HARIXIAFHIT
PAVIEE AT L%, B P HANR] 1A B H ORI o
MRS, AAERTHE, SO A E M LU AL, BRI AN B
—AMRWSE, AAEEHE, A REMGEIRIS ALK, ERRIGE AT
W BB R, AT JE R 2 T 3 A
FEEN LB AR B -
JBEAS R M AFBAEDK, i i e T VTHE EASE, M SR T .
Wi 2 R A2 3 Rk, AT At hr e UER L.
AR, WSER) L ZOEAE R S ) — N, A s AR L AR
AR, WSS AR S BRI IR B i 7, R EIRTF— KA R .
LU, RIBIEXIA T o WsE i, BoRl, REIXIKMATED.
PN NER T, BB ERAE KA, 78—,
Feid —AN 1, L Zis T AL Wi e T .
Wi 58 1) L R R A ARG B S R i, Sl A T W 1 44 7

ANBENT, bR, A RESCYRN T 28 B, B g I+ 0, Seil B,
B4R

FRELN 5, 4f. TRIEEHCEATE IR, A k.

] U AR R ORI 1 IR, 21— RVD AR IR T

—JHLUR, R LRI RGP NAERE BT, R BERIR-ER.
SUBMIBLLE, ATk bof, @i, BRImBk Rk, 47 27— A.
AT RN DRGNS, S %0 TIRELU, sl MO EANZ
Wi 2o iz At B O 7 LIS N ok, REbE T L.

IR, W58 AL BIGLLAN ,  2hAE BT L IR SE AE 15 d5 K

JERA N Ltz IRIIE AL,

LA TR, U MR, BRI R

R R, WS R T, U, S RIX R 2.

www. vv99. net



WX =R RE, SRR HISRA BRI, B JURIE R, 28N
AR 701k, e I IR 204

HCERDFRNX LA BRI AL L%, e

E5 AN IS Gy iV NN E 705 %7 AUV S S Sl 2 O A o

PHERIE AN, B JURIDRIAEIE A, Hy o RE— KK

PJER MR THERT, Ao TIREERAITIHEN, 2 TN IO aH LR
FGEREPRSR, ik HE, XA LA B RS AR f.

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.
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.
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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

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

most want to write down.
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