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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
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words in his phone and in his basket.

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.
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