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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
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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.

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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