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From Today, I Will Not Laugh at Anyone’ s Difference

Fellow students, good morning. Standing under the flag, the first thing I want to
do is apologize. In the second grade, a boy transferred into our class, and because
his hair was thin, I nicknamed him Three—-Hairs. For a whole year, every time I
shouted that name the class laughed, and he kept his head down. After reading Grass
House, I thought of him, and my face burned.

In the book there is a boy named Tuhe, born with a completely bald head, laughed
at through his whole childhood. In the school play he played the bald puppet soldier
brilliantly, and the audience applauded, but when people left the theater, all they
remembered was his head. Laughter can truly wound a person — that is the first

lesson Tuhe gave me.

Tuhe once tried to strike back: at a marching competition he pulled off his cap,

his whole grade lost points because of his head, and for a while nobody forgave him.
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But what finally won him respect was not the strike back. At the real competition he
stamped every beat with all his seriousness, the column moved like one person, and on
the leading platform his bald head shone in the sunlight. Nobody laughed. Inch by
inch he won back his dignity. Dignity is not granted by others; it is earned by

yourself — that is the second lesson Tuhe gave me.

The book also gives us a boy named Du Xiaokang. His family was once the
wealthiest in Youmadi, until one capsized boat sank everything and he had to leave
school. He followed his father into the reed marshes to herd ducks, chasing the
scattered flock on stormy nights. After coming home he set up a stall at the school
gate, wearing white gloves, selling bowls and candy. What shook me most was one line:
not a single person in Youmadi laughed at him. The grown—ups and children of Youmadi
protected the dignity of a classmate who had fallen on hard times. I have to ask
myself: that year, if someone had protected that boy the way Youmadi protected Du

Xiaokang, would I still have shouted that nickname?

So today, under this flag, I make three promises to our school. First, give no
nicknames to anyone; laugh at no one’ s hair, body, family, or clothes. Second, when
others mock a classmate, do not join in; if you can, say one word to stop it. Third,
if you have hurt someone the way I did, go and apologize — it is not too late. 1

have already written a letter to that boy who moved away.

Fellow students, the flag is above our heads, and our words should come from the
heart. May our school be like Youmadi: nobody laughed at, everyone holding their head
high. And may each of us, when our own storm comes, stand straight like Du Xiaokang

and win our own dignity through seriousness like Tuhe. Thank you.
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