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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.
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,
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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? 1 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.

Tomorrow noon, bring your rope, and bring your smile.
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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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