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The Guppy That Jumped into My Basin

Dear teachers and dear classmates, hello!

Today my topic is My Summer Vacation, My Happiness. Some of you may ask: what

exactly is happiness? I want to answer with one little fish.

This summer I spent half a month at the home of my grandma in the countryside.
One noon, the heat was terrible, and my grandpa lowered a watermelon into the pond on
a rope to cool it. I squatted at the edge of the pond watching, unwilling to leave.
Suddenly my grandpa pulled the rope up hard, the watermelon came out of the water,
and a school of little fish scattered everywhere with the splashing water. One small
guppy jumped straight into the washbasin at my feet. I shouted and pounced with both
hands. I did not catch the fish, and I first sat down in the mud at the pond edge,
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mud water splashing over my face. My grandma heard the noise and rushed over. Seeing
me like a mud statue hugging a basin, she laughed so hard she could not straighten
her back, and my grandpa, holding the watermelon, laughed all the way back to the

house.

I refused to give up. I carried the basin to the shade of the yard wall and
crouched down, staring at that little fish. The first time I reached in, it flicked
its tail and splashed water over my face:; the second time I was quicker, but it slid
through my fingers; on the third try I closed both hands from behind, and it finally
became my prisoner. I put it into a glass jar. That whole afternoon the cat crouched
in front of the jar without moving, and I stood beside it with hands on my hips,

feeling like a great hero who had just won a battle.

That little fish did not cost one cent, yet it gave me the happiest noon of the
whole year. In the days that followed, my grandpa also taught me to swim in the pond.
From being afraid to put my face into the water to managing two strokes, I used up a
whole week. Little by little I understood: happiness does not need expensive things.

It hides in the mud, in the water, in one cry of oh no and one cry of I got it.

Classmates, do you not want such a summer too? Here I make a proposal to
everyone: this summer vacation, go and catch one fish of your own! Go to the river
bank once, go into the kitchen once, go down to the fields once, put down the tablet
in your hands, and let your hands touch mud and water. When the new term opens, come
and tell me your funny story, and I will tell you mine. Let us all be children who

run out into the sun, children who can find happiness with their own hands!

That is all for my speech. Thank you all!
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The Twenty—One Stamps in My Album

Dear teachers and dear classmates, hello!

My topic is My Summer Vacation, My Happiness. Let me start with a question: on
your summer plan, is there one thing you intend to keep doing all summer? I have one

— collecting stamps.

At home there is an old stamp album, collected by my father since he was a child.
On the first day of this summer vacation I borrowed it and decided to sort and count
every stamp inside. When I finished counting I froze: twenty—one stamps in all, and
the oldest one was bought when my father was eight years old. For the sake of this
album, I did a big thing this summer. I heard that sometimes there is a secondhand
stall at the gate of the post office on 0ld Street, where loose stamps might appear.
Every Saturday morning I went there. Nothing on the first week, nothing on the second
week. Even the old man selling newspapers recognized me, and shook his head when he
saw me. On the third week, the stall keeper turned out an old postage stamp with a
small corner missing from the bottom of his box, and asked if I wanted it. I emptied
my pockets: six yuan and two jiao, every cent of it. Clutching that tiny chipped
stamp, I ran home all the way along the 0ld Street, prouder than if I had got full

marks on both exams.

The funny part happened after I got home. Full of excitement, I was numbering my
new stamp when my hand shook and I put too much glue on it, so the new stamp stuck
fast to the album page and would not come off no matter how I tried. It was my father
who taught me to loosen it with steam. Holding my breath, I lifted it up little by
little. My palms were drenched with sweat then, more nervous than during the three

weeks of searching.
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Before school opened I counted again: twenty—two stamps. What I gained is not one
stamp but one discovery: it turns out I can get up early for one small thing on three
Saturdays in a row; it turns out that a thing which looks unimportant will shine by

itself if you keep at it.

Classmates, here is my proposal: this summer vacation, let each of us take on one
small thing and carry it through to the end. It can be collecting stamps, or watching
one tree downstairs, or watering one pot of flowers every day. Just one thing is
enough. When the new term opens, let us see whose album or whose notebook is the
thickest. Let happiness start from one small thing, and let persistence become the

proudest skill of our generation!

That is all for my speech. Thank you all!
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A Plate of Sweet—and—Sour Tomato and Eggs

Dear teachers and dear classmates, hello!

My topic is My Summer Vacation, My Happiness. My happiness grew out of one plate

of failed cooking.

This summer vacation, the birthday of my mother fell in July. Every year she
cooks longevity noodles for me, so I thought: I have grown up, and this time it is my
turn to cook the birthday meal for her. I planned it in secret: tomato and eggs,
plain boiled noodles, and two poached eggs on top. On the morning of the birthday,
while my mother was out buying vegetables, I tied on the apron and got to work. The
trouble came from the sugar jar. I wanted a sweet style of tomato, so I scooped two
extra spoons of sugar; then, afraid the eggs would lack fragrance, 1 copied the way
of my grandma and scattered salt as well. The result: that plate of tomato and eggs
tasted sweet first and salty after, with sweetness floating inside the salt. I tasted
one bite myself, and my eyebrows twisted into a knot. Worse was still to come: while
the noodles were boiling, I stepped aside to answer a phone call, the pot water
boiled over and drowned the flame, and the whole kitchen filled with white steam. My
mother pushed the door open. I expected her to frown. Instead she lifted the pot lid,
looked inside, and said: this is the most special birthday noodle she has ever seen

in her life.

At the table the funny moments came one after another. My father ate three bowls
of rice worth of that sweet—and—salty tomato and eggs, saying while chewing that the
dish had layers of taste. My little sister tried to steal a poached egg and got
scalded so badly she kept breathing out ha ha ha, and the whole family laughed
sideways. My mother finished that plate more cleanly than anyone. The bottom of the

plate shone bright enough to reflect a face.

The biggest harvest of this summer is that I understood the logic of the kitchen:
one meal looks simple, but one spoon of sugar or salt off, one step between the fire
and the eye, and it is no longer the same thing. My mother has cooked plain, ordinary
meals day after day for more than ten years, and all that ordinariness is full of

skill. My one plate of failure made her happy because she tasted my heart inside it.

Classmates, here is my proposal: this summer vacation, do one concrete thing for
your family. Cook one plate of food, even if sweet and salty get mixed up; wash the
dishes once, even if one plate breaks; pour one cup of water for your parents when
they come home from work. Do not look down on small things. Every thing you do, the
people at home will remember for a long time. Let us move happiness from our lips

into our hands, and with two hands make our summer vacation fragrant and bright!

That is all for my speech. Thank you all!
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