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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,
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half the class had made bowl racks too.

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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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
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.
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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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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.
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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
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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