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Mud on the Hands, Light in the Heart

Dear teachers and fellow students: hello! I am Wang Xiaoman from Class 1, Grade
5. The title of my speech is: Mud on the Hands, Light in the Heart.

Behind my family old house there is a vegetable garden, tended by my grandpa for
more than thirty years. This April, my grandpa gave me half a row of land and said:

this half row belongs to you; from planting to harvest, you manage it yourself.

I planted luffa first. My grandpa split several bamboo poles and taught me to
build an A-shaped trellis. The poles were heavy; when I held up this one, that one
fell over, and I was covered in sweat. My grandpa came over and pressed the pole
down, saying: do not panic, fasten one pole firmly first, then raise the second. We

tied them round and round with straw rope, six knots in all, before the frame stood
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straight. I tied the luffa seedling at the foot of the trellis, wondering: can such a
thin seedling climb that high?

In May, the cabbage worms came and gnawed holes in the luffa leaves. I squatted
in the field and caught them one by one until my palms itched. My grandpa taught me
to make chili water, mix it with water and spray it on the leaves. He said worms
dislike the spice and will stay away, so no pesticide is needed and the worms suffer
less too. For days I sprayed once in the morning and once in the evening, watching

over those leaves the way one watches over a sick person.

In June, the luffa really climbed to the top of the trellis, and yellow flowers
opened one after another. When the first luffa appeared, it was as long as my lower
leg, curved, hanging and swaying under the frame. I picked it and carried it home,
afraid it would get bruised, switching it between my hands three times on the way. My
grandpa told me to take it to Grandma Zhang next door. She took it, squeezed it
gently, and said: this gourd is sweet; the child who grew it has strength in the
hands.

I thought about that for a long time that evening. One luffa, from a single seed
to the gourd in Grandma Zhang hands, passes through building the trellis, catching
worms, watering, and waiting. So every dish on the table arrives this way; so my
grandpa has been doing this remarkable thing every day for over thirty years. Labor

is not rustic; labor is the power that turns seeds into meals.

Fellow students, we can all learn this power. On behalf of my class, I propose to
the whole school: let us sign up to take charge of the planting corner behind the
school; on our balconies at home, let us grow a pot of scallions or garlic; at least
once a week, let us help our grandparents or our parents with garden work or
housework. Mud on the hands does not matter; it is the mark of labor. Light in the

heart is the confidence labor gives us.

When autumn comes, let us gather again with the vegetables we grew ourselves, and
compare whose gourd is bigger and whose radish is longer. By then we will all
understand: labor is the most glorious thing, and this saying is not shouted out

loud; it is grown in the soil. Thank you, everyone!
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