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The First Movie on the Rooftop

Dear teachers and dear classmates, hello!

My topic is The Happiest Day of My Summer Vacation. That day, one white bedsheet,
one light bulb, and the people of our whole building came together to make the

happiest evening of my life.

During the summer vacation, Grandpa Wang of our building, a volunteer
projectionist from the residents committee, announced he would show an open—air movie
on the rooftop of our unit. The moment the news got out, the whole building buzzed.
On the night of the show, the grown—-ups tied a white bedsheet between two clothes
poles as the screen, and the children carried over their own little stools and bamboo
chairs; one kid even brought a cool mat and rolled on it on the ground. The movie was
Havoc in Heaven. When the bulb 1it up and Sun Wukong did his first somersault, our

whole row of children cried wow in unison, our voices louder than the cicadas.
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The funny moment came halfway through the movie: the rooftop was at its liveliest
when suddenly the power went out! The screen went black, and we all groaned in one
long sigh. But in the very next second, a candle 1lit downstairs, then two, then five,
then more than ten. The neighbors came up to the rooftop one family after another
carrying candles, and set them in a ring. Grandpa Wang swept his big fan and said:
keep showing it! Project from the phone onto the sheet, and it is still Havoc in
Heaven. So we sat around that ring of candlelight and finished the second half with
our heads tilted. The candle flames flickered, and Sun Wukong flickered with them. I
have always felt that movie that night was a hundred times better than anything on

television.

When the movie ended, the auntie from the sixth floor handed out watermelon, the
uncle from the third floor served mung bean soup, and the palm—leaf fan of Grandpa
Wang kept waving late into the night, the chirping of insects and the laughter mixing
together well past midnight. I lay on the cool mat watching the stars and thought:
anyone can watch a movie on television, but this one showing had been seen only by

the people of our building.

The biggest feeling of that day was this: happiness catches. One bedsheet can
turn into a cinema, one blackout can turn into a candlelight show, as long as people
are willing to gather together. Classmates, this summer vacation, open your door a
little too: greet one neighbor, join one community activity. You will find that

happiness hides between people, and the more you share, the more there is.

That is all for my speech. Thank you all!
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