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Half an Umbrella, Half a Sunny Sky

Classmates: please allow me to begin with a crooked umbrella. My speech is titled
Half an Umbrella, Half a Sunny Sky.

It was a rainy day in the first half of fifth grade. During the long jump in PE
class, I sprained my right ankle, and it swelled up like a little steamed bun. As if

on purpose, a heavy rain came down at dismissal. I hopped to the school gate on one
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foot and stared at the curtain of rain in worry. My home was three streets away. Both
my parents worked in another city, and that week I was staying at an after—school

care center by the school gate. No one was coming for me.

Just as I was planning to dash through the rain, a checkered umbrella appeared
over my head. It was my deskmate, Lin Xiaoman. Her water bottle hung from her
schoolbag, and she carried a spare jump rope in her hand. Clearly she had packed up
and made a special detour back to find me. She said: come on, I will walk you, it is
on my way anyway. Anyone could see it was not on her way. Her home was west, mine was
east. Yet she held the umbrella and walked me all the way to the care center
building. The whole way, that checkered umbrella leaned crookedly over my side,
pressed low and steady. Only when we reached the building did I see that her right
sleeve was soaked from shoulder to wrist, clinging to her arm, while hardly a drop of

rain had landed on me.

I said thank you. She waved, turned, and ran back into the rain, her water bottle
clanking on her schoolbag. I stood under the eaves watching her back, that dark patch
on her right shoulder standing out sharply in the gray rain. Classmates, my heart
went sour and warm all at once in that moment. Sour, because she got that soaked
without a single complaint. Warm, because I learned that an umbrella can be held half

over you, with the other half saved for someone else.

Later my ankle healed, but her cold had not. She sneezed in class and still
grinned at me, saying it was nothing, she was tough. Later still, we graduated and
went to different middle schools. But every time it rains, I think of that checkered
umbrella leaning my way, and the clanking footsteps running off into the rain. It was
the most precious gift of my six years of primary school. It cost no money. It cost

the difference between an easy way and a longer way.

Classmates, I am not standing here just to tell a story. I want to ask you: has
someone near you ever handed you half an umbrella? Maybe it was the classmate who
tilted the umbrella toward you, maybe the cafeteria auntie who scooped all the meat
into your bowl, maybe the neighbor uncle who wrapped his only coat around you in the
rain. What they handed you was never an umbrella, or meat, or a coat. What they

handed you was half of themselves.

So I call on all of us: cherish the people around you, starting today. Cherish
the friend who takes a longer way to stay on yours, and do not treat their waiting as
a given. Cherish everyone who has held an umbrella over you. Say thank you out loud,
and keep them in your memory. And someday, when someone else stands in the rain
needing an umbrella, I hope we will all do what they did: quietly, without a word,
tilt the umbrella their way.

Classmates, rain always stops. But the half of a sunny sky that half an umbrella
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once held open will stay over our heads,

growing up with us, walking with us down
long, long roads.

May we remember our primary school years not for the misery of
forgetting an umbrella, but for the people who reached out to us in the rain.

That concludes my speech. Thank you all!
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