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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. 1
recognized it. It was the umbrella our family bought new when eighth grade began. 1

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 1is.

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.
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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

www. vv99. net



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.
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The 01d 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.
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