RIERRAL I IHER AR

JAARBEIEACHT, BRI AU, IR R IHTOR A AU A A, Al b B
7B, W\ B EO AN A BIRAEEA TIRA . =R, B
XA, AMEEER] TALTTE .

WER ETEY, SMENS NIRRT AN R N2, FSGAET T BUARS, Belid. (A
EAIRREE L, AIARY, TEFERENAE S RIEFEHY, WEL T DT HWNA
M5 —— . S sl 4 LA AN ok, FARK, WA A2 Al k& T
(K SRR 28— 4% Wb T HUARSE — 40T, SRAGWIAE 1, R4 7

BB, W W5 R AT R 22 AN AU, A 205050 o RINKIEILL T T4 ST 2 i
0, AEAAE T HLZE, BRI Bl A R, SRR, B LBk, IRk
XK, ABEEERLT T o P LRSI K SMERE KT, 05 7L, Reitakk
BAERMIA I E, TR, W RANESE T . MBS EHER, WAKETTHONIT A, WSE
T, WS G BT, A RORHE, AL EEAED L

PN TH, AR B2 JILLaM T, R LFERERIT)E R T ~X,
EMEREIAY, AOKRBUZ, RN DX AR R

RN, FATHE L B PR . IR TAL I T K, R EARAET TR <A . 4k
BRI 2 N AT, ERRHRERE I, KT, WIRENT o MR AR R AR A O,
ECPTN, BRERS KN T,

Ja KB ERTH, EANESIIRBOR D o BERD:, MR SR AN IR AN, A
AR EFELRMAE T, FEALE RN, BN, ZARAER I 53 W HEH3)
TEHIRE T, AR RAE T RO fbid T =5, —fpdR B e, UL A G AR .

Ay BABAEACKETT, PR RXAFIHMAC. & THT TR BN 4. RAFFIAZ
A, ANEHBNE, AR, BN CELAREAG RN . B 7 FH A3 e g, nlih
MRBATICH N IR AL R . a5, Hog, HEARTHRUE—milira A
T, HSE N TORAE T B k0

Pz FE SN, MBS —AIREEIER: S ECR NI, 2 R g AR K
Fzo MIGAETAMDKIEAZEMETE, TALE TN AHAU, Ehaiolt B oo, EiRE
AMEIII AR, NAlRECEATE T .

FACMAE PN B, U, BT 9. BUAE P RR, RS AINER BT —LH <4, B
SAERET T A BB AR H W T o AT Z RO, EEAS T 0 ALK,
EAITEEE T SCE

The 0ld Yellow Raincoat at the Back of the Closet

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