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那晚的雨，和父亲没说出口的道歉

窗外的雨又下起来了，雨点打在空调外机上，啪嗒啪嗒的。我坐在书桌前，笔停在半空，思

绪一下子被拉回了初二那个雨夜。

那天放学，雨下得又急又猛，同学们一个个被家长接走，教室里的灯一盏一盏熄下去。我站

在门厅里，从六点站到六点半，始终没看见父亲的身影。他和母亲说好了由他来接送，却从来没

有来过一次。最后我一咬牙，把书包顶在头上，冲进雨里。到家时浑身湿透，鞋里能倒出水，头

发贴在额头上。

父亲从厨房探出头，愣了一下。我的火气在那一刻炸开了。我冲他喊，为什么不接我，全班

都走光了，就我一个人淋雨。他张了张嘴，只憋出一句，下这么大雨，你不会看天气预报吗。这

句话像一根火柴，点着我了。我吼回去，你一次都没接过我，还指望我看天气。然后我摔门进了

房间，把台灯拧开，把外面的声音全关在门外。

大约过了二十分钟，母亲端来一杯热牛奶，放在桌上，替父亲解释了几句。她说父亲其实骑

车去了东门，人太多，没找到我。我那时正沉浸在委屈里，只回了一句，找不到不会多等一会儿

吗。母亲叹了口气，没再说话。那杯牛奶凉了一半，我也没喝。

这件事就这样过去了，我们谁也没再提。直到初三上学期的一个周末，母亲让我把那辆旧自

行车推到车棚去。我扶起车，车筐里躺着一把折叠伞，蓝色的，伞面褪得发白，伞骨上还贴着一

小块医用胶布。我认得它，那是初二开学时家里新买的伞，我一直以为它早就丢了。

它一直躺在父亲的车筐里。他每天骑车上班，每天都带着它，却从来没有带到我面前过一次。

那天下午，父亲的手机放在桌上充电，屏幕亮了一下，备忘录的提醒弹了出来：晚自习放学，雨

天，东门。点开看，那一条下面还有几条，都是类似的短句，哪个门，几点几分，哪几天有晚自

习。他从来不跟我说这些，我以为他根本不上心。原来他只是不会说，把要说的话都记在了手机

里，放在车筐里。

那天晚上我想了很久。我恨了他一年多，恨他缺席了我的每一个雨天。可他其实每天都在准

备着，只是笨拙地、沉默地准备着。那晚他去了东门，在人堆里没找到我，回家又被我一顿吼。

他能说什么呢，他不会解释，也不习惯道歉。第二天早上，餐桌上照旧摆着一杯热牛奶，他照旧

出门上班，车筐里照旧那把伞。

如今我上初三了，开始明白一件事：有些人把爱放在行动里，而不是嘴上。我以前把沉默当

成不在乎，把不会表达当成不爱。那场争执里，其实没有坏人，只有两个都关心对方、却谁也不

会表达的人。

回忆让我学会珍惜。珍惜不是把东西留住，而是别让该说的话淋雨淋丢了。现在下雨天，我

会主动发消息给父亲，让他到东门等我，我会在门卫室旁边站着，让他一抬头就能看见我。他回

得也简单，一个字，好。可我看见他车筐里那把褪色的蓝伞，就知道这一个字有多重。

雨还在下。我不想等到长大了，才终于读懂那些沉默。有些话，现在说，刚刚好。
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That Night's Rain, and the Apology My Father Never Said

The rain outside the window has started again, tapping on the air conditioner

unit outside my room. I sit at my desk, my pen frozen in mid-air, and my thoughts are

pulled straight back to that rainy night in eighth grade.

That day, the rain came down hard and fast as school let out. One by one,

classmates were picked up by their parents, and the classroom lights went off one

after another. I stood in the entry hall from six until six thirty and never saw my

father. He and my mother had agreed that he would handle the pick-ups, yet he had

never once come. Finally I bit my lip, held my schoolbag over my head, and ran into

the rain. When I got home I was soaked through, water sloshing in my shoes, my hair

stuck to my forehead.

My father peeked out of the kitchen and froze for a moment. My anger exploded

right then. I shouted at him, asking why he never came for me, why every classmate

had gone home while I was the only one left in the rain. He opened his mouth and

managed only one sentence: with rain this heavy, could you not check the weather

forecast. That sentence was a match that lit me up. I yelled back that he had never

once picked me up, so why should I watch the sky. Then I slammed my door, turned on

the desk lamp, and shut all the outside noise beyond it.

About twenty minutes later, my mother brought in a cup of hot milk, set it on the

desk, and explained for my father. She said he had actually ridden his bike to the

east gate, but the crowd was too thick and he could not find me. I was still drowning

in my grievance and only answered, could he not have waited a little longer. My

mother sighed and said nothing more. The milk went half cold, and I never drank it.

That was that. Neither of us ever brought it up again. It stayed buried until a

weekend in ninth grade, when my mother asked me to push the old bicycle into the

shed. As I lifted the bike, I found a folded umbrella lying in its basket, blue, its

canopy faded pale, a small piece of medical tape wrapped around one of the ribs. I

recognized it. It was the umbrella our family bought new when eighth grade began. I

had always assumed it was lost long ago.

It had been lying in my father's basket all along. He rode to work every day,

carrying it every day, and never once brought it to me.

That afternoon, my father's phone was charging on the table, its screen lit up

for a moment, and a reminder from his notes popped out: evening study ends, rainy

day, east gate. Opening the note, I saw more short lines under it, which gate, what

time, which days had evening study. He never told me any of this. I had assumed he

simply did not care. It turned out he just did not know how to say it, so he kept his

words in his phone and in his basket.
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I thought about all of it for a long time that night. I had resented him for over

a year for missing every rainy day of mine. Yet he had actually been getting ready

every single day, only in a clumsy, silent way. That night he went to the east gate,

could not find me in the crowd, came home, and was shouted at. What could he say? He

did not explain, and he was not used to apologizing. The next morning, a cup of hot

milk sat on the table as always, he left for work as always, and that umbrella sat in

the basket as always.

Now in ninth grade, I am beginning to understand one thing: some people put love

in actions instead of words. I used to mistake silence for indifference and take poor

expression for a lack of love. In that argument there was no villain, only two people

who cared about each other and neither of whom knew how to show it.

Memory has taught me to cherish. Cherishing is not holding on to things; it is

not letting the words that matter get lost in the rain. Now, on rainy days, I message

my father first, asking him to wait for me at the east gate. I stand beside the guard

room so he can spot me the moment he looks up. His reply is just as simple, one word,

okay. But when I see that faded blue umbrella in his basket, I know how heavy that

one word is.

The rain keeps falling. I do not want to wait until I am grown up to finally read

the silence. Some words, said now, arrive exactly on time.

厨房里的灯，亮到凌晨一点

有些夜晚是用来后悔的。初二下学期的那个雨夜，就是这样一个夜晚。直到现在，每逢下雨，我

总会想起厨房那盏亮到凌晨一点的灯，和母亲蹲在地上的背影。

那天晚上九点多，我上完晚自习回家，雨大得像瓢泼。校门口母亲举着伞等我，我一路抱怨

着往家走：鞋湿了，袜子湿了，书包侧袋的卷子也洇了。她的伞一直往我这边斜，自己的半边肩

膀却是深的颜色。可那时的我看不见这些，只看得见自己狼狈的样子。

进门换鞋，我发现那双新球鞋彻底泡透了。那是上个月刚买的，白色，我宝贝了一个月。我

的眼泪一下子冲上来，话也跟着冲出来。我冲母亲喊，都怪你，来这么晚，我的鞋全毁了。母亲

愣了一下，说雨太大，她在路口等红灯多耽误了几分钟。我正在气头上，说出了那句我后来后悔

了很久的话：你总是这样，做什么都不行。

说完那句话，厨房安静了两秒。母亲没有骂我，也没有讲道理，只是把毛巾递给我，说，先

去洗个热水澡，别着凉。就这两句。她的语气平静得让我心里一凉，可我硬着头皮进了浴室，还

故意把水声开得很大。

十一点半，我躺在床上翻来覆去睡不着。那句话像根刺，卡在喉咙里。我起来去客厅倒水，
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路过厨房，发现灯还亮着。门虚掩着，我从门缝里看见母亲蹲在地上，面前摆着我的那双球鞋，

她手里拿着吹风机，一档一档地吹，时不时用手摸一下鞋面，试温度。鞋垫抽出来放在旁边，报

纸揉成团塞进鞋膛。她的头发没有扎，垂下来，随着低头的动作晃。

吹风机声音很轻，怕吵到我。她就这样蹲着，吹一会儿，停一会儿，用手背贴一贴鞋里，再

吹。地上铺着旧毛巾，接从鞋底滴下来的水。

我站在门缝外面，没有进去，也没有出声。我想起我那句做什么都不行。她做什么都不行吗？她

每天六点二十起床煮粥，骑车送我，在厂里上八小时的班，晚上还要检查我的作业。她只是不会

在吵架的时候反驳，只会在我睡着以后，蹲在厨房的地上，用吹风机修我的一天。

凌晨一点，厨房的灯熄了。我闭上眼睛，眼泪从眼角跑到枕头里。我在心里把那句话收回了

一万遍，可是第二天早上，我到底也没有说出口。我们像往常一样吃早饭，她眼睛下面有淡淡的

青，若无其事地给我夹菜。我低着头喝粥，把对不起三个字在嘴里嚼了一早上，咽了下去。

如今我上初三，回想那次争执，我想明白了一个道理：语言是有重量的。我随手扔出去的一

句话，砸中的是最不会躲的人。大人也会受伤，母亲也会，只是她们受伤以后不哭，去干活。把

愤怒说出口只需要三秒，蹲在地上用吹风机烘干一双鞋，需要两个小时。

回忆让我学会珍惜。珍惜不是等失去了再愧疚，而是在话说出口之前停半秒。现在我要是再

想发火，就会先看看母亲的手，那双手冬天会裂口子，涂最便宜的护手霜。我开始学着把话反过

来说：鞋湿了没关系，人没淋病就好。第一次说这句话的时候，她抬头看了我一眼，笑了。

又下雨了。我书包侧袋里常年放着一包纸巾，专门用来擦湿的鞋。这不是什么大事。我只是

不想再让那盏灯，为我亮到凌晨一点。

The Kitchen Light That Stayed On Until One in the

Morning

Some nights exist to be regretted. That rainy night in the second half of eighth

grade was exactly such a night. Even now, whenever it rains, I think of that kitchen

light burning until one in the morning, and my mother crouching on the floor.

It was past nine that evening when evening study ended and I came home through

rain that fell as if the sky were tipped over. My mother waited at the school gate

holding an umbrella, and I walked home complaining the whole way: shoes soaked, socks

soaked, the papers in my side pocket stained with water. Her umbrella leaned steadily

toward my side, while her own shoulder on the other side was dark with rain. But the

me of that time could not see any of that. I could only see my own misery.

Changing shoes at the door, I found that my new sneakers were completely soaked

through. They were white, bought only the month before, and I had treasured them for
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a month. The tears came up all at once, and the words came up with them. I shouted at

my mother that it was all her fault, that she came so late and ruined my shoes. She

froze for a second and said the rain was heavy and the red light at the crossing had

held her up a few minutes. I was in the middle of a tantrum and said the sentence I

have regretted ever since: you are always like this, you can never do anything right.

After that sentence, the kitchen was quiet for two seconds. My mother did not

scold me and did not lecture me. She only handed me a towel and said, go take a hot

shower first, do not catch a cold. Just those words. Her voice was so calm it made my

chest go cold, yet I kept my chin up, went into the bathroom, and deliberately turned

the water on loud.

At half past eleven I lay in bed, tossing and turning. That sentence was a

fishbone stuck in my throat. I got up to pour a glass of water, passed the kitchen,

and found the light still on. The door was a crack open, and through it I saw my

mother crouching on the floor with my sneakers in front of her. She held a hair

dryer, blowing on the low setting, every so often touching the surface of the shoe

with her hand to test the temperature. The insoles lay taken out beside her, and

crumpled balls of newspaper were stuffed into the shoes. Her hair was unbound,

hanging down, swaying as she bent her head.

The hair dryer hummed softly, afraid of waking me. She crouched there, blowing a

while, resting a while, pressing the back of her hand inside the shoe, then blowing

again. An old towel lay on the floor, catching the water dripping from the soles.

I stood outside the half-open door, not going in, making no sound. I thought of

my sentence, you can never do anything right. Could she do nothing right? She got up

at six twenty every morning to cook porridge, biked me to school, worked eight hours

at the factory, and checked my homework in the evening. She simply did not know how

to talk back during a fight. She could only wait until I fell asleep, then crouch on

the kitchen floor and repair my day with a hair dryer.

At one in the morning, the kitchen light went out. I closed my eyes, and tears

ran from the corners into the pillow. I took that sentence back ten thousand times in

my heart, yet the next morning I still did not say it out loud. We ate breakfast as

usual. There were faint shadows under her eyes, and she served food onto my bowl as

if nothing had happened. I kept my head down over my porridge, chewed the words I am

sorry around in my mouth all morning, and swallowed them.

Now in ninth grade, looking back at that argument, I have understood one thing:

words have weight. The sentence I threw without thinking hit the person least likely

to dodge. Grown-ups get hurt too. Mothers do. They just do not cry after being hurt.

They go and work. Throwing anger out takes three seconds. Crouching on the floor and

drying a pair of shoes with a hair dryer takes two hours.
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Memory has taught me to cherish. Cherishing is not waiting to feel guilty after

the loss; it is pausing half a second before the words leave the mouth. Now, when I

feel anger rising, I first look at my mother's hands, which crack in winter and are

rubbed with the cheapest hand cream. I am learning to say the opposite thing instead:

the shoes got wet, that is fine, as long as you did not catch a cold. The first time

I said it, she looked up at me and smiled.

It is raining again. A pack of tissues lives in the side pocket of my schoolbag

now, kept just for wiping wet shoes. It is not a big thing. I simply do not want that

light to stay on for me until one in the morning ever again.

衣柜最深处的旧黄雨衣

周末整理衣柜，我从最深处拖出一个纸箱，箱底躺着一件旧黄雨衣。雨衣洗得发白，袖口磨

出了毛边，帽子上一道口子用蓝布补丁缝过。我捏着它坐了很久。三年前的那个雨夜，就是穿着

这件雨衣，外婆追到了校门口。

那年我上五年级，外婆从乡下来城里接我。放学时突然下暴雨，我站在门厅里发愁，没带伞。同

学们陆续被接走，有的坐轿车，有的被年轻爸妈举着伞。我正等着妈妈，却看见了一个穿黄雨衣

的身影——外婆。她骑电动车从二十几公里外的镇上来，雨太大，雨衣的下摆全是泥点，头盔下

的白头发湿成一绺一绺。她手里还举着一把干伞，笑得满脸褶子，喊我的名字。

就在这时，我听见身后有同学小声说，那个老奶奶好土。我的脸腾地红了。等外婆挤到我面

前，把伞往我手里塞，我却没有接。我冲她发脾气，说谁让你来的，我妈妈一会儿就来，你穿成

这样，别站在校门口。声音比我想象的大。外婆举着伞的手停在半空，愣了几秒，然后把伞轻轻

放在我脚边的地上，说了句，哦，那外婆走了。她转身去推车，雨衣后背被雨打得发亮，她弓着

背，电动车在湿滑的台阶上打滑，她下来推，整个人几乎挂在车上。

我站在门厅里，脚边是那把干伞。那一刻我其实后悔了，可是五年级的我把后悔咽了下去，

还嘴硬地想，本来就是，放学来接人应该穿得体面一点。

妈妈来接我时，我们谁也没提外婆。那把伞我拎回了家，后来一直插在门后的伞桶里。而外

婆第二天就回乡下去了，走的时候跟妈妈说，娃长大了，嫌我丢人了。她讲这句话的时候没有哭，

语气平平的，像在说今天下了场雨。

后来我上初中，去外婆家的次数越来越少。每次去，她总是问学校冷不冷、饭够不够吃，从

不再提那个雨夜。去年冬天她走了，葬礼上下着小雨，我站在人群里，忽然想起她弓着背推电动

车的样子，想起她放在我脚边的那把伞。她记了三年，一句都没有怪我，只是自己悄悄难过。

如今我坐在衣柜前，捏着这件旧雨衣。我终于看清了那晚我到底在嫌弃什么。我嫌弃的不是

雨衣，不是电动车，不是泥点，是那个把最好的东西都给我的人。我把面子看得比她还重，可她

从来没有把别人的眼光放在我前面。她只是普通，只是老，只是不会穿得好看——而她所有的不
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体面，都是为了赶在雨里给我送一把伞。

回忆让我学会珍惜，也教会我一个残酷的道理：对最亲的人发脾气，是最划算也最亏本的买

卖。划算在于他们永远不会真的离开，亏本在于他们什么都不说，把伤全收进自己心里，等你想

补偿的时候，人可能已经不在了。

我把那件黄雨衣叠好，放回衣柜，没有扔。现在下雨天，我会给外婆的坟前带一把新伞，也

会在校门口主动牵住来接我的妈妈的手。我改不掉怕丢脸的心思，但我学会了分清：有些东西，

比面子重要得多。

The Old Yellow Raincoat at the Back of the Closet

Over the weekend I was tidying the closet and pulled a cardboard box out from the

very back. At the bottom of the box lay an old yellow raincoat. It had been washed so

many times it turned pale, the cuffs were frayed, and a slit in the hood was mended

with a blue cloth patch. I sat there holding it for a long time. On that rainy night

three years ago, it was wearing this raincoat that my grandmother chased all the way

to the school gate.

I was in fifth grade then. My grandmother had come from the countryside to the

city to fetch me. A storm broke just as school let out, and I stood in the entry hall

worrying, because I had no umbrella. Classmates were picked up one after another,

some by car, some with young parents holding umbrellas over them. I was waiting for

my mother when I saw a figure in a yellow raincoat. It was my grandmother. She had

ridden an electric scooter more than twenty kilometers from a small town. The rain

was so heavy that the hem of her raincoat was covered in mud spots, and her white

hair under the helmet was wet into thin strands. She held a dry umbrella in her hand,

her face folded into a big smile, calling my name.

Just then I heard a classmate behind me whisper that the old lady looked so

rustic. My face burned red. When my grandmother squeezed up to me and tried to press

the umbrella into my hand, I did not take it. I lost my temper at her. I said, who

asked you to come, my mother will be here any minute, do not stand at the school gate

dressed like that. My voice was louder than I meant it to be. Her hand holding the

umbrella stopped in mid-air. She froze for a few seconds, then set the umbrella

gently on the ground at my feet and said, oh, then grandma will go. She turned to

push her scooter out. The back of her raincoat shone with rain. She hunched over, the

scooter slipped on the wet steps, so she got off and pushed, hanging off the vehicle

with nearly her whole body.

I stood in the entry hall with the dry umbrella at my feet. I already regretted

it in that moment, but the fifth-grader I was swallowed the regret and kept arguing
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stubbornly in my head: whoever comes to fetch a child after school should at least

dress presentably.

When my mother came, neither of us mentioned my grandmother. I carried that

umbrella home, and it stood in the umbrella stand behind the door ever since. My

grandmother went back to the countryside the next day. Before leaving she told my

mother, the child has grown up and is ashamed of me. She said it without crying, in a

flat voice, as if she were only mentioning that it had rained that day.

Later, in middle school, I visited her less and less. Every time I did go, she

asked whether school was cold and whether there was enough food, and she never

mentioned that rainy night again. Last winter she passed away. It drizzled at the

funeral, and standing among the crowd, I suddenly saw again her hunched back pushing

the scooter, and the umbrella she had set down at my feet. She had carried it for

three years, never once blaming me, only quietly grieving by herself.

Now I sit in front of the closet, holding this old raincoat. At last I can see

clearly what I was really spurning that night. It was not the raincoat, not the

scooter, not the mud spots. It was the person who gave me the best of everything she

had. I weighed face more heavily than her. Yet she never once put other people's eyes

ahead of me. She was only ordinary, only old, only unable to dress well. And every

part of her that was not presentable existed so that she could bring me an umbrella

through the rain.

Memory has taught me to cherish, and it taught me a cruel truth: losing your

temper with the people closest to you is the cheapest and the most expensive bargain

in the world. It is cheap because they will never truly leave. It is expensive

because they say nothing, keep every wound inside themselves, and by the time you

want to make it up, they may already be gone.

I folded the yellow raincoat neatly and put it back in the closet. I did not

throw it away. Now, on rainy days, I bring a new umbrella to my grandmother's grave,

and at the school gate I take my mother's hand myself when she comes for me. I have

not cured myself of caring about face. But I have learned to tell things apart: some

things matter far more than face.


