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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
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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
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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