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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. 1 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!
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