DU, fRik, BRE AR

The Jump Rope Song

One, two, three, four, the rope starts swinging, you jump.

Five, six, seven, eight, the little bird flies over your head.

I count, you jump, and the rope whips the wind into a song.

When you trip, I stop the rope; when you stand ready, I swing again.
This is our jump rope song, sung from first grade until now.

On rainy days we cannot go downstairs, so we jump in the corridor, and the shadow

of the rope flickers up and down on the wall.

When the counting goes wrong we start over, and when someone trips we laugh

together.

At the start you could not jump; the rope kept hitting your ankles, and your

ankles turned red.
You pouted, your mouth lifted high enough to hang a little water jug.

I handed you half an eraser and said, draw a smile on your palm, and the pain

will run away.
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You really drew one, a small smile, shaped like a little boat.

You raised your hand to show me; the little boat on your palm had not spoken yet,

but your eyes were already laughing.
We laughed, and our laughter swung higher than the rope.
One, two, three, four, the rope starts swinging, now it is my turn.

This time you count, and your voice is like a little drum, thump thump thump,

steady and bright.

When I mess up the jumps, you do not hurry me, you only say, slower, one more

time.
You said that sentence ten times, and I jumped ten times.

On the eleventh time the rope suddenly turned obedient, drawing from my head to

my feet, as if it had learned our song.
We jumped side by side, two shadows rising and falling on the same beat.

You swing and I jump, I swing and you jump, and nobody may complain that the

other is slow.

The children on the playground gathered around, and their clapping made the song

faster.
Five, six, seven, eight, we jumped until the sunset turned our faces red.
The whistle for class rang, and we still lingered, one more time, just one.
That one time we jumped until the street lamps all came on.

Back at our seats, our hearts were still thumping, as if a rope were still

swinging inside.

You leaned over and asked, tomorrow noon, the usual place? I said, the usual

place.
You took the half eraser out of your pencil case and showed me your palm.
The boat—shaped smile had smudged a little, yet it was still smiling.
I took out my half, and the two halves joined into one whole eraser.
Then we parted them again, because friendship shared evenly means one half each.
One, two, three, four, these are our numbers.

Eraser, jump rope, smile, this is our song.
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Tomorrow noon, bring your rope, and bring your smile.
We will sing this song all the way until we grow up.
And keep singing after we grow up; our voices will change, but the beat will not.

One, two, three, four, you jump, I count, and we never switch.
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