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The Most Borrowed Book at Our Reading Corner

Everyone, I am the student in charge of our class book corner, and every day I
record who borrows which book. In my ledger, the most borrowed book is Grass House by
Cao Wenxuan — it has already been lent out fourteen times. To be honest, I was
jealous. Everyone loves it, and I am the only one who has not read it. Last week 1

finally opened it, and I fell straight in.

Sang Sang in the book is a rascal. In summer he took apart his father’s beloved
cupboard and turned it into a dove cage; his father chased him around the grass
houses with a stick, and he grinned even while being beaten. He turned his shoes into
a bowl rack and placed it in the corner of the classroom, and the whole class cracked
up. He carried his ten treasured doves to the market and sold them to buy a ticket to
an opera; at home he held the money out to his father, and his father raised his
hand, then lowered it. I laughed alone in the book corner, and when I came to myself,

several classmates had gathered around me asking what was so funny.

That night I read to the end in one sitting. When Sang Sang falls ill, the pain

bends him like a shrimp, yet he swallows the bitterest medicine in one go without a
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sound. I understood something: a child who can make everyone laugh is also a child
who can bear pain in silence. I lay in bed thinking for a long time: our class also
has a classmate who is always telling jokes to make everyone happy. Maybe when he

gets home, he too bears his pain without a sound.

Here is my feeling. At first I thought everyone was just following the fashion in
borrowing. After reading it, I knew better. This book is like a bag of marbles: every
chapter holds something that clinks, and once you start you cannot stop. Now, when I
register a returned book at the book corner, I ask one extra question: which chapter
made you laugh the most? The answer goes into the ledger, and my ledger has grown
thicker than before. 0ddly, more and more people now come to return books, each

curious to see which chapter made the others laugh.

Our book corner has only a few dozen books, but it is like a little Youmadi. Sang
Sang, Du Xiaokang, and Tuhe sit on the shelf, waiting for you. If you come to our
class to borrow a book, I will hand you Grass House. When you bring it back, write

down the chapter that made you laugh hardest in my ledger.

That ends my speech. Thank you, everyone.
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