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After You Walked Into My Life

Before fourth grade, I was a child who liked to crouch in a corner alone, going
home after school with my schoolbag on my back, talking to the gecko on the wall at

home.
After you walked into my life, I slowly understood what happiness means.
Let us begin with the bicycle.

That Saturday afternoon, I was learning to ride a bicycle in the alley, and you

crouched by the well holding my back seat.

I did not know when you quietly let go. I rode all the way to the mouth of the
alley, where a big dog stood at the corner; I swerved in panic, and the bicycle and I

fell together into the grass by the road.

The basket flew off, and the tomatoes and cucumbers my mother had sent me to buy

rolled all over the ground.

I sat in the grass, my palm scraped raw, tears turning in my eyes, and you came

running over, covered in dust.

You picked up the cucumbers first, wiping each one clean and putting it back in
the basket, then you picked up the tomatoes, holding them in both hands, checking

each one for bruises.

One tomato had a small crack; you held it up, looked at it, and said it was fine,

we would eat that one first at home.

You brushed the grass blades out of my palm, clicked your tongue, and said, come

on, I will carry the basket, you ride.

You walked on the outer side of the road carrying the basket, and I rode on the

inner side behind you.

The sun stretched our shadows long, one walking, one riding, yet moving at the
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same speed.

Only when we reached my door did you raise your hand to wipe the sweat from your

forehead, dragging your sleeve across your face and drawing a streak of dirt.

You said, call me again next time you learn to ride, and I will shout before I

let go.

That day it suddenly dawned on me that a scraped palm can also be something to be

proud of, because one pair of hands once held tomatoes for me.
After that we often played together.

In summer we carried bamboo poles tipped with wheat gluten and went under the elm

trees to catch cicadas; you held the pole, I held the net.

Each time we caught one, we put our heads together to count; when we had seven,

you suddenly said cicadas miss their mothers too, and we released them all.

In autumn we took turns on the swing by the factory gate, switching at the count

of fifty, and nobody was allowed to sneak extra counts.

In winter after school we shared one baked sweet potato, and when we broke it

open the steam fogged both our faces and whitened our glasses.
Little by little, I changed.

I began to raise my hand in class, to cheer for the whole class at the sports

meet, to greet people first in the corridor.

My mother said my voice had grown louder, and instead of being embarrassed I

laughed out loud when I heard it.

I learned one truth: happiness shared with others becomes two portions, and

sadness shared with others is left with only half.

Friendship is not a big thing. It is the tomatoes you checked one by one in your

hands, the counting up to fifty on the swing, the sweet potato broken in two.
Friendship made me braver, and it made me happier.
Next time I learn to ride a bicycle, I still want you to let go for me.

And I want to say to you, thank you for walking into my life.
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