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Pt oe 17, B!

The Blue Umbrella in the Rain

Dear teachers and fellow students: good morning! Today my speech is titled The
Blue Umbrella in the Rain.
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Classmates, do you like rainy days? To be honest, I used not to. On rainy days we
cannot run on the playground, PE class moves indoors, and wet socks stick to our
feet, which feels awful. But one stormy evening in third grade changed my memory of
rain. Ever since then, whenever raindrops tap the window, I see that slow figure

moving toward the school gate.

That day, the sky suddenly went dark as school let out, and the rain poured down
as if someone had tipped over a bucket. One by one, classmates were taken home,
mothers and fathers holding umbrellas tilted over their children. I stood in the
entry hall, my heart in a panic: my grandmother had said she would come for me today,

but she is old, and her left leg limps. In rain this heavy, would she come?

Just as I decided to run through the rain to the bus stop, I saw her. My
grandmother held a big blue umbrella, and in her other hand she used an old umbrella
as a walking stick, moving one step at a time across the road. Rainwater ran down her
white hair, and her trouser cuffs were soaked through, clinging to her legs. But the
moment she saw me, she smiled, all her wrinkles squeezed together like a flower in
full bloom. She pressed the dry, good umbrella into my hand and said: take this one,
this one does not leak. Only later did I learn that the old umbrella she used as a
stick had a hole in its canopy. She had chosen it on purpose to hold in her hand. The

good one was saved for me.

That day she walked me home, letting the rain leak through the hole onto herself
the whole way. By the next day she was sick, with a fever and a cough, and even lying
in bed she kept saying: as long as the child stayed dry. I stood beside her bed, and
the tears came all at once. Classmates, that kind of moved feeling is not the big
crying kind you see in movies. It is the feeling of your heart being suddenly warmed
by something burning. For the first time I understood that someone loved me enough to

give me even the umbrella that does not leak.

Since then, I have never complained about rainy days. I watch the figures holding
umbrellas at the school gate: fathers, mothers, grandfathers, grandmothers. Have you
noticed? Those umbrellas always lean crookedly toward the child, and the shoulder of
the person holding it is dark with rain. The rain falls on their shoulders; the clear

sky stays over ours.

So today I want to say to every student here: cherish them. Cherish everyone who
waits for you in the rain. They never say beautiful words. They only say: hold the
umbrella tight, do not get wet. But classmates, who else in this world would press
the leak—proof umbrella into your hands and keep the one with the hole for

themselves?

Cherishing is not a great thing to postpone until we grow up. It is here today:

tonight when you go home, say thank you to them; on rainy days, remind them to take
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an umbrella; when they are old, it will be our turn to hold the umbrella over them. I
have already started. Last winter, when my grandmother came for me, I lifted the
umbrella over her head and tilted it toward her side. She froze for a second, then

smiled like a little girl.

Classmates, let warm memories grow up with us. May we remember every umbrella
that leaned our way, every figure in the rain, and may we one day become the person

who holds an umbrella for someone else in the rain.

That concludes my speech. Thank you all!
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