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The Hand Extended to You in the Rain

Hello, everyone! Today I want to talk about the hand extended to you.

On the last day of school before winter break last year, the rain came down hard
and fast. Everyone rushed out of the classroom, and I stood under the eaves, staring
at the white sheet of rain, unable to move — my umbrella was left at home. Just
then, an umbrella appeared in the rain right in front of me. It was Lin Xiao, who sat
next to me. She said, “Let us walk together. My house is on your way.” In fact,

everyone knew her house was in the opposite direction.

Walking in the rain, she kept the umbrella tilted toward me, and her left
shoulder got soaked through. The next day at school, I learned she had caught a cold

and sneezed all day, but she only waved her hand and said it was nothing. After
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school I went to her house to thank her, and she pulled me inside to eat chestnuts
roasted by her family. That half-wet shoulder has stayed in my heart until today. My
mother later told me: when you grow up, you will understand how precious it is for

someone to tilt an umbrella toward you.

Friendship is not something far away. It is the umbrella tilted toward you, the
eraser broken in half and handed over, the words “let me explain it again” when you
fall behind in class, and the water bottle passed into your hands before the sports

meet.

Last month at the sports meet, I signed up for the 1500 meters. On the last lap
my legs felt heavy as if filled with water, and my throat was dry. Someone along the
track ran alongside me, holding a water bottle out to my hand while shouting, “Reach
out, reach out.” I grabbed the bottle, took a gulp, and my steps somehow picked up
again. After crossing the line I went to thank him, and he waved his hand: “That

final sprint of yours looked great — better than any thanks.”

Think about it: when you could not carry the stack of homework books, who came to
help? When you sat alone on the playground feeling wronged, who came and sat with

you? These small things, if you do not count them, you will forget them.

Friendship is like a little tree planted in the classroom. If you do not water
it, it withers. If you quarrel over one piece of chalk and refuse to speak for a

week, what you lose is far more than the chalk.

So I want to make a proposal to all of you: tomorrow morning, when you walk into
the classroom, say good morning to your deskmate first; when a classmate carries a
heavy stack of books, lend a hand; if you had a misunderstanding with a good friend,

be the first to say “let us make up”.

The person next to you is the closest treasure of your childhood. Start

cherishing them today. Thank you, everyone!
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Half an Eraser and One Piece of Chalk

Hello, everyone! Before I begin, please take a look at your pencil case and your
desk.

The eraser in the pencil case, the stub of chalk in the desk drawer, the box of
white chalk in front of the blackboard — they are the most ordinary things in the

classroom, yet they remember every help that was passed into our hands.

Once during a math exam, my pen ran out of ink. Without a word, my deskmate broke
a new eraser in half and pushed it over together with a spare pen. He did not even

look up, as if it were the most natural thing in the world.

On duty day, I was cleaning the blackboard when the chalk holder went empty. Zhou
Yang, who was sweeping nearby, put down his broom and ran all the way to the supply
room, coming back with a whole box of chalk. His shirt was covered with a layer of

white powder, and he laughed at himself for looking like a little old man.

Another time I could not solve a word problem and kept pulling at my hair. The
classmate beside me did not copy the answer for me. He drew a line—segment diagram on
my draft paper and said, “Work out this part yourself.” I worked it out, and that
knowledge has stayed with me until today.
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Once during a dictation of new characters, 1 got several wrong and stayed after
school to write them again. Only me and two students on duty were left in the
classroom, and no one hurried me. Zhou Yang lined up the characters I had written
wrong and let me find the pattern myself: all three characters with the water radical
were wrong. He said, ”“See that? Every water-radical character fell in the same

place.” T went over the radicals myself, and the next day my dictation was perfect.

These things are small enough to fit inside an eraser, yet every one of them is
warm. Friendship is like that — it does not shout. It simply stays quietly at your

side.

But some people trample on these small things: giving classmates ugly nicknames,
telling the little secret of a friend to the whole class, promising to wait at the
school gate after school and running off first. A little tree that was growing well

had its roots shaken loose just like that.

Everyone, let us start today: return the borrowed eraser, and if it breaks, give
back a new one; keep the promise made at the school gate; when a classmate helps you,
look into his eyes and say thank you. Cherish the friends around you, starting from

half an eraser.

Thank you, everyone!
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The One Who Waits for You at the School Gate

Everyone, hello! Let me start with a question: when school ends, who waits for

you at the school gate?

Last autumn, I left my homework notebook at home and only realized it at school.
I stood in the corridor in a panic, not knowing where to put my hands and feet. My
good friend Fang Yu asked nothing, turned around, and ran downstairs, all the way
back to my house — he had been to my home and knew my mother kept the notebook in
the second drawer of the study desk — and brought it back. When he handed it to me,
he was out of breath, his shoelace undone, laughing: ”“I ran too fast; the wind
knocked my hat crooked halfway.” The notebook had a crease pressed into it, and I

never smoothed it out.

Friendship is a back running off for you, and it is also the promise of waiting

for each other at the school gate.

Every day after school, in front of the school shop or the notice board, there
are always two people waiting for each other. One holds the strap of the other
schoolbag and urges, “Hurry up.” These ordinary moments that happen every day — only

when one of them is missing will you know how precious they are.

Fang Yu and I made a deal: whoever leaves late must wait for the other; if
waiting is truly impossible, tell the other first. Once I stayed behind for class
duty and forgot to tell him. When I came out, he was standing in front of the notice

board, but he was not looking at the board — he was looking at the school gate.

Fang Yu did one more thing for me. Once I came out late from duty, the school
gate about to close, and he was still standing just inside it, holding two weeks of
duty record books in his hand. “I collected yours along with mine,” he said. I took

it; the corners of the book were pressed perfectly flat by him.

Yet some people treat waiting as nothing: they complain for three days after
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waiting once, or leave without a word despite a promise. You should know that the
person waiting for you at the school gate does not owe you anything — they carry you

in their heart.

One day when we grow up, what we will remember are exactly these things: the
school bell, a sea of bicycle bells, and the classmate who kept waiting for you until

the sun went down.

From today, make a promise with the person who walks home with you: if you will
be late, say so in advance; if you made a promise, do not break it; when the other
carries something heavy, slow your steps and walk with them. Let the person waiting
for us wait a little less — and let us ourselves become the one who waits for

others.

Thank you, everyone!
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