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The Eternal Line
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From first to fourth grade, boys and girls had
never needed to draw lines, but by fifth grade, it had
to be done. If you don't believe me, you can check out
all four of our fifth grade classes. All of them have
lines!
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The boys were the first ones to draw lines across
their desks. It was like this sort of line was proof that
they weren't boys anymore, but manly men, ready to

take on the world. Fat Cat and I used a long, wide



ruler to separate our table. Fat Cat said that this was
a three-dimensional line that would fall over if either
of us crossed it. It showed how resolved he was about
drawing a line between us.

On the very first day that Fat Cat and I were put
together, we signed a No Line Crossing Agreement,

which I've included below:

ZNEAY
No Line Crossing Agreement
HY: 827
Party A: Lu Yunfei
ZJi: BEIL
Party B: Summer Snow
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During their time sharing a desk, Party A Lu
Yunfei and Party B Summer Snow must adhere to the
following agreement:
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I. The desk is split into two sides by the line, with



the boy on the left and girl on the right. Party A is on
the left, and Party B is on the right. There will be no
trading.
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II. Party A may not cross the line onto Party B's
side. Party B may not cross the line onto Party A's

side.
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III. If Party A breaks these rules, he must give

Party B a pack of dried plums. If Party B breaks these

rules, she must give Party A a can of Pringles.

RhHEY: 8at 2%y BEIL
Party A: Lu Yunfei Party B: Summer
Snow
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Party A was Fat Cat. His real name was Lu Yunfei.
His face was wide and short, and he looked like a cat
when he laughed. He also liked to meow like a cat, so
we started calling him Fat Cat in first grade. He
weighed at least 60 kg. I couldn't understand how
someone so heavy could ever move like a cat.
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Fat Cat was the one who brought up the No Line
Crossing Agreement, so naturally he was the one to
write it. But he wrote nine characters wrong, and had
three grammar mistakes. The agreement you saw was
the one I had edited. To this day, I haven't had to give
Fat Cat a single Pringle, and he hasn't had to give me
a plum. Does that mean that both parties respected

the No Line Crossing Agreement? 1'll tell you a true



story about Fat Cat that will tell you how he
"respected" it.
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One day, Fat Cat forgot to bring his Chinese book,
so I opened mine up and put it on the line so he could
see it. Fat Cat insisted that I'd broken the rule. I
brought my book back to my side of the table, saying
he had bitten the hand that fed him. But when Mrs.
Yan asked questions, he was the first one to stand up
and answer them, and he got them all right! I noticed
he was still looking at my book on my side of the table.
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When we left class, Fat Cat said that I had broken



the rule, and that I owed him a can of Pringles. I told
him Ae had broken the rule, and owed me a bag of
dried plums. He said I had crossed the line, but he
hadn't. I told him that his eyes had crossed the line.
We argued back and forth, but didn't reach a
conclusion. Naturally, neither of us gave the other
anything to eat.
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I wanted to know how far back drawing lines like
this could be traced to. I asked Dad, and he said he
didn't know, but that he had drawn lines in
elementary school. His line had been more like a fuse
though, a fuse which had led to arguments with his
female deskmate. He had liked to argue with her and



see her get angry, or see her wipe tears away with a
handkerchief. Mom had drawn lines too. She said
that she remembered it being fun. She also said that
without lines, she was sure that her childhood
wouldn't have been as fun. It seemed that there would
always be some sort of line. People had drawn them
in the past, people were drawing them now, and

people would draw them in the future.



HESZPS
The Wronged Deskmate
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We switched seats again today. Lots of people
switched desks. Bean Sprout switched desks to sit
with Wang Qiaoqgiao, Mickey switched desks to sit
with Ou Yafei. Bugs switched desks to sit with Xiao
Yiyi. And me? I didn't get to switch. I was stuck with
Fat Cat.

"Oh... no...," Fat Cat said, shaking his pudgy
head back and forth. "Why is my life so hard?"

"What did you say?!" I demanded, furious. "You
think I want to sit with you?"
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Fat Cat let out a sigh and looked pained, "Why
can't we all just:--- get along?" he said.

"Mrs. Yan!" I said loudly, somehow feeling brave.
"I don't want to sit with Lu Yunfei!"

Mrs. Yan Jiali's gaze shot towards me as sharp as
daggers, then she glared at Fat Cat.

Fat Cat was in trouble now. No matter how strict
Mrs. Yan was, she always went a bit easier on the girls.
Especially today, she would definitely take my side.
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"Lu Yunfei, if you don't want to sit with Summaer,
who do you want to sit with?"

Fat Cat muttered something under his breath,
but nobody could hear what he was saying.

"Speak up!" Mrs. Yan said, walking towards Fat
Cat. "Who would you like to sit with?"

Fat Cat was still muttering.

"What did you say?"
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When Mrs. Yan lowered her voice like that, we
knew she was angry. Mrs. Yan wasn't like the other
teachers when she got angry. When other teachers got
angry, they raised their voices. But when she got
angry, she lowered her voice. The angrier she was, the
lower her voice was, and when she didn't say
anything, that meant Mrs. Yan was so upset she was

speechless.
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Mrs. Yan's voice got quieter. "What did you say?"

I started getting nervous, along with the entire
class, because we were scared of Mrs. Yan getting
angry.

"Mrs. Yan, I know who Lu Yunfei wants to sit
with," Bean Sprout said, suddenly standing up in
front of us. "He wants to sit with Ai Weil!"

"Haha! Haha!" the boys all threw their heads back
and guffawed.

"Heehee, heehee!" the girls chuckled.
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Ai Wei was the prettiest girl in our class. It
seemed like everyone loved her beauty!

"No way, Ae's the one who wants to sit with her!"
Fat Cat blushed and stammered. He waved a meaty
fist at Bean Sprout. "I won't let you get away with
this!"

"Lu Yunfei that is no way to act! See me in my
office after class!"

After class, Fat Cat waddled after Mrs. Yan to her
office, muttering all the way. After a while, he came
back, still muttering.
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"So? So?" Bean Sprout brought his jeering face



closer. "How many lines do you have to write?"

For a student with ADHD like Bean Sprout, Mrs.
Yan usually punished him by making lines, based on
how badly he had screwed up.

"I wish I was writing lines," Fat Cat said glumly.

"What is the punishment, then?" he asked.

"Running. Six laps."
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Bean Sprout thought this was hilarious, and I did
too. Fat Cat was great at writing lines, but Mrs. Yan
wouldn't punish him with writing lines, she was
forcing him to run. Fat Cat hated running the most,
and six laps around the track would be enough to
make him collapse.

But I had gotten ahead of myself. Fat Cat said



that Mrs. Yan had told him he would have to run six
laps around the track while I was watching him. In
other words, I would have to run six laps with him..

After school got out, Fat Cat and I went to the
track.
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Fat Cat huffed and glared at me. I huffed and
glared back at him.

Fat Cat handled the first lap okay. During the
second lap, he began breathing heavily, and started
acting nicer towards me.

"Summer, how about:--- we--- we do one more
lap?" he asked hesitantly.

I ignored him.
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When we began the third lap, Fat Cat was already

.

running out of breath. "Sum... Summer Snow...
Please... Let me go..." he pleaded.

"No!" I snapped coldly. "Mrs. Yan said six laps, so
you have to run six laps."

After the third lap was finished, Fat Cat was
dragging his feet, and looked like he wanted to fall
over. "Summer, I... I said I don't want to sit with you,
but actually I really do, deep down inside. Really! I
really do!"

I couldn't help but burst out laughing. "Fat Cat,
if this was a war and you got captured, I'm sure you'd
sell out your country."
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"You think I'm that much of a wimp? I'd stand tall
in the face of any enemy! But you're not my enemy,
you're my deskmate! My dearest deskmate:-- Please,
I'm begging you---"

Now Fat Cat was begging me, and he'd say
anything to get what he wanted. What could I do?

I guess sometimes I'm just too much of a softy.

I ran towards the center of the track with Fat Cat.
A small lap still counted as a lap, and Mrs. Yan hadn't
said that he had to run six laps around the whole
track. We ran three big laps, and three small laps, so
technically he did run six laps. I could report back to

Mrs. Yan and tell her he had run all six laps.



