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Today I Am a Young Pioneer

On the morning of June 1st, Mom turned up my school uniform collar twice, saying

the collar must be spotless today, because the red scarf is coming.

Classes lined up on the playground, the team flag at the front. The flag is red
with a five-pointed star. Our teacher once said the team badge bears a star and a
torch: the star stands for the leadership of the Communist Party of China, the torch
for light. I stared at the flag until my neck grew sore.

The instructor read the list of new members. My name was in the middle; when it
was called I shouted Here, louder than I expected. The classmate beside me laughed,

and I laughed too. My heart beat like a drumstick was at work.

A girl from sixth grade walked over with a red scarf in her hands. She first

folded it flat, passed it around my collar, laid the left tip over the right, wound
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the right tip around once, pulled the tip through the loop, and tugged — the knot sat
perfectly straight. She whispered: don’t let it tilt. I nodded and did not dare touch
my chest.

While tying it, the girl said one thing: the red scarf is one corner of the red
flag, and its red was dyed by the struggle of the revolutionary elders. I did not
fully understand then. During the oath I think I understood a little — the lead
recited a line, we repeated it, right fist clenched beside the ear, palm all sweat.
When we reached fight for the cause of communism, my voice was the loudest, because 1

had practiced those last words all evening.

After the oath, the same girl returned to the stage to speak for the older
members. She said she had been nervous at her own admission too, and had worn her
scarf backwards for three days before noticing; she said the red scarf is not about
looking good — it is a reminder: keep your word, take duty duty seriously, help
classmates in trouble. She said: we wear the same red, and from today you are its

guardians too.

Back in the classroom after the ceremony, my deskmate leaned in to examine my
knot and said it was perfectly flat. I said the sister from sixth grade had tied it -

she has been tying knots for years.

After school I went home, untied the scarf, spread it flat on the desk and looked
at it over and over. Mom wanted to take my photo, so I straightened my collar once
more. In the photo that person sits ramrod straight, and the red on the chest lies

perfectly smooth.

Before bed I thought: from today, the shout I gave, the fist I raised, this

corner of red on my chest — all of them are my own business now.
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