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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,

mud water splashing over my face. My grandma heard the noise and rushed over. Seeing
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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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