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The Grass House in Our Home

Fellow students, our family has a book whose pages have curled from reading, its
cover patched with clear tape. It is Grass House, by Cao Wenxuan. Today I want to

tell you how this book traveled through our home.

The first to read it was my father. One weekend, I saw him sitting on the balcony
reading it, and when I walked over to pour him some water, I noticed his eyes were a
little red. I asked what was wrong, and he only said: a boy in the book falls ill. He

would not say more. I wondered to myself: what kind of book can make a grown man cry?

When I opened it, I fell straight in. I met Sang Sang of Youmadi, a little
rascal. In summer he took apart his father’s cupboard and turned it into a dove cage;
he took a beating for it and still grinned. He turned his shoes into a bowl rack and
set it in the corner of the classroom, and the whole class roared with laughter. He
carried his ten treasured doves to the market and sold them for the price of an

opera; when he got home and held the money out to his father, his father raised his
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hand, then lowered it. I laughed so hard at the troublemaking parts that I rolled off
the bed, and when I reached the part where Sang Sang falls ill, my nose stung for no

reason at all.

Later, my mother started sneaking reads too. At dinner, our family began talking
about this book: my father said his favorite is Du Xiaokang, who keeps standing
straight even after his family loses everything; my mother said her heart aches for
Grandma Qin, who waited at the school gate for so many years; my little brother,
still in kindergarten and unable to read a single word, insists on hugging the book
to look at the pictures. Now, whenever he sees a bird, he shouts: Sang Sang s doves!

Our home feels like it has gained a Youmadi of its own.

My biggest feeling is this: a good book is like a lamp, and whoever reads it
warms their hands for a moment. My father’s tears, my laughter, my mother’ s sighs —
all come from the same grass house. It made our family, which used to stare at our
phones in silence during dinner, start talking again. Now, whenever the book passes

into someone’ s hands at home, their eyes light up first.

Fellow students, go borrow a copy of Grass House and take it home. Read it
yourself, and read one chapter aloud to your mom and dad. When your family starts
fighting over this book and worrying about the children inside it, you will

understand what lamp I am talking about.

That ends my speech. May Grass House shine into your home too. Thank you.
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