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Sangsang, You Are Just Like Me

Fellow students, have you ever read a book out loud with laughter? I have. The
book is Grass House, written by Cao Wenxuan. Today I want to tell you why it is my

favorite — because there is a boy in it named Sang Sang.

Sang Sang grows up in the grass houses of Youmadi, and his father is the school
principal. His head is full of ideas that make grown—ups laugh and groan at the same
time. One summer, he took apart his father’s beloved cupboard and hammered it into a
dove cage. The doves lived in comfort; his father was so furious he chased him with a
stick around and around the grass houses. He got a beating for it, and in his heart

he secretly thought it was worth it — his doves had a new home.

He also turned a pair of shoes into a bowl rack and set it in the corner of the
classroom, with a real bowl on top. The whole class collapsed laughing. The teacher
scolded him, and he stuck out his chin and said it was an invention. By the next day,

half the class had made bowl racks too.
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Yet this boy who only knows how to make trouble has another side. He put his most
treasured ten doves into a bamboo basket, carried them to the market, and sold them
so he could see an opera. When he came home and handed the money to his father, his
father raised his hand — then lowered it. Later, when he fell ill and the pain bent
him double like a shrimp, he swallowed the bitterest medicine in one go without a

sound.

Why do I love this book the most? Because Sang Sang is just like me. I have made
trouble, been beaten, and stuck out my chin refusing to admit I was wrong. Reading
about him is like looking in a mirror: I laugh at him and at myself at the same time.
But the mirror shows something else too. He is braver than me. He dares to let go of

the things he loves most, and dares to stay silent even in pain.

Fellow students, Grass House is wonderfully easy to read: one story per chapter,
and you can open to any page and fall right in. All my reasons for loving it are
here: it gave me a friend who is just like me, yet braver than me. Once you read it,

you will want a friend like him too.

That ends my speech. Go read Grass House, and afterward let us meet in the

hallway and compare which chapter made each of us laugh the hardest. Thank you.
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