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Lend Your Eyes One Minute to the Four Seasons

Dear teachers and dear fellow students: good morning! The title of my speech is

Lend Your Eyes One Minute to the Four Seasons.

Last Wednesday afternoon, right after the thunderstorm stopped, little puddles
dotted the playground. Everyone ran toward the teaching building except a little girl
from a lower grade, who squatted by a puddle and refused to leave. I went over to
pull her up, but she pointed at the puddle and said: big brother, look, the sky has
fallen into the water! I looked down — truly, a whole cloud lay mirrored in the
water, pushed slowly along by the wind. The two of us squatted there and watched for
a full minute. The bell rang, we ran back to class still damp, but my heart was

glowing: that one minute was the richest minute of my whole week.
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Fellow students, our campus actually hides a thousand such minutes. The four
seasons have printed a program and perform outside our windows every day. In spring
the magnolias in the flower bed flower before leafing out, white as pigeons perched
on the branches; when the cuckoo calls, the rapeseed flowers light the path at the
school gate golden. In summer the lotus leaves in the pond open like green umbrellas,
and the evening glow sets half the sky the color of tangerines. In autumn the ivy on
the teaching building reddens into a flag, and footsteps at break time crunch on
fallen leaves as if treading on a ground full of potato chips. In winter on a light-—
snow morning, the icicles on the eaves look like a row of piano keys, dripping ding—
dong as soon as the sun comes out. Fellow students, with a show like this, why would

we watch our phones instead of the live performance?

Some may say: I barely have time for homework, when could I look at the seasons?
I would answer: looking at the seasons does not take an hour, only a minute. One
minute is enough to watch a cloud change into the shape of a horse; one minute is
enough to notice that the buds of the old locust tree have swelled a notch since last

week. The seasons never ask us for leave:; they only ask us to look up.

So I propose three things to everyone. First, starting today, replace your most
tired moment each day with one minute looking out of the window, and let your eyes
rest for us. Second, prepare a palm—sized notebook and call it a discovery book;
write down one detail you see each day, and after one term you will own a four—season
calendar nobody else has. Third, on weekends go out with your parents to find the
season — to a park, the edge of a field, or a hill — and come back to tell your
group what you found. Let us see whose discovery book is thickest and whose eyes are

brightest by the end of the term.

Fellow students, the days may all look the same, but our eyes must not. Lend your
eyes one minute to the four seasons, and the four seasons will return us a whole
glittering world. Starting today, let us be the audience of the seasons and attentive

hearts of life! Thank you all!
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