&= B

SREREIA] S R RS B A e R YY) .

SE R AN STH I, AR ? ZFR AR, e miTH . —Wr
WA, By TAEAS, ek ARGy L, BhiEa a1, ARk PIIAKI.
Wb JITS, MRS AR, A SRAER R T, WOEHUE T Wi T SR,
BN, RHHECRAE SN~ A BT X, D5 TS RARAE PR L, e E A
Rrafce REEMII, WS T, MRS IR a AR, AR ERRSR I

VUSRI AR, AN RO B, Aok T B A BAE SR, A A b 1
W o B AT PRI, Ve Kl TR, DRSBTS, BLIXN IR LA IEATIA T AR T
WBRKIL, Py, WA E . WFERA D NER I, B . AR
JHFOR, WA S T HC, BN T .

DAER B, T T, ATHE I RARAE R ST, A RERGE iR 7 LR . B KR, Hok
TITAAAE BRI R, MR AT ARSI AL b, AT, (37 N ZR IR SR . FTTAR WA AT
JEOREXRWT R, A E TR A E, M N RSEE TR

24T, JRATE AR, Ay T e ERETE R, Wi T A EN . RS
T BTN FECAE B O HSRE, ZOEIME. S8R5 FEREam, —m— sl
Ko BN, TR IR, SN MRS R

MR oK, db A . (He A BATYY), JRAM A e (1. FRAEFSE T, Wil
KK !

Grandma in the Thunder

Dear teachers and fellow students: Hello! The title of my speech is Grandma in
the Thunder.

Let me start with a question: when thunder rolls, are you afraid? Before Grade
Three, I was the most thunder—fearing kid in school. The moment I heard thunder, I
would throw down my homework and run barefoot into grandma’s room, crawl under her
quilt, and leave only half my face out. Grandma never laughed at me. She patted my
back and said slowly: What is there to fear? Grandpa Thunder is just moving a table
up in the sky; once he finishes, he leaves. Her palm was warm and rough, and with
every pat I dared move my face out one inch more. One night the thunder was
especially fierce, and grandma simply held me in her arms, humming a song without
words. By dawn the rain had stopped. Her arms were too sore to lift, yet she never

mentioned it the whole morning.
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On a rainy day in Grade Four, when school let out, my mother did not come, but
grandma arrived with an umbrella. She covered me completely with it while one side of
her body got soaked. A car rushed through a puddle and splashed mud all over her
trousers, and she laughed out loud, saying this rain brought us flowered pants as a
gift. I suddenly realized that grandma was not afraid of rain, and not afraid of
thunder either. When she was young she crossed a bridge alone on a dark night and
never flinched. It was not that she was born brave; she kept all the fear for herself

and gave me the fearless part.

Now I am in Grade Five. When thunder rolls, I sit at my desk and even count the
seconds between the rumbles. Last weekend it poured, and I sat by the window with the
lights off, listening to the rain. The drops struck the air—conditioner unit outside,
ding—dong, ding-dong, like someone playing an old piano. I actually found it
beautiful. It turns out that learning to love the sound of rain begins with no longer

fearing it; and no longer fearing it began with someone standing between me and it.

Fellow students, as we grow, our height passes the pencil marks on the doorframe,
and so does our fear of thunder fade. But never forget that our courage did not grow
by itself. It was built up bit by bit by grandma’ s arms, dad s umbrella, and a
classmate’ s half-finished sentence of don’t be afraid. Next time it rains, please do
two things: truly listen to the rain once, and hug the person who sheltered you on

rainy days.

The rain will come again, and the thunder will roll again. But with grandma
inside the thunder, my rainy days are forever warm. That ends my speech. Thank you
all!
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I Made Peace with the Thunder

Teachers and fellow students: Hello! The title of my speech is I Made Peace with
the Thunder.

I am not afraid to admit this, and please do not laugh: in Grades One and Two,
whenever thunder rolled, I dove under the dining table. I firmly believed the thunder
was two people quarreling in the sky, throwing things when the argument got heated.
Once the thunder cracked seven or eight times in a row, and I whispered from under
the table: Stop quarreling, people downstairs can hear you. My sister laughed so hard
she could not stand up straight, and she dragged me out from under the table. For

years, the legs of my trousers were always dusty with fluff from under the table.

The turning point came on a thunderstorm night in Grade Three. The thunder
cracked again, and I turned reflexively toward the table, but my dad caught my arm:
Come, let us watch from the balcony. He switched on the light and pointed into the
distance: See that flash? Count the seconds between the flash and the thunder. That
night we counted more than a dozen times; the longest count reached nineteen, and dad
said that cloud was twenty li away. Strangely, once I knew what thunder was, it
stopped being so scary. Thunder was not a quarrel; it was electricity in the clouds
setting off firecrackers, finishing this neighborhood and moving on to the next. Dad
said one line I still remember: many frightening things shrink one step for every

step you take toward them.

Now I am the biggest rain—lover in my class. When it rains during study hall,
others stare out the window in a daze while I count the drops. Last month our school
held a science corner, and I signed up to give a talk on how thunder is made. The
first—graders in the audience stared with wide eyes, and as people left, a little boy
grabbed my sleeve and said: Big brother, I am not so scared of thunder either. In
that moment I suddenly remembered my old self under the table, and I could not help
laughing.
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Fellow students, it took me two years to travel from under the table to the
balcony. What is growing up? Growing up is the things you fear shrinking one by one,
and the things you love multiplying one by one. Thunder is still thunder, rain is
still rain; what changes is us. If you are afraid of thunder too, do not rush to
hide. Find a grown-up to walk closer and watch it once with you, and count the
seconds between the flash and the rumble. And do not forget to thank the person who
counted seconds with you, for they led you out from under the table and up onto the

balcony.

Next time the thunder rolls, I will wave to it from the balcony: 0ld Thunder,
hello again! That ends my speech. Thank you all!
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Rain Is a Letter Posted from the Sky

Teachers and fellow students: Hello! The title of my speech is Rain Is a Letter
Posted from the Sky.

Let me begin with something of the present. Every day after school, if it happens
to be raining, everyone else worries about forgetting their umbrella, while I like to
lean on the classroom windowsill and listen for a while. The drops hammer the tin
roof of the awning: some hurried, some slow, some squeezing two drops together to
make one single sound. I feel that the sky is writing a very, very long letter,

addressed to the rooftops, to the puddles, and to every umbrella.

But three years ago, the thing I hated most was rain. In the summer of Grade Two,
a clap of thunder could explode right over the classroom, and I would clamp both ears
shut with sweaty palms. One day of downpour, I stood at the school gate stiff as a
post; the louder the rain, the harder I trembled. The teacher phoned my mother, and I
could not hear a word of it, only the buzzing inside my own ears. For those two
years, a pair of ear muffs sat in my schoolbag year—round, and whenever a classmate

asked about them, I zipped the bag shut faster.

The change came from Teacher Su in Grade Four. On one rainy day I had forgotten
my ear muffs, and the moment thunder sounded, my eyes reddened at once. Teacher Su
said nothing. She squatted down, gently lifted my hands off my ears, and led me to
stand under the eaves of the corridor: Listen. Rain on leaves goes sha-sha; on
concrete it goes pa—pa; in the pond it goes gu—dong, gu—dong. She asked me to close
my eyes and count. By the seventh sound, I opened my eyes and found that the thunder
had stopped somewhere along the way. Teacher Su said: Thunder is the exclamation mark
inside the letter; once the letter is finished, the exclamation mark is taken back.
From that day on, I stopped counting my heartbeat in my ears and started counting the

sounds of rain.

Last month, I saw a little first—grade girl clamping her ears in the stairwell.
The thunder had just passed, and her eyes were red. I squatted down, copying exactly
what Teacher Su once did, and led her under the eaves: Listen, this drop landing on
the step, does it sound like someone beating a little drum? She listened for a long
while, then said: It does. It also sounds like cooking at home. The two of us burst

out laughing.

Fellow students, one gentle sentence can turn a frightening thing into a beloved
thing. What Teacher Su placed beside my ears back then was a lifetime of calm. Today
I pass that calm outward, and I pass it to you too: next time a classmate fears
thunder or rain, do not laugh at them. Lead them under the eaves and count the sounds

of the rain together. And please go home and thank the people who comforted you, and
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tell them: that sentence you said years ago, I have been hearing it until today.

The rain is still writing its long letter. The exclamation marks are not to be

feared; the letter is full of tenderness. That ends my speech. Thank you all!
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