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The Seasons Do Not Wait, Time Does Not Turn Back

Dear teachers, dear fellow students: good morning! The title of my speech under

the national flag today is The Seasons Do Not Wait, Time Does Not Turn Back.

Fellow students, have you noticed how many times this red flag above us has
watched our campus change its clothes in a year? In spring it watched the magnolias
bloom and us shoulder our schoolbags; in summer it watched the plane trees open their
big umbrellas while we read and wrote in sweat; in autumn it watched the ginkgo
spread gold and us harvest our grades; in winter it watched us run with white breath,

storing up strength. The year turns one circle, then another. But fellow students,
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the seasons return every year, while our childhood never turns back. The sixth-
graders standing under the flag this year will be sitting in middle school classrooms

at this time next year. The seasons do not wait for people; time does not turn back.

The four seasons give us the finest metaphor: spring is the season of sowing —
every new word and new problem we learn is a seed placed into the soil; summer is the
season of jointing — seeds must grow upward under the scorching sun, and the hardest
stretch of study is exactly when we grow tallest in body and ability; autumn is the
season of harvest — only seeds that were sown in spring and endured summer may bow
their heads in autumn; winter is the season of storing — the surface looks desolate,
but the roots are quietly driving deep in the soil. The terrible thing is to play in
spring without sowing, to dislike the heat in summer without watering, and then in

autumn to stare enviously at the granaries of other people.

Let me tell a true story. Zhou Ran from Class 2, Grade 3, always failed the
thousand—meter run last year. This spring he began morning running; on the first day
two laps around the playground left him gasping. In the coldest month of winter he
still arrived at six twenty, running lap after lap with white breath. Someone asked
him what he was aiming for. He said: what you run through in winter, you will not
fear in spring. At the retest of last month he finished inside four and a half
minutes, and the whole class applauded. Fellow students, the legs of Zhou Ran hold no
magic; his secret was simply depositing into his legs, one day at a time, the
mornings others spent under their quilts. In persistence the seasons are fairest of

all: if you owe spring one step, autumn will owe you a bushel.

So standing under the national flag, on behalf of all students I call on our
whole school: first, cherish spring — from today listen to every class earnestly and
sow the seeds well; second, do not fear summer — do not dodge hard problems, for the
sweat of hard days is the strength of jointing; third, welcome autumn — set yourself
a small goal each month and harvest with progress; fourth, use winter well — do not
linger in bed on cold mornings, and grind your will harder than ice. Let us make a
promise: when we stand under this flag again next year, each of us can say with chest

held high — I failed none of the four seasons of this year!

That is the end of my speech. Thank you all!
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Live a School Term Like a Season

Teachers and fellow students: good morning! The title of my speech under the

national flag today is Live a School Term Like a Season.

Fellow students, a school term is actually a little season. The September opening
is spring: new textbooks smell of ink, everything is new, and we plant a heap of
wishes in our hearts — this term I will write my characters well, I will finish ten
books, I will learn to swim. October through December is summer: schoolwork grows
heavier day by day, like crops pushing upward under the sun overhead — tiring, but
jointing. The January final exams are autumn: the land takes inventory of the
harvest, and how many of the wishes you sowed have set fruit? The February vacation
is winter: on the surface it rests, but the roots gather strength, waiting for the
next spring. One term is one season; six terms are one full circle of the four
seasons of childhood. Fellow students, our childhood has only twelve terms in total

— finish one, and one is gone.
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The seasons understand persistence best. You must have heard the morning reading
broadcast from our campus radio station. Since Grade 1, the broadcasters have gone on
air at seven fifteen every morning sharp, without fail even after storms. Three years
on, three batches of broadcasters have rotated through; the voices before the
microphone change one after another, but that time point has never changed. Last
term, Song Yiming from the first batch of broadcasters came back before graduation
and stood at the door of the broadcast room for the length of a whole song. She said:
three years ago I was so nervous I misread characters; listening to you now is like
hearing this school breathing all along. Fellow students, three years, over a
thousand mornings — that is what persistence looks like: it does not shake heaven

and earth; it simply shows up every morning.

Now about our calligraphy club nearby. Ma Xiaotiao from Grade 5 has practiced one
page of handwriting every day since Grade 3; at first classmates laughed that his
exercise book looked like crabs had crawled over it. He did not rush — one page a
day, for over two years. This year his work hangs in the center of the school writing
competition hall. Asked for his secret, he pointed at the stack of practice books:
the secret is stacked up in the paper. The seasons never reward clever people who
fish for three days and dry their nets for two; they only reward people who water a

little every day.

So fellow students, allow me to call on the whole school: first, sow like spring
— this month set one serious term goal, write it on paper and paste it before your
desk; second, grow like summer — persist in one small thing daily: one page of
handwriting, ten words, one poem; do a small thing every day and it becomes something
great; third, take inventory like autumn — ask yourself one question each weekend:
did my seed grow this week; fourth, store strength like winter — do not lose heart
in difficulty, drive your roots deep, and wait to break soil next spring. Let us

cherish the time of every season and live every term as a harvest season!

That is the end of my speech. Thank you all!
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The Person Who Races the Seasons

Dear teachers, dear fellow students: good morning! The title of my speech under

the national flag today is The Person Who Races the Seasons.

Think with me: the big camphor tree at the southeast corner of our school is five
years old this year. Five years ago it was a sapling as thin as a broom twig, planted
by the sixth—grade graduates of that year with their own hands. Five years, five
springs, it sprouted five times; five autumns, it shed its leaves five times. Now it
spreads a dense canopy of shade — in summer we recite lessons under it, in autumn we
pick camphor fruits under it. Fellow students, nobody ever forced that tree to grow,
yet it never stopped growing for a single day. It is racing the seasons — hurrying
to spread its leaves before summer, hurrying to drive its roots firm before winter.

And how many of us, like the tree, spend each season growing taller and stronger?

The four seasons are like four running lanes, and we have been running on them
since birth. On the spring lane, grass rushes to sprout and swallows rush northward;
the proverb says the plan of a year is made in spring — the rush is not panic but
starting early. On the summer lane, crops grow wildly and cicadas roar like thunder;

it is the hottest lane and also the fastest—growing one. On the autumn lane, fruit
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bends the branches and rice dyes the fields gold, telling everyone who has been
running: those who ran through spring and summer will have plenty to say in autumn.
On the winter lane, all things store away; it looks like stopping, but wheat tillers

quietly under the snow quilt — stopping is just another kind of moving forward.

Let me tell one more story of persistence. Since the year the Green Guard club of
our school was founded, it adopted that camphor tree: members take turns watering it
and keeping observation diaries after school every Wednesday. In five years the club
changed year after year, but eleven diaries have been filled. The deep freeze of last
winter worried the club leader, Lin Yinyin from Grade 6: afraid the winter wheat
beside the sapling would be hurt, she covered the wheat beds with straw every day
after school for a whole week. The inspection of this spring found that patch of
wheat the most even in the whole campus. At the class meeting Lin Yinyin said one
sentence I still remember: a tree cannot speak, but it remembers every bucket of
water you gave it. Fellow students, time is the same — it cannot speak, but it

remembers every day you gave.

So standing under the solemn national flag, I call on the whole school: first, be
the one who jumps the gun in spring — do not dawdle at term start, finish the
business of today today; second, be the one willing to bear hardship in summer —
when it is hottest and hardest, that is when you are jointing, do not stop; third, be
an honest person in autumn — harvest with real progress and never pick fruit from
the trees of other people; fourth, be one who drives roots deep in winter — cold
weather, warm heart, lay the foundation firm. Let us race the seasons and, like that
camphor tree, grow earnestly once in every season. On the day we graduate, we too can
plant a sentence on campus the way our seniors did: I did not fail a single season

here!

That is the end of my speech. Thank you all!
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