EEERT, REBR—R

ATEERHE S HIRE MK o 4] = B2 RIS R, Wl IXAE e . BRI BLAE, BRE PR, 3K
SRR B P R s e B R AT MRS B B 32

WRIE EILRZ, FESEB AP, MRHEIR . IRITTHRERASE R, Bk
FEGOE: BT, W T, BEMEENE T WRIN T < BRI, B OmELE
SRR B . IR R 3RE A WXL, HER LA SRR 1.

BEN T, FABURRUF BRI IRIEE 7. A2 B AR, A, RENT M. &
IIRIE— &7 ok, IR ERAE ph ok BRI, ARREAR, DROXARE, ARSI . BER
P71, BEMROR, MbAERS DS Z0AT 20 1)L phe JIEAETCL S B TR BRJE KA
TARARI UG AREIEXFE, A AHMAT.

LS AITE, B o5 2wl T NAD . BERBUT B3, WRAIHERE, HEZEBmisanik, ¥, 5
RV HOKEE, AR BUXN A MR RR RO B, TR Sk SR TR, iE
HOSAEK IR K

T, BOMAEIR BRI KA . AT AR, RAEMRIE R, R KR TR,
BB Dy, KBTI . TR, FRNTISE A WRER e b, 1 i 5255 3R A IS 0k,
U T LA WXL, R A, AN TR MR, IR . BRI ORI S5, )
AR RN ZE BRI o QK SR AL, T ROR, BEERSK SIS o

WRRHLAE AR, bR, WU, W)L, #2)0, HTENE— R,
o o EARAE IHB Y, #R AR R FIK .

PubifE 1480, WATRER, AT . AR BAC AT A #AMT . Mt A A TS ? U
FERANR HRRAENw, SRk, 78] B E)UMNSIEL, B e AR rE . WA
FEWS IR IR S 38, R E RIS LU, BEAE B s s b, HIWRX LB J)— K.

IR R BRI T o FPEIRES, MRV IR Mg 2Rk B . e O BLASR A il [m] 1
— i, WOEH R L, RBEMERA U E . FATERAE T ARG R, IR T T R
T, ALHFHG R IAE LM, EARE =R EE TR R, W R

A4 b=, IAUR R, BB T N ER. TR E R EEN. BT R
A, MR R AR IR . K AW, fogthe, JURMAIRG LS AR, LTk, T
WU DR =0, e B RS T 00, 5 ZEPAS /N

FHZAL AR 2. BIEARERE THMWK, MZAETE U D2 i, SfE R EE M
AR, S BERRERNT, BRTLERKO T, REENT TR RITGEAECW RS
Kt BEE T BOCR, NEMRBLr. 2 RULX AR, ddaskm T8I, KT .

SURR T o B MRS B E 80 —wakih, LrINBREREE. AR A KS. T2
AR SRAT, ARSERR R A

www. vv99. net



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
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
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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.

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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