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Model Essay: Reading ’An Unforgettable Day’ — The Light

in an Ordinary Day

Reading ’An Unforgettable Day , what I remember is not the great wind and rain
the author described, but a far smaller detail: that morning his mother could not see
him off to school, so she peeled the boiled eggs she had cooked and put them in the
side pocket of his schoolbag, with a note saying eat them after school, still warm.
The author says that when he smelled the eggs in the classroom, he suddenly felt he
had not been left behind.

This detail made me pause. The article is titled an unforgettable day, yet what
made the day unforgettable was not any big event, but someone doing a small thing for

him without his knowing.

I remembered a morning in the second half of fourth grade. The sky was clear when

I left home, but rain came down during the break after the second period. I stood

www. vv99. net



worrying at the school gate, because walking home takes twenty minutes. The guard
called out that someone had brought me an umbrella. I ran over. It was my
grandfather. He pushed the umbrella into my hands, said don’ t wander off at noon, and
turned around to leave. His slippers were wet. Only later did I recall that his legs
are bad and he never wears slippers out in the rain. To reach the school before my
break after the second period, he must have set out the moment he heard the rain,

without even changing his shoes.

That evening I hung the umbrella behind the door and said nothing; Grandfather
was on the balcony fixing his radio and never mentioned the umbrella either. I nearly
forgot the whole thing. Reading about the peeled eggs in the schoolbag, I remembered
it again, and with it something even smaller: I used that umbrella for three years,

and even when one of its ribs broke, I did not throw it away.

My realization: an unforgettable day is often not the day of outings, prizes, or
birthday parties. What truly stays is the moment in an ordinary day when someone
quietly has you in mind. The eggs, the wet slippers, the umbrella with one broken
rib, none of them shine by themselves, but when they come back to mind, the whole day
lights up. The author in the article smelled the eggs; I can feel that broken

umbrella rib. Neither of us said anything, yet both of us knew we were not alone.

Since then I keep a habit: when such a moment happens, I write two or three lines
in my diary that day. No reflections needed, just the objects: eggs, slippers,

umbrella. Years later, flipping back, those lines will light up on their own.
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