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Before Daybreak, Grandpa Went to Carry Water

Dear teachers and fellow students: good morning! The title of my talk today is:

Before Daybreak, Grandpa Went to Carry Water.

Last summer there was little rain, and the soil in the vegetable garden cracked
open. My grandpa decided to carry water to the garden. The river bend was more than a

1i from the village, and he set out before daybreak every day.

One night I got up to drink water and heard movement in the courtyard. I lay on
the windowsill and watched: in the moonlight, my grandpa filled two wooden buckets,
rested the carrying pole on his shoulder, bent his back and stepped back twice before
the load was steady. The creak of the gate as he left, and the creak of the pole all
the way, traveled far through the village.
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When day broke, I went to the garden and saw that he had already watered three
rows. His vest was soaked through and stuck to his back, with two red marks on his
shoulders. He sat resting on the ridge, lifted his enamel mug to drink, and smiled at
me: once the field has drunk its fill, the seedlings can drink too. That day 1
finally understood that the vegetables we eat every day were fed to us bucket by
bucket.

After that, I began to notice the people around me, and I found many of them like
my grandpa, starting work before daybreak. The uncle who sweeps the street by the
school gate has the road clean by half past five; the aunties in the cafeteria let
our steamed buns rise in their hands all night; the bus driver checks the wheels in
the garage before the first bus departs. They say little, yet not one job goes

undone. The most moving face of labor, I realized, is its silence.

Labor also teaches us responsibility. My grandpa used to say: the land never
cheats people; whatever effort you give it, it returns to you. Learning is the same
way. Every problem you can solve, every text you have memorized, is earned by your
own effort. Do your own things yourself, lend a hand with the things of the home;

that is the share of responsibility a child can carry.

Fellow students, I hereby propose three things to the whole school. First, salute
the laborers around us: tomorrow, when you meet a sanitation worker, a cafeteria
auntie, or a guard, say thank you for your hard work. Second, starting today, each
person takes on one fixed household chore and keeps it up for a whole term. Third,
cherish food and clean your plate at every meal, because on that plate sit bucket

after bucket of water and day after day of sweat.

The national flag flies above our heads. Our forebears built this country with
their hands, and the workers of today guard it with theirs. May we all remember that
creaking carrying pole, grow through labor, and become people willing to give their

strength and grateful for others. Thank you, everyone!
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