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记住那个淋湿的背影

老师们、同学们：大家好！我演讲的题目是《记住那个淋湿的背影》。

开会之前，我想先问大家一个问题：你见过爸爸妈妈淋湿的样子吗？先别急着回答，听我讲

一个雨天的故事。

四年级下学期的一个下午，最后一节课的铃刚响，乌云就把太阳吞掉了。雨点噼里啪啦砸在

窗户上，像有几百个人在外面敲门。我站在校门口傻眼了——我忘了看天气预报，没带伞，也没

带雨衣。更糟的是，爸爸今天出差，妈妈上夜班到六点，谁来接我？

雨越下越大，水在台阶下面汇成小河。我正准备把书包顶在头上往外冲，忽然听见有人喊我

的小名。是爸爸！他骑着那辆旧电动车，停在马路边，雨衣上还在滴水——不，那不是滴水，是

他整个人都湿了，雨衣只披了个上半身，两条裤腿从膝盖往下全是深的。他从车筐里掏出一件叠

好的小黄雨衣，跑过来塞给我，边跑边说：快穿上，车上刚找到的。我问他怎么回来了，他抹了

一把脸上的雨水，说：看你书包侧兜空着，想着你肯定没带雨具，请假回来的。说完这句话，他

摆摆手，转身走了。他走的时候没打伞——伞留在我书包侧兜里了，是他顺手塞进去的，我都没

发现。

我穿着那件小黄雨衣站在校门口，看着他的背影越走越远。他的后背，衬衫湿透了，贴在背

上，一块深一块浅。电动车骑过去，身后甩出一道水线。不知道为什么，我的鼻子突然酸得厉害。

同学们，我那时候还说不清楚那种感觉，现在我能说清楚了：原来大人也会冒着一身雨，只为给

你送一件雨衣；原来他们被雨淋了不喊，转过身去，让你只看见他们走远的背影。

那天晚上爸爸打了三个喷嚏，却跟我说他是着凉专业户，不要紧。可是同学们，哪有大人天

生爱着凉？他们只是把淋雨这件事，看得比我们轻，把他们自己，看得比我们靠后。

所以今天，我站在这里，想大声地问一问大家：我们是不是习惯了？习惯了伞自动出现在书

包侧兜，习惯了热饭自动出现在桌上，习惯了校门口永远有人等。我们把这一切当成了天气，像

下雨一样自然。可是没有什么是自动的！每一件干爽的衣服背后，都有一双在雨里湿透的手。

我倡议，从今天起，做三件小事。第一，今晚回家，把藏在心里的那句谢谢说出来，别怕难

为情，他们等这句话等很久了。第二，出门前看一眼天气预报，雨天主动提醒家里人带伞——他

们提醒了我们一千次，我们提醒他们一次都不肯吗？第三，等轮到我们能撑伞的时候，把伞斜过

去，像他们对我们做的那样。

同学们，雨会停，衣服会干，可那些淋湿的背影，我们应该记一辈子。因为那里面藏着我们

这辈子最贵的东西——有人愿意为你淋雨。让这样的回忆陪着我们长大，等我们长大了，也把这

份暖，递给别人。

我的演讲完了，谢谢大家！

Remember the Back That Got Wet for You

Dear teachers and classmates: good morning! My speech today is titled Remember
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the Back That Got Wet for You.

Before I begin, I want to ask you a question: have you ever seen your mother or

father soaked in the rain? Do not answer yet. First, listen to a story about a rainy

day.

One afternoon in the second half of fourth grade, the bell for the last class had

barely rung when the clouds swallowed the sun. Raindrops hammered the windows as if

hundreds of people were knocking outside. I stood at the school gate in a daze. I had

forgotten to check the weather, so I brought neither umbrella nor raincoat. Worse

still, my father was on a business trip that day, and my mother worked the night

shift until six. Who would come for me?

The rain grew heavier, and the water below the steps gathered into a little

river. I was about to hold my schoolbag over my head and dash out when I heard

someone calling my little name. It was my father! He stopped his old electric scooter

at the roadside, his raincoat still dripping. No, it was not the raincoat dripping.

It was him, soaked through. The raincoat covered only his upper body, and both his

trouser legs were dark from the knees down. He pulled a folded little yellow raincoat

out of the basket and ran over to press it into my hands, saying as he ran: put this

on quickly, I just found it in the car. I asked him how he came back. He wiped the

rain from his face and said: I saw your side pocket was empty, so I knew you had no

rain gear, and I asked for leave to come back. Then he waved, turned, and left. He

walked away without an umbrella. The umbrella was already in my side pocket. He had

slipped it in on the way, and I had not even noticed.

I stood at the school gate in that little yellow raincoat, watching his back grow

smaller and smaller. His shirt was soaked through, clinging to his back in dark and

light patches. As his scooter drove off, it threw a line of water behind it. I do not

know why, but my nose suddenly stung badly. Classmates, I could not name that feeling

then, but I can name it now: so grown-ups will get soaked in the rain just to bring

you a raincoat; so when they get rained on they do not complain, they turn around and

let you see only their backs as they walk away.

That evening my father sneezed three times, yet he told me he always caught colds

easily and it was nothing. But classmates, which grown-up is born loving colds? They

simply treat getting rained on as a small thing, and treat themselves as less

important than us.

So today, standing here, I want to ask you loudly: have we gotten too used to it?

Used to umbrellas appearing in our side pockets by themselves, used to hot meals

appearing on the table by themselves, used to someone always waiting at the school

gate. We treat all of it like weather, as natural as rain. But nothing appears by

itself! Behind every dry piece of clothing stands a pair of hands soaked through in
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the rain.

I call on every one of us, starting today, to do three small things. First,

tonight when you go home, say the thank you you have been hiding in your heart. Do

not feel embarrassed. They have waited for that sentence a long time. Second, check

the weather forecast before going out, and on rainy days remind your family to take

umbrellas. They reminded us a thousand times. Can we not remind them even once?

Third, when the day comes that we are tall enough to hold an umbrella, tilt it the

way they tilted theirs for us.

Classmates, rain stops, wet clothes dry, but the backs that got wet for us should

be remembered for a lifetime. Because hidden in those backs is the most expensive

thing we will ever own: someone willing to stand in the rain for us. Let such

memories grow up with us, and when we grow up, let us pass that warmth on to others.

That is my speech. Thank you all!


