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The Note Stuck on My Desk
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In the first math quiz of junior one, I got sixty—two points.

The moment the paper was handed back, I pushed it to the bottom of my drawer,
like hiding something shameful.

At break, my deskmate Lin Xiaoyu stuck a note on the lid of my pencil case. It

read: a wrong answer is not a place to be ashamed of, it is a place to be repaired.

The handwriting was her own crooked kind, and at the end she had drawn a

matchstick figure holding a wrench.

That day after school she stopped me and said, you are good at math, I am good at
English, let us quiz each other for twenty minutes at noon, and neither may call the

other stupid.

I said my math was bad. She said, sixty—-two is your math of last month; this

month has to be counted again.
Our noon quizzes began that Wednesday.

She quizzed me: when a term moves across the equals sign, does the sign change; 1
got it right. The property of an angle bisector, I got wrong, and she made me copy

that property three times.

I quizzed her on English words; the plural of sheep came out of her mouth at
once, dictionary stuck halfway, I reminded her of the first syllable, and she

finished the spelling herself.
Twenty minutes at noon, almost without a break for a whole term.

Some days I got annoyed and thought it a waste of time; she did not argue, and

the next noon she stood before my desk with two small cards as usual.

At the midterm I got eighty—nine in math, and her English rose from seventy—one

to eighty—six.

The day the results came out, neither of us treated the other to anything; we
only drew another matchstick figure beside the first on the note, two figures holding

wrenches together.
Thinking it over now, I have understood several layers.

Encouragement is not a single cheer; encouragement is her preparing the cards and

fixing the time, is me doing it with you.

Mutual progress is not equal effort either, but each mending the gap of the

other, like two gears meshed, turning each other along.
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I used to think accepting help was admitting I was no good; now I know it only

means putting the weak place on the table, where it can finally be repaired.

Deeper still: at the noon when I helped her, I learned more than at the noon when

I was helped, because explaining once is truly knowing.

I still keep that note. The pencil case is old, the glue of the note has dried,

but the words are still clear.

A wrong answer is not a place to be ashamed of, it is a place to be repaired. 1

have since written this sentence for other classmates too.

www. vv99. net



