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Today I Finished a Good Book

October 17, Saturday, Sunny
Today I did something truly great: I finished reading The Straw House!

The moment the after—school bell rang, I ran home. Before my schoolbag even
settled on the floor, I had pounced on the bed with the book. My mother called me to
dinner, and I shouted back: five more minutes! Then five minutes turned into five
minutes, and then into five minutes again. When I finally looked up, the sky was

completely dark, and the dishes on the table had been reheated twice.

This book is so funny, especially Sangsang. He saw that the cupboard at home
stood empty, and he actually took the cupboard apart and turned it into a pigeon
coop. The pigeons moved in, and he was terribly pleased; when grandma came home and
found there was nowhere to put the bowls, she stamped her feet with anger. And there
is even more: in summer the mosquitoes were thick, so he cut up the family s mosquito

net and turned it into a fishing net. He rushed off to catch fish, and when he got
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home his father beat him, a spanking that left his backside on fire. I laughed so
hard at this that I rolled around on the bed, my aching belly. Sangsang is just like
me. Last month I took apart my father’ s fishing rod to make a kite frame, and I got
scolded too. So even great writers were this mischievous as children—now I can

relax.

The book is not only about laughter. Sangsang sold his beloved pigeons to give
the money to Zhiyue; Xima herded sheep all by himself and refused to cry no matter
what; Grandma Qin sank into the water trying to rescue a single pumpkin. When I read
the part where Grandma Qin sank, tears fell onto the page, and I quickly wiped them

with my sleeve, afraid my mother would see and tease me.

The moment I closed the book, I sat on the bed daydreaming for a while. I felt a
little happy, like finishing a very long run; and a little reluctant to part, as if
the straw houses, the white pigeons, and the reed marsh of Youmadi were all waving
goodbye to me. Sangsang s family is leaving Youmadi, and by the last page my nose

stung, like when the best friend in your class is about to transfer away.

I wrote today’ s feeling in my diary: today I finished a good book. A good book is
one you want to read again right away after finishing it. Tomorrow I want to read it
again, from the very first page, and this time I will read slowly and pack every page

into my heart.
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