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I Ran the 800 Meters Watching His Back

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

Friend.

My good friend is named Wang Dalei. He is tall and thin, with a ring of freckles
across the bridge of his nose and a gap between his front teeth. When he smiles, the
gap shows clearly, and the boys in our class imitate him and call him Wind-Leak. He
laughs out loud and chases them around the playground for two laps, and the wind

really does leak through the gap in his teeth.

Let me tell you one small thing. At the school sports meet I signed up for the
800-meter race. When the gun went off I rushed out in front, but by the second lap my
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legs grew heavy, my chest ached, and my head was full of thoughts about stopping to
walk. At that moment Wang Dalei, who had already finished his own event, climbed over

the fence and ran alongside me.

He did not pull me, and he did not shout “run faster.” He slowed his steps to
match mine and said: ”“Do not look ahead. Look at my back. I run, you follow.” So I
stared at his back, that thin back with the race number flapping, and moved forward

one step after another.

Fifty meters from the finish, my legs felt like lead. He shouted: “Last stretch.
I will count for you. One, two, one, two!” With that gap—toothed shout he counted me

across the line. I was seventh of eight, the last of those who finished.

I bent over with my hands on my knees, feeling ashamed. He patted my back and
said: “Do not be ashamed. When you came out for the second lap, half the field was

still behind you. I was counting for you the whole way.”

After that, every long break he took me out running. One lap, two laps, three
laps. By the winter sports meet I took third place in the 800-meter race. The moment
I crossed the line I looked for him in the crowd. He was jumping and clapping, and

the gap between his front teeth looked wider than usual.

Classmates, this is my good friend. He does not shout “you can do it.” He runs

beside you and lets you stare at his back.

At the winter sports meet he also ran the 800 meters and finished near last. When
he came into the second lap, I shouted his name along the course: Wang! Da! Lei! He
turned his head, looked at me, grinned, and ran a little faster. After he crossed the
line he bent over panting, but pointed at me and gave me a thumbs—up. We both

understood: counting for each other is something we can do for a lifetime.

I want to treasure Wang Dalei, and I want to treasure that back that slowed down
beside me. If you have a gap—toothed partner like him, please treasure him. The
numbers he counts through the leak in his teeth are the truest cheering voice in the

world.

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