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Ten Minutes in the Red Cap at the Crossing

Dear teachers, dear fellow students, good morning!

My topic under the national flag is Making Our Vacation Meaningful. Classmates,
what kind of vacation do you think counts as meaningful? Playing to your heart, or

sleeping to your heart? Last summer vacation, at a crossroads I found a third answer.

In the second week of the vacation, our community was recruiting little
volunteers to help keep order at the crossing during the school rush, and I signed
up. On my first day on duty, the volunteer grandpa gave me a red cap and a small
flag. The moment I stood at the crossing, I suddenly felt something pressing on my
shoulders—though that thing was only a cap. The morning traffic roared past. I held
up my flag with sweaty palms. The first person I helped across was an old grandma
with a walking stick. She walked slowly, and the green light had only a dozen seconds

left. I held her arm and moved forward one tiny step after another. No car behind us
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honked, yet my heart beat louder than the engines. After we crossed, the grandma took
an almond cookie out of her cloth bag and pressed it into my hand, saying: thank you,
child. Holding that cookie, I stood by the duty platform with my back straighter than

during flag-raising ceremonies.

There were funny moments too. On the third day, an uncle on an electric scooter
tried to run a red light. I blocked him with my flag and shouted one word: red light!
He froze for a second, then braked, turned back, and gave me a big thumbs—up. In that
moment I swelled with pride, and on the way home even my ordinary walk carried the
flavor of goose—step. A traffic policeman passing by even patted my cap and said:

little fellow, you are better than some of your grown—up relatives.

Classmates, those ten minutes at the post taught me more than a whole summer of
games. Today I solemnly remind everyone: cross at the zebra crossing, watch the
lights and not the phone; under twelve years old, never ride a bicycle on the road;
wear a helmet on an electric scooter and fasten the seat belt in a car. Rules are not

ropes tying us down; they are rails guarding us.

I call on everyone: this summer vacation, do one small thing to serve your
community—volunteer once at a crossing, clean one stairway once, help one neighbor
once. When school opens, tell everyone the thing you did. Let the vacation be not
only the days when we are taken care of, but also the days when we learn to take care

of others. Only such a vacation is worthy of the red scarf on our chest.

That is all for my speech. Thank you all!
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