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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
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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

tell them: that sentence you said years ago, 1 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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