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The Gift I Waited Until Night to Open

On the morning of Children’s Day, I spotted a square box on the corner of my desk
as soon as | walked into the classroom. Sky—-blue wrapping paper, a silver ribbon
wound around it, and a little card stuck on top: Happy Holiday. I picked it up and
shook it — very light. I tried to untie the ribbon, but my fingers wouldn t
cooperate, and the knot only tightened the more I worked at it. Just then the class
monitor called for morning reading, so I pressed the box into my desk cubby and

decided to open it after school.

The first class was math. I set the box on the corner of my desk, and every
character I wrote, my eyes drifted over on their own. The silver ribbon flickered in
the window light, and I kept guessing what was inside. A pencil case? Too light. A
toy? It made no sound when shaken. I even guessed it was a slip of paper with a wish
written on it. The teacher copied the multiplication table onto the blackboard, and I

copied along without absorbing a single line.

At break I carried the box downstairs to show my deskmate. She held it to her
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ear, shook it, and said it sounded like paper. I felt a little disappointed and a
little glad at once — paper means a book, and books are good. On the way back
upstairs I held the box in both hands like a bowl of water and didn’t dare run. It

pressed against my chest, and I felt my heart bumping along with it.

In the afternoon came our class party. I sat in the front row clapping, my mind
entirely on the box in my desk cubby. The moment the last act ended, I dashed back to
the classroom, stuffed the box into my schoolbag, and zipped it shut as if afraid it

might jump out on the way home.

Only after getting home, finishing homework, and eating dinner did I set the box
on my desk. Mom peeked in at the doorway and asked why I hadn’t opened it at school -
everyone else had. I said I saved it for the evening. She laughed: how precious, she
said. I untied the silver ribbon, tore open the sky—blue paper, and lifted the lid -
a water bottle, milky white, a little bear printed on its side, not heavy, not light,
just right. T turned it over, and on the bottom was a small label in Mom’ s

handwriting: Drink more water.

I stared at that label for a while. At noon I had guessed a pencil case, a toy, a
wish slip - never a water bottle, and never that the label would be in Mom’ s
handwriting. I poured a cup and drank it all. On the day the gift arrived, 1 spent
the whole day guessing what it was, and the guessing turned out more precious than
the gift itself. I flattened the wrapping paper and pressed it into a drawer, wound
up the silver ribbon into a small tin, thinking I could use it again next Children’s

Day.
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