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That Night, I Finished It Under the Quilt

Fellow students, let me start with a question: is there a book you have read so
much that you hated to sleep? I have one. That night, I hid under my quilt with a
flashlight and read Grass House to the very last page. Then I switched off the light.
My eyes went dark, but my heart stayed lit.

My father gave me the book as a reward, because I had been washing my own dishes
every day for a while. At first I thought it was slow. What is so interesting about
Youmadi? Just reeds, a river, and a few grass houses. But when I reached the third
chapter, Sang Sang put his treasured ten doves into a bamboo basket, carried them to
the market, and sold them for twenty yuan, then handed the money to his father
because he wanted to see an opera. His father froze, raised his hand to strike, then

lowered it. I sat up straight at that line. I would not have let go. Sang Sang traded
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the things he loved most for one evening of opera, and never mentioned those ten

doves again.

Sang Sang is the closest friend I have made inside a book. In summer he took
apart his father’s cupboard to build a dovecote and got a beating for it. He sold his
padded coat and went to school in a thin jacket in freezing weather, shivering,
because he gave the money to someone who needed it more. When he fell ill, pain bent
him like a shrimp, yet however bitter the medicine, he drank it in one gulp. Lying in
bed, I thought: if I hurt like that, I would surely cry for my mother. Did he cry?
No.

Why do I recommend this book? Three reasons, all short. First, the children in it
are just like us: they make trouble, they show off, they cry, so reading it feels
like looking in a mirror. Second, it reads easily. One story per chapter, and you can
open it anywhere and fall right in. Third, and most important: after reading, you
will grow a little braver, because you will have met Sang Sang, and Du Xiaokang, who
kept standing straight even after his family fell. You will feel that what they could

carry, you could carry too.

Some of you may say, are classics too hard to understand? I thought so too when I
read the first page. But nobody can decide that for you except you, and only after

you have read it.

Fellow students, go borrow a copy tonight. Read one chapter before bed, just one.
When you finish that chapter, you will understand why my eyes were dark but my heart
was lit. Next week, when we meet in the corridor, you will surely say to me: hey, you
read Youmadi too? And just like that, we will be friends. A good book grows with me,
and on behalf of the children of Youmadi, I thank you first, everyone who opens it

Thank you.
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