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Ry e e, Wi oas!
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

www. vv99. net



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.

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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