FEH BRABAG 25 PRAT]

SREMIFAA]: SREAGHH, WAMRAH, BAEE A DA EES RN e,
JERAE B SR ) CRps 7)) Bl ARATT R R R B B 7

P LFERIEWE N AR TR, B AR IRk, BT MR B T A%
T TG T e FAE T RWMBOE, PO RF ISR B SOE ey 128, i U
THE T, RSP 55, AN BB AR: XA TR A, mE, tBACRA
il

PR EBEAT K, ARFRSF, BRAYY . WIS, (55 AR, JERRTS
REREZEH, Zr I E dh, iz, ARk, ek B EKYE, Wk~ X, Ao
ZE R ke WIRLUR, JARFESAR T T, B PATRESE I Y, Se R mAE bl Wb )m o T A
BERL MR RYL T L. BEDR—T0, B PR R ORI K, RIMIRIE L TR, HEH
N7

PN AT 2 ZACRERAPBHERE L ARAT? DOV EAIE S, EibORIRE WL — N HERER ST 12K
K, B A BOm S e Ah S % 1, BJasa s Ty, SeiRatl, 3K
MIFAAS B GEM I R 22, B R WA E L.

AL ARG AW e T RN, AREET, AR T, ARKB T aRi5
MBS N Lo MNESRG™ T, AR HR/ N, SIS L EARIE .

[, — AR —BUE R H 7o X2, I — A RS R . AR R
RS T TS, WRJDU MBI, R EIRIREIR . B8R, R iR—
B, A EIUES DD ART 0 A, Bl v 2l pki .

PR VESE T o PR PSR =R 7, BHR ARG 1o Bk e F S AR
T ATEARE. AR

Let Me Lend You Youmadi

Dear fellow students: today I will not read out a book list or quote famous
lines. I want to lend you a little village. It is called Youmadi, and it hides inside

Cao Wenxuan' s Grass House. Would you like to take a trip there with me?

I met it last summer. On the way home from school, a heavy rain came down, and I
ducked into the school library to shelter. I pulled a book with a thatched roof on
its cover from the shelf. The rain stopped, but I did not leave, because Sang Sang
was busy turning his family’ s cupboard into a dovecote. His father smashed the cage
in anger, and Sang Sang squatted beside the splinters without a word. I thought right
then: this boy is like me. He also gets into trouble and also gets scolded by grown—

ups.
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The person I cannot forget is not Sang Sang but Grandma Qin. At first, how
annoying everyone found her. She claimed the school’s land, drove her green ducks
into the wheat field, and children all dodged her, calling her the old monster. But
then a green schoolbag fell into the pond, and she jumped in to fetch it and nearly
lost her own life. After that, she sat by the school gate watching the children come
and go, candies in her pocket. In the end, she sank into the river reaching for a
fallen pumpkin. When I read that page, the librarian came to tell me to go home, and

my tears fell at exactly that moment. I wiped them quickly with my sleeve.

Why do I recommend this book to you? Because it never shouts slogans. It lets you
see with your own eyes: an old woman everyone disliked actually carries nothing but
softness and warmth in her heart; a group of children who love nicknames finally
learn to call her grandma. After reading, you will think about the classmate who

always gets teased, and wonder whether you should look at them differently.

This book also teaches you how to face goodbyes. In the grass houses, some people
leave, some fall ill, some lose their homes. Yet not one of them bends their back.
When Du Xiaokang' s family went bankrupt, he set up a stall by the school gate with
his head held higher than anyone’ s.

Fellow students, a book is a stretch of borrowed days. This term, please lend one
of those months to Youmadi. You will meet Sang Sang who sold his doves, Zhi Yue
chasing a boat under the moonlight, and Teacher Wen singing in the medicine room. On
the day you finish, you will want to grab the hand of whoever is beside you, just

like I did, and say: come on, I will take you to Youmadi.

My words are done. The book sits on the third shelf of the library, its cover
that grass—thatched house. Do not let it stand in the rain alone any longer. Borrow

it home. Thank you all.
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