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The Note Folded into a Triangle

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

is: Friendship Makes the Campus Warmer.

Let me begin with a story that is not to my credit. Last term, my best friend Lin

and I did not speak to each other for a full week.

The cause is small enough to make you laugh. In the relay race at the sports
meet, | passed the baton half a step too early, and he missed it; our class fell from

second place to fourth. After the race I blamed him for not running fast, and he
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blamed me for passing too early. We glared at each other, and from then on neither

would speak to the other.

Those seven days were harder than I expected. We had sat at the same desk for
three years, went to the washroom together, checked answers together, and even saved
seats for each other at noon. Now I walked past him staring at the floor; when he
handed out exercise books, he pushed mine over without looking at my face. The desk

between us was only half a meter wide, yet it was like a river.

On the sixth day, a note folded into a triangle appeared in my pencil case. It
read: ”“I have thought it over. The baton fell because of me. I am sorry. But I also
want to hear one word from you.” It was his handwriting, and at the end he had drawn

a tiny relay baton.

I stared at the note for a long time, and finally wrote on the back of my book:
"Passing early was my fault too. Let us run a lap together tomorrow morning.” Early
the next day we really ran a lap on the playground. Neither of us mentioned that

race, but when we finished, we bumped hands.

Only later did I learn that during those seven days, our deskmate had pretended
not to see our standoff. After the note got around, he said quietly: “Actually I
wanted to speak to you both long ago. I just did not know how to start.” You see, the
people who wish to make peace are always there; they are only waiting. Waiting for
someone else to move first, waiting for someone else to speak first, and after

waiting back and forth, a desk half a meter wide nearly waits itself into a river.

Students, this taught me something: friendship does not mean never quarreling.
Even the best of friends drop the baton sometimes. What matters is who is willing to

fold the first note, who says sorry first, who reaches out a hand first.

Think about it: if everyone stubbornly refuses to speak, how many desks half a
meter wide will turn into rivers? And how have two people crossed such a river, all

because of one note?

So I propose to the whole school: this week, to the classmate you quarreled with,
pass a note, lend a piece of eraser, or simply say, “Come, let us play together.”

Apologizing is no shame; losing a friend is.

The warmth of a campus lives not only in the laughter of good friends, but also
in the hand extended after a quarrel. May we all be the ones who fold the first note.

That is the end of my speech. Thank you all!
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