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The Flagpole Shadow, a Letter from the Four Seasons

Teachers and fellow students: good morning! My speech today begins with a strange

question: do you know when the shadow of our school flagpole is the longest?

Last winter our science teacher assigned us a task: measure the length of the
flagpole shadow at noon. I went with a tape measure and jumped: the shadow stretched
past the flower bed to its end, over eleven meters long. I thought I had measured
wrong, so I measured three times. This May we measured again: the same flagpole, but
the shadow was barely over four meters, huddled beside the flag platform as if
playing hide—and-seek. That evening I looked it up and understood: in winter the sun

hangs low and slanted, so shadows are long; in summer the sun stands high overhead,
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so shadows shrink short. A single shadow wrote the secret of the Earth circling the
Sun plainly across the playground! Fellow students, the four seasons write us letters

every day; we simply rarely open them.

Look how beautiful the letters of the four seasons are. In spring it mails the
first swallow to a telephone pole and the first winter jasmine to the foot of a wall;
in summer it mails thunderstorms together with rainbows, and fills every tree with
the songs of cicadas; in autumn it mails maple leaves as stamps, and arranges the
geese flying south into an ellipsis, telling the human world: good days walk slowly;
in winter it mails the first snow to the rooftops, frost—-flowers to the window glass,
and the warmth of a gathering to every home. The four seasons are never unfair — the

mailbox of every person is full.

Yet how many of us have opened these letters? On the way home from school we wear
earphones and stare at screens; nobody counts the swallows on the wires, nobody picks
up the red maple leaves. Our eyes grow brighter and brighter, but only as bright as a

phone screen. What a waste! We clearly live inside an entire park of four seasons.

So today I stand here to found a Four Seasons Squad and invite every one of you
to join. Our missions are simple. First, everyone becomes a junior observer: watch
one thing change each week — a tree, a cloud, a bird — and record it on an
observation card. Second, hold a squad sharing session once a month, pin our
discoveries onto the class wall newspaper, and see who first notices spring arriving
or autumn arriving. Third, at the end of the term we present our best discoveries to
the whole school, so everyone will know: we have received the letters of the four

seasons!

Fellow students, the shadow of the flagpole changes every day, and the seasons
are waiting for our reply. This term, let us open the letters of the four seasons
together, read the secrets inside, and plant the seed of loving life in our hearts.
When the seasons finish one full circle, you will say proudly: I did not miss this

year! Thank you all!
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