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

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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My Good Friend in My Diary

In my drawer there is a blue diary, and the first page says, a person who records

happiness will have happiness doubled.

You taught me that. That day you saw me looking gloomy and said, write down the

unhappy thing, and it will not feel so heavy.

Later I wrote down not only unhappy things but happy ones too. Writing and
writing, I found that my diary was full of you.

Turn to the March page, where it tells about the evening you helped me recite the
text.

We had a long passage to memorize for Chinese class, and I could not get it no
matter how hard I tried; I paced around the room in a circle while my mother sighed

beside me.

You shouted to me across the courtyard wall, saying, let me quiz you, you

continue the next line, and if you cannot, the penalty is to waddle two steps like a
duck.

That night we traded ten questions over the wall; I got three wrong and waddled

like a duck three times, laughing until my stomach hurt.

After the laughing, I recited again, and the passage suddenly went smoothly, like

fur smoothed down by someone.

At the spot recitation the next day, I recited steadily and quickly, and the one

doing the spot check looked at me twice.

I wrote in my diary, so even a passage you cannot memorize can be memorized with

laughter.

Turn to the May page, where it tells about our quarrel.
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It was the turn of our group for cleaning duty, and you were in a hurry to

practice the relay, so I shoved the broom into your hands and said something harsh.

You left with red eyes, and I swept the floor and emptied the trash alone, my
heart hollow.

The next morning, half a biscuit lay in my desk drawer, in the wrapper I knew,
with a small note pressed beside it saying, I was the one who ran off first

yesterday, 1 am sorry.

I stood holding that half biscuit for a long time, then ran to your desk and

said, I was the one who shoved the broom first.
We made up, like two water drops that merge back into one at a single touch.

I wrote in my diary, the person who says sorry first has not lost; that person

simply cares more.
Turn to the October page, where it tells about the relay race at the sports meet.

I ran the third leg, my shoelace came loose as I took the baton, and I stumbled

onto the edge of the track, scraping my knee until it bled.

I lay there afraid to move, and heard the noise of the whole stadium suddenly

grow small.

You rushed over from the fourth—-leg position, not forward but toward me, pulled
me up with your hand, and said, can you run? If you can, I will walk the last leg

with you.

I said that even without running we would finish it. The two of us walked the

last leg step by step, and the whole class applauded us at the finish line.

We won no place that time, but I wrote in my diary, this was the proudest leg I

have ever run.
Now when I turn through these diary pages, I see something else.

The me of March used to cry over a passage I could not memorize; the me of May
learned to say sorry first; the me of October was willing to finish step by step even

after falling.
It turns out the diary writes down you, but what it mirrors is me growing up.

Friendship gives me more than help and company; it also makes me a slightly

better person day by day.

The blue diary is almost full, and I plan to buy another one and keep recording.
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A person who records happiness will have happiness doubled; this sentence I now

also pass on to teach others.
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The Side of the Umbrella Tilted Toward Me

Once our class had two girls, as if cut from two different pieces of cloth.

One was quiet, sat in the front row, spoke so softly she was barely heard, and

jumped rope alone during breaks.

The other was loud, sat in the back row, her laughter could travel across the

corridor, and she raised her hand first in class.
No one expected the two of them to become good friends.
It began on a rainy day in the autumn of fifth grade.

School let out into rain like a poured basin, and the quiet girl stood under the

eave without moving, having again left her umbrella at home.

The loud girl came over with her umbrella, said nothing, and pulled her into the

rain.

The umbrella was small. The loud girl walked on the road side, and the umbrella
tilted little by little toward the quiet girl.

At the crossing, the road-side shoulder of the loud girl was soaked through, a

large dark patch spreading across her school uniform.

The quiet girl said, the umbrella is leaning to my side. The loud girl said, it

is not leaning, this arm of mine is just strong.
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They both laughed, their steps splashing water, their sounds equally loud.

The next month, the quiet girl was absent for a whole week, resting at home from

illness.

Every day after school the loud girl detoured to the front of her house and

called her name from the mouth of the lane.

She did not go inside; she just stood outside and called out: today Chinese is
reciting the second paragraph, math is workbook page twelve, English has seven words,

I will recite them to you.

From inside came one answer, good. So she recited math, then English, and only
then left.

On the windy day her voice went hoarse; the next day, still hoarse, she kept

calling.

A week later the quiet girl returned to school, and they met in the corridor

without mentioning those seven days.

Only from then on they went to school together and came home together, and when

the rope came out at break, there was one more person on it.

There was one more small thing. In the year they joined the Young Pioneers, the

quiet girl forgot her red scarf and stood outside the line, unable to join in.

The loud girl took the red scarf off her own neck right there and tied it around

the quiet girl.

At the parade that day the loud girl wore no red scarf, and still sang the

loudest in the ranks.
Later someone asked the quiet girl how the two of them became close.

She thought for a long time and said, her family umbrella has always been tilted

toward my side.

When this reached the loud girl, she waved her hand and said, no it is not, this

arm of mine is just strong.

Put these three things together and you find that friendship has nothing earth-
shattering about it: it is an umbrella tilting over, it is a voice calling from the

lane every day, it is a red scarf borrowed onto a neck.
Only here does the story show its hand: the quiet girl was me.

I used to tell the story of my good friend as if it were about someone else, as
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if that were less shy.

Now I am willing to admit that a person sheltered by a tilted umbrella grows

braver day by day.

I later learned to raise my hand first, to greet people in the corridor, and on

rainy days to tilt my umbrella toward someone else.

Friendship made me happier and also made me braver; this is the one sentence I

most want to write down.
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