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The Moment I Slipped in the Rice Paddy

Dear teachers and dear classmates, hello!

My topic is The Happiest Day of My Summer Vacation. If you ask me which day was
the happiest, I answer without thinking: August the third, that half day in the rice
paddy.

That morning my cousin took me to his family paddy to catch loaches. The water in
the paddy was cool, up to the back of my feet, and the rice leaves brushed my arms,
tickling them. My cousin moved with his back bent, plunged both hands into the mud,
lifted them, and a yellow loach was wriggling in his palm. I copied him. The moment
my hands went into the mud, the soles of my feet slid—splash—and I sat down right
in the paddy. Mud water flew high, and I became half a mud statue. The funniest part:
in the hole I sat in there happened to be a nest of loaches, and they scattered in

all directions from under me, squeezing out from under my arms and into the trouser
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legs of my cousin beside me. He yelled and jumped up, and all the grown—ups working
along the field ridge doubled over with laughter, one of them laughing so hard he

kept crying ow ow.

Sitting in the mud, I froze at first, and then I could not help it either. I
laughed out loud, ha ha ha, until tears came. At noon that day we had caught a small
half-bucket of loaches. My grandma stewed loach with tofu, and I ate three bowls of
rice. At night I lay on the cool mat, my whole body sore, my heart swollen and full,
as if stuffed with the sun of that afternoon. At midnight I got up to look in the
mirror, found one spot of mud still on the tip of my nose, grinned at my reflection,

and went back to sleep.

I often think that the best part of that day was not how many loaches we caught,
but that I dared to slip, dared to be covered in mud, dared to laugh out loud on the
field ridge. The me in the city suffers for half a day over one ink spot on a shirt;

the me in the paddy, covered head to toe in mud, felt richer than anyone.

Classmates, what is the happiest day of your summer vacation? Maybe a picnic,
maybe a wild run in a heavy rain. Whatever it is, I hope you play like I did: hands
and feet free, play a little dirty, laugh a little louder. Happiness does not need to
be bought with money. It waits in the paddy, in the rain, in every mud puddle you

dare to jump into.

That is all for my speech. Thank you all!
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