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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.

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
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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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