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The Card in the Backpack Pocket

The day before June 1st, the teacher said we should exchange gifts with a good
friend. At home I found a piece of stiff card, cut it into the shape of a backpack,
and drew a crooked backpack on it, with the corner of a greeting card peeking out of
the pocket. On the back I wrote, Afu, happy Children’s Day, you are the person who

has been my deskmate for two years.

After writing I felt shy and slept with the card under my pillow. Next morning I
arrived early. Afu was not there yet. His backpack hung on his chair, the zipper open
a crack. I pushed the backpack—shaped card deep into the small outer pocket of his

bag, leaving only a tiny red edge showing.

Then I ran back to my seat and pretended to tidy my homework. When Afu came in

his eyes were normal, he had found nothing. My plan had worked, I thought.
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But when the second class ended, Afu walked to my desk and said, is the outer
pocket of your backpack a little fatter. My heart jumped. I said, no. He said, go
look. I opened the small pocket and there lay a folded card. Inside was a drawing of
two little people sharing one umbrella, with happy Children’s Day written on the

umbrella.

Afu stood beside me scratching his head. He said, I was very careful when I
slipped it in, did it touch your zipper. I stared at him and his ears turned red. 1

asked, when did you put it there. He said, while you were sleeping on your desk.

I pulled my backpack—shaped card out of his pocket too. Afu read the words aloud,
and when he reached you are the person who has been my deskmate for two years, he
stopped and said instead, this drawing does not look much like a backpack. I said, of

course not, it was made to hold you.

During the ten—minute break we laid the two cards side by side on the desk to
compare. His umbrella was drawn better, my backpack was cut better. Neither could
win, so we slotted the two cards into each other, making one card with four faces,

each of us holding two corners.

At school-leaving time we put the four—cornered card into Afu’ s backpack pocket,
because my home is near and his is far. He said he wanted it to ride in a backpack a

little longer. I nodded, thinking, tomorrow it should take its turn in my pocket.
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