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The Hand Extended to You in the Rain

Hello, everyone! Today I want to talk about the hand extended to you.

On the last day of school before winter break last year, the rain came down hard
and fast. Everyone rushed out of the classroom, and I stood under the eaves, staring
at the white sheet of rain, unable to move — my umbrella was left at home. Just
then, an umbrella appeared in the rain right in front of me. It was Lin Xiao, who sat
next to me. She said, “Let us walk together. My house is on your way.” In fact,

everyone knew her house was in the opposite direction.

Walking in the rain, she kept the umbrella tilted toward me, and her left
shoulder got soaked through. The next day at school, I learned she had caught a cold
and sneezed all day, but she only waved her hand and said it was nothing. After

school I went to her house to thank her, and she pulled me inside to eat chestnuts
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roasted by her family. That half-wet shoulder has stayed in my heart until today. My
mother later told me: when you grow up, you will understand how precious it is for

someone to tilt an umbrella toward you.

Friendship is not something far away. It is the umbrella tilted toward you, the
eraser broken in half and handed over, the words “let me explain it again” when you
fall behind in class, and the water bottle passed into your hands before the sports

meet.

Last month at the sports meet, I signed up for the 1500 meters. On the last lap
my legs felt heavy as if filled with water, and my throat was dry. Someone along the
track ran alongside me, holding a water bottle out to my hand while shouting, “Reach
out, reach out.” I grabbed the bottle, took a gulp, and my steps somehow picked up
again. After crossing the line I went to thank him, and he waved his hand: “That

final sprint of yours looked great — better than any thanks.”

Think about it: when you could not carry the stack of homework books, who came to
help? When you sat alone on the playground feeling wronged, who came and sat with

you? These small things, if you do not count them, you will forget them.

Friendship is like a little tree planted in the classroom. If you do not water
it, it withers. If you quarrel over one piece of chalk and refuse to speak for a

week, what you lose is far more than the chalk.

So I want to make a proposal to all of you: tomorrow morning, when you walk into
the classroom, say good morning to your deskmate first; when a classmate carries a
heavy stack of books, lend a hand; if you had a misunderstanding with a good friend,

be the first to say “let us make up”.

The person next to you is the closest treasure of your childhood. Start

cherishing them today. Thank you, everyone!
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