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The Chubby Classmate Who Held the Textbook High

Teachers and classmates, good morning! The title of my speech today is: My Good

Friend.

My good friend is named Zhou Xiaoman. He is chubby, with a round face, and a pair
of round glasses sits on the bridge of his nose. The glasses often slide down to the
tip of his nose; he pushes them up with one finger, then narrows his eyes to look at

you, as if examining a tiny creature.
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He is not tall, and when he runs his whole body sways, so the boys in our class
call him Little Panda. He never gets angry at that. He just scratches his head,

smiles, and his round face turns red.

Let me tell you one small thing. Last Tuesday morning I hurried out and left my
math textbook on the desk at home. When math class began, I searched my schoolbag
until I broke into sweat, and the teacher was already handing out practice sheets. 1

hung my head, my heart pounding, afraid of being called out.

At that moment, Zhou Xiaoman pushed his textbook to my side, opened it in the
middle, and said very quietly: “Read your half, I will read my half.” While we copied
the exercises, he held the book up high with one hand the whole time. His arm
trembled with the strain, and the glasses slid down again, but he had no time to push

them up. He only said, “Do not stop writing. Keep going. I am holding it.”

That day he held the book up for more than half the class. After class he shook
his arm for a long time. I thanked him, and he waved and said: “Nothing to thank. Our

desks stand side by side anyway.”

There are many little things like this between us. On rainy days we share one
umbrella, and he always tilts it toward my side, so his left shoulder is always wet.
When I forget my eraser, he takes a brand—new eraser, breaks it in half, and pushes
one half into my hand, saying: I will use the big half, you use the small half. Once
I asked him why he is so good to me. He pushed up his glasses and said: In first

grade you lent me your colored pencils for a whole term. I remember.

Our desks are still side by side now, and that one—finger seam is still there.
Every time it stands between us, I feel it is not a seam at all. It is the half step
he yielded.

Our desks do stand side by side, with a seam only one finger wide between them.

But I know that seam is the room he made for me.

Now, every time I see him push up his glasses, I feel warmth in my chest. A good
friend does not necessarily say moving words. He is the one who 1lifts the book high

when you are most in a panic, so that you can see every line clearly.

I want to treasure Zhou Xiaoman, and I want to treasure that trembling arm that
never let go. If you have a chubby classmate with round glasses beside you, please

treasure him too. Those round glasses hold nothing but kindness.

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