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A Good Film Is a Lamp Inside the Heart

Respected teachers, dear classmates: hello everyone! The title of my speech is A
Good Film Is a Lamp Inside the Heart.

Let me begin with a trip to the cinema I will never forget. In the summer of
third grade, my cousin took me to see Eight Below. In the film, eight sled dogs are
left behind on the ice field for a while; their master promises to come back for
them, but storm after storm shuts the rescue out. For more than a hundred days, the
eight dogs lie on the ice slope every single day, looking toward the direction their
master left. Mullen, the lead dog, calls the roll each day, and not one dog is
allowed to leave. Ice and snow fill the screen, and I shivered in my seat, not from
cold but from a knot in my chest: why do they not run off? Why do they not give up

waiting?
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I found the answer later. Mullen knew that as long as the pack stayed together,
the master would surely find them. What they guarded was not an order but a promise.
At the end of the film, the rescue helicopter finally sweeps across the ice field,
and all eight dogs rise at once and bark wildly. That sound broke through the screen
and struck my chest. I left the cinema almost speechless, yet something inside me was

glowing, as if someone had lit a lamp.

Classmates, only then did I understand that a good film is more than excitement;
it is a lamp. It shines on the very things we lack. Mullen's daily roll call reminded
me of my piano. When I reached the third year of practice, I found it hard and
miserable, and I secretly stuffed the music books under my bed and never opened them
again. If Mullen saw me like that, he would surely bark at me: a promise made, not

one dog allowed to leave, so how could I desert my own post first?

So here is my proposal to all of you. First, watch at least three good films each
term, and retell to your family the scene that made your heart beat fastest. Second,
after each film, look for this: the thing the hero held on to, do I have it in me? If
not, pick one thing up starting today, even if it is only twenty minutes of piano a
day. Third, when you want to back out, do what Mullen did: turn around, call the roll
once, and ask yourself whether the me who made the promise at the beginning is still

standing there.

Classmates, films end and cinema lights go out, but once the lamp inside the
heart is 1it, no wind can blow it out. May we all be like those eight sled dogs on
the ice field: keep the promise, never leave, and wait until our own helicopter flies

in from the edge of the sky!

Thank you all!
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