MARHSRANEHE

AT FEAATT Bt A OREE BIBAE PR, ARSI R oK. B H 2 (HR
L TATFD

TERE, BRI ZE L LWk Fidrs = HIBA BRI, — PN D5t
W TN AL AR A FEBGRIOAENR L, A T =R RHE, BUA ST RIS, i ph
TATEW, WAz, BilA B A P SRR, KBS TR AT e

P iLA AR, PEE /NI TS TR, M R AR A ORI & =, A 2T
BB, HE R N S e K. BB TR/ I S I ok — AR R A, NI
BAFEBGETE, Rk T Rl E

JBCEE R, ARIIAMEIEAS B CBGEE TR~ o MBS a1 H, & W2 5 e i
s FKAAIEEE AR ob e —FF, iy BEEEKAT, WERIARIIANERR A ? AN Wi ok
L)LY, B ORI KR, — A #i k.

FlZAT, FORAR BT 7, JE P I SEGE R 1K) 2 IR 2 . I35 45« LRI ACI[R] 4L
WAEKE M E S, MA1sa D fha TARKNE, b d, AR AR E . 20
SRBVEIRNI M S 5—F, BRI, F R KRR PR, Eidse? U
fbAiIvise, ANEB Al Sk N AWK, RBEIREBOIAN N——W R A4 B,
LM e — P, T ERNIRLR—#

—hEatE, M EAS. BERNARNE AWK, #ANCH AN 184 Wk

2=

&

What Rainy Days Have Taught Us

Teachers and students: Good morning! Today it is my turn to speak under the
national flag, and I would like to talk with you about rainy days. The title is What
Rainy Days Have Taught Us.

As a teacher, I have seen more rainy days than you have. I remember the rain
during the cold snap in March. The guard room by the first—grade classroom was packed
with people. A white-haired grandfather held a lunch box against his chest, wrapped
in three layers of plastic bags outside; when it reached the boy’ s hands, the rice
was still hot. He said his grandson has a bad stomach and must not eat cold food. His
name in the visitor book was written crookedly, probably because his hands were too

cold to obey him.

I also remember another rainy day. Xiaoyu from my class left without her
raincoat. Her deskmate took off his own raincoat and put it on her, then dashed into
the rain with a schoolbag over his head. By the time he ran back to the dormitory,

his clothes could be wrung out. The next day, Xiaoyu s mother brought a new raincoat;
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Xiaoyu folded it neatly and put it into her deskmate’s drawer.

At dismissal, you probably only remember ducking under your mother’ s umbrella.
But standing at the school gate, I see another picture: parents standing in a row
outside the railing, holding umbrellas with curtains of water hanging from their
edges. Whose trouser cuffs are not wet? One mother squatted down to change her
daughter into dry socks while her own shoes stood in the water, and she did not

complain once.

Fellow students, a rainy day is like a mirror. It shines a light on the love
usually hidden away. The grandfather delivering meals, the deskmate giving up his
raincoat, the mothers and fathers standing soaked in water, not one of them said
anything grand, yet what they did weighs more than any words. Today I want to ask you
to do two things. The first: tonight when you get home, ask the grown—ups in your
family: on rainy days you were there for me, do you remember? Listen to them finish,
then say thank you sincerely. The second: on the next rainy day, it is your turn to
be that person for someone else, hold an umbrella over a classmate, carry a backpack

for a younger child, tilt your umbrella toward another person.

A rainstorm ends, but a love does not. May every rainy day at our school have

someone who remembers to keep an umbrella ready for others. Thank you all!
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