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T e T, WhioRE!
The Heroes on the Screen Grow Up With Us

Dear teachers, dear classmates: hello everyone!

Today I want to ask you a question: have you ever clenched your fists inside a
cinema? I have. Last winter vacation, my parents took me to see the film Ne Zha. On
the screen, that little Ne Zha with dark rings around his eyes was treated as a
monster by the whole village from the day he was born; everyone said he was fated to
bring disaster. But he refused to accept it, tilted his chin up at the sky and
shouted: my fate is mine to decide, not heaven’s! In that moment the whole hall held
its breath; my palms were all sweat and my fists were tight, as if I had shouted

those words myself.

When the film ended and the lights came on, I sat there unwilling to leave. I
kept thinking: Ne Zha had nothing in his hands. No friend believed in him, no master
protected him to the end, even the story of his birth was a lie told to him. What
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turned his life around? His refusal to treat other people’ s words as his destiny.
Whatever others said he was, he insisted on living it out once himself and showing
them.

Classmates, this is the first lesson a good film teaches us. It is not about
remembering a few exciting pictures; it is about planting a seed inside our hearts.
Think of ourselves: fail one math test, and a voice says you are no good at math;
come last in a race, and a voice says you are born slow. How are those voices
different from the villagers of Chentangguan pointing their fingers at Ne Zha? Across

the screen he seems to be telling us: you each have a battle of your own to fight.

So today I want to make three proposals to all of you. First, watch one good film
every week with your parents, and after it say who you liked best and why. Second,
write down the sentence in the film that moved you most, paste it above your desk,
and let it keep you company through homework and morning wake—ups. Third, when you
feel like giving up, try once more the way Ne Zha did: if you did not follow the
lesson, raise your hand and ask again; if your jump rope keeps tripping, jump one
more round. A hero is not someone who never loses a battle; a hero is someone still

standing after losing one.

Classmates, the screen will go dark and the lights will come up, but the strength
a good film gives us can last and last. Let us pack Ne Zha’s refusal to yield into
our schoolbags, carry it to school tomorrow, and the day after too. Let the heroes on

the screen grow up together with us!

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