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The Half Step Yielded at the Stairway

Teachers and students, good morning! The title of my speech under the flag today

is: Friendship Makes the Campus Warmer.

Let me first tell you something that happens right under our eyes every day.
After the morning exercise, hundreds of students pour into the stairway, shoulder to
shoulder. A second—grader with a big schoolbag was jostled by the crowd and nearly
stumbled, the strap sliding down to his elbow. A sixth—grader behind him reached out
and supported the bag for him, calling out, “Slow down behind, do not push,” and
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forced a half step of steady ground for him inside the crowd.

That half step was yielded so naturally that no one thought it remarkable. Yet it
was exactly that half step that kept a seven—-year—old steady all day long.

Now about the lost—and-found box. When the weather turned cold last term, a red
scarf with no name went into the box. A week passed with no owner, so our class
committee member for daily life folded it neatly and hung it on the hook on the back
wall of our classroom. On the coldest day, a little girl from first grade cried in
the corridor, saying she had lost her red scarf, knitted by her grandmother. The
older students nearby all spoke at once: “There is one on the back wall! Go and see!”
The scarf matched. The girl turned from tears to smiles and gave a not—quite—standard

team salute.

A scarf stayed between the box and the hook for over a month, and finally
returned to the hands of the one who knitted it. The warmth of a campus hides in the

road that scarf traveled.

One more small detail. Last Thursday after school, the shoelace of a first-grade
girl came undone and flapped as she walked. A fifth—grade boy stopped, squatted down,
tied it for her, waved, and ran off. She stood there in surprise, and later told her

teacher that the boy was like a big brother from a big tree at home.

Students, friendship is not a slogan hung on the wall. It is the half step
yielded at the stairway, the hand that supports the schoolbag of another student, the
tied shoelace for a younger child, the reminder at the cafeteria door: “The floor is

slippery ahead.”

Now think in reverse: if no one called out “do not push” at the stairway, if no
one remembered the red scarf on the back wall, what would the campus be like? Cold

Where is the cold? It is in everyone minding only their own way.

So, on behalf of my class, I propose to the whole school: starting this week,
keep right and yield a half step on the stairs; pick up what a classmate drops; at
lunch, carry a tray for a classmate who has trouble walking; and nod to a classmate

you once quarreled with at break.

A campus of one person is concrete ground; a campus of many is a home. Let
friendship begin with the half step you yield, and warm the whole campus. That

concludes my speech. Thank you!
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