ZLA T A S SR T fil FE AR R

THEGR AR BBt 3 BB R R, BeE U, RRMEFEE T BRI I
fi, FGAER)—HERBAAI R, 36 KB AR LD NG 48 715 FoL, WETEETE, A MAsAK A
BMVLESRATIE H AL, AL T PR T, T2, WHET, WA R, Sid)E
R AR L, R ERR . GO AR BT ANE AL AT K

THieg R, JBAGUEAEH Y EREA T RN 58— Bah, SRR M Faih. JL
THF gk, AREEN S ERE, B 7 /W, BaBaauh Wi ~ok, ek
THAT R i BIe T LORF R ER M sl . RARBE T 2ERE 048, THRH P
AR, BEE T, BAEBNSIE, WD R b, R R, B A
=M, BEER MR BT arHE L ERERE R, RESS T N, B

WAL R . S R BT, I UL . LTS R,
MBI BRI, LONEARRT YA . Wse s B, Hnicth T4, ks, &
RIS WL B k. IR b RS, B S R BT
s, PELAEREN IO, BT A MEBE, AT . Bk,

W EIRAEF S EEIT—oRkAE 48, ERATVERES: f=FRMACE BfE. 5 TIRA.
HRAF W, SRECAEAL, BRARM LGN TE T8, B =F 51 EA
ARG T BREGRERET, RS T A WERIKISILHESR, dblEs K. TEIT=
I, AR, 5 ECFTIEANAHR SR, SRERFLN S5, =M,
—AKITE, B

W RS REARXARITAT . U T SRR E, —HAAERUREM 2. LT
NI 2R, JRRIX AW BEEARGUEROER, ER2E A CER =ML, POt .

The Day I Folded My Red Scarf into a Drawer

The flag-raising was at seven thirty in the morning. The flagpole on the sports
field looked taller than last year — or rather, I had shrunk since last year. As the
national anthem started, I stood in the line of Grade 7 Class 1, watching the red
flag climb the rope while the wind snapped it open with sharp cracks. The formation
called for a gaze salute, no hand salute. My hand rose halfway on instinct, then I
swallowed it back down; my throat felt tight. A boy two rows behind stood ramrod
straight, chin lifted high, as if determined to make this gaze salute count for

something.

After the flag came the ceremony of leaving the Young Pioneers, held right there
on the field. The youth counselor finished a passage and asked every student to
remove their red scarf. Thousands of hands moved at once, the rustle of cloth as soft
as light rain. I untied the scarf from my collar; it was a little wrinkled in my

hands, with a speck of paint from the fifth—grade spring cleaning still on its left
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corner. I meant to stuff it in my pocket, but my fingers found that paint speck and
stopped. Right there in the formation I squatted down, spread the scarf on my knee,
folded it bit by bit into a proper triangle, and placed it in my uniform s breast

pocket. A girl in front turned to look at me; my ears went hot, and I ignored her.

The call-and-response came after. The counselor led: Ready, for the cause of
communism! Thousands of voices collided in the air, and our class’ s voice pushed up
out of the crowd, more unified than any time in elementary school. For half a second
after we finished, the field went silent — just half a second — then footsteps,
coughs, and zipper sounds all started at once. On the way back to the teaching
building nobody spoke; the stairwell was quietly abnormal. Our homeroom teacher stood

at the classroom door and said one line: come in, you ve all grown up. That was all.

At night I spread a sheet of letter paper, the school’s assignment: write a
letter to yourself three years from now. I wrote for a long time. I wrote about the
high school I want to get into, about my math still being weak, about how my hand
trembled when I untied the scarf today, and about hoping the me of three years from
now won t forget today. I got stuck at the ending and finally wrote one line: if you
still remember today, write back to me. I folded the letter in thirds, sealed it in
an envelope, and addressed it: to be opened June 1, 2029. I opened the drawer and

laid the letter beside the folded scarf, a triangle and a rectangle, side by side.

Mom asked why I turned off the light so early tonight. I said I was sleepy.
Really I lay in bed thinking about that half second of silence. Thousands of people
going silent together for half a second — it turns out that is so loud. Childhood was
not taken away by anyone. I folded it into a triangle myself and put it in the

drawer.
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