WHEORBRE R ESE

PRI, JEANEE . BRI, AR X, RRYGERITA R ESILZ. BRI,
AW A kA 22 i 5 SR

NIRRT AR B2 NS, JE KRN EE—ARFLAEN Lo Al RE R BHETF AN EESAORTT,  Ja L
JBen K I IR AE L 2NN TR, AN S WAL B 55 RSk, WEREEH VL “K, i,
WIERT o 7 %, FERAT USR] 1Ak, B TR RN SRS E 58 IR I o

HMESR)TARMRGE, AV Ay . RRRERAD, MR RRECE RNBCL, BT A SRR
e MR AR RORER RN, 2 ML B . 3, HSEs %
O, FTCERE A X

ENR BRI e U2 ORGSR, [R5 el /DB AT . RCHL IR /N, =
THENRARE OB AU SMNEASTER, S CIHSRPIBE 7B, ARG 55H . i
BeAvis, RAEZREMTMENE, W “WRR, KiF T HEH A T, kgl
o 7 EEAR, MEFENFN-40E, CRMNA DTS T K.

KRG BT R BT R S, ANEFTHRIRGS G IE M “HaEBe? MELfse? 7 AR EE T
THER, FARIEIGEAT . SO B G, /O BLAR S i MO, D25 e i T A0 e ik
HIERAE,

HEPIRERR, SNEARAERL . BOSAEWIRAT, BHEMERARBENT, A TER. 94
A R LHEEN T, WS ERSGRARAD . SMEDSEN T Rk T, M.
TR, B IREIE BRI R AR SRR, g H R HEEE, AR
ALy, BRERDGIRAH XA R o

HMEEBSIEIRR, KAWLy o RIFHAE M RR, ZIRAGE 5 e B Ao BOE L I RF— B
e, DHIRRR IO R R VIR BN B, SR E R A R E C it 7RI A

WAy Iel e, S LEE B PLIRIBEIR],  FCSR R T 3 A Ay BL B AR [ R o AR EEH o ik, B
PR WA TFE: SRMIFATTEERN, e LA,

A Childhood Warmed by a Gentle Palm

The person dearest to me is my grandmother. It sounds simple, yet the thought
drifts into my childhood like a soft breeze, warming corners of memory I didn’ t

appreciate until much later.

Winters in my hometown were bitterly cold, the wind stinging like needles. But
the moment I pushed open my grandmother’ s wooden door, warmth would rush toward
me—steam from soup simmering over a charcoal stove—and she would turn from the

kitchen with that familiar smile. The cold outside instantly faded, replaced by her
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gentle gaze.

Her hands were rough but incredibly warm. Whenever I fell sick, she rested her
palm on my forehead, as though passing her strength to me. It wasn’ t something a hot
water bottle could replace; it seeped into the heart and made me feel safe, even if I

couldn’ t understand why.

I remember one rainy evening especially well. I had performed poorly on an exam
and hid in the small yard, sulking. My grandmother came to me under an old umbrella,
crouched by my side, and said softly, “It’ s okay. Roads are less slippery when the
sky clears. Exams are the same.” Her gentle voice cut through the sound of rain,

lifting the weight in my chest.

Later, when I left home for college, her phone calls always began with the same
questions: “Did you eat? Are you sleeping well?” Though repetitive, they wrapped

around my heart like invisible threads, reminding me of home.

When she fell ill one winter, I finally understood how time works. Her once-
strong hands were now thin and frail. She still smiled and said, “You’ re here, so I

»

feel warm. Those words carved themselves into my memory, revealing the quiet weight

of love.

On the day she passed away, the sky was painfully clear. Touching her framed
photo, I thought of all the streets she had walked with me hand in hand. Only then

did I realize how many moments of warmth had already become part of who I am.

Looking back now, her companionship shaped the foundation of my life. She taught
me strength and gentleness, showing me that family love doesn’ t shout—it simply

shines.
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The Embrace After the Rain

The person closest to me is my mother. Her love isn’ t dazzling: it’ s like a
gentle rain that quietly seeps into every part of my life, shaping me without my

noticing.

I still remember the year in middle school when we had our first serious
argument. I had done poorly on an exam and was already upset, but she thought I
hadn’ t worked hard enough. Her harsh words struck me when I was least able to bear
them. I stormed out of the house into the cold rain, feeling like the loneliest

person in the world.

I hid in a small pavilion at the park. The rain kept falling, pressing my mood
even lower. As the sky darkened, my hands grew numb from the cold, but the bitterness
in my chest would not fade. I thought she wouldn’ t come looking for me—until I saw

her running toward me, hair wet, coat soaked.

She said nothing at first. She simply draped her coat over my shoulders. Her
hands were icy, yet their touch calmed me instantly. Then she pulled me into a tight

embrace and whispered, “I’ m sorry. I didn’ t think about how you felt.”

That was the first time I realized love can mean apologizing, choosing

understanding instead of pride.
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On the way home, the rain had stopped, but puddles still shimmered on the ground.
My mother held my hand as if I were still the child she feared would slip and fall.
Seeing her soaked pant legs made something ache inside me. She worried too, suffered

too—but she rarely showed it.

After that day, my grades continued to fluctuate, but her tone became gentler.
And I learned not to hide everything behind silence. It was as if we had weathered a

small storm together, becoming closer for it.

Now that I’ m in college, she still touches my head when I visit home, saying I
make her worry just like before. But I know that since that rainy evening, there is

more understanding between us—something only time can carve.

Family love doesn’ t need grand gestures. It resides in my mother’ s soaked coat,
in her trembling hands, and in our rain—-soaked embrace. Whenever I think of that
rain, I feel as if I was gently washed clean, learning that growing up means

understanding the hand that has always held the umbrella for you.
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Waiting Beneath the Lamp

If a mother’ s love is gentle water, then a father’ s love is a silent
mountain—steady, unmoving, always there even when unnoticed. The person dearest to

me is my father, a man of few words but immense responsibility.

He worked far from home for most of my childhood. I used to think of him as a
traveler passing briefly through my life, never realizing how much he carried on his

shoulders. Until one winter night, I saw him in a way I never had before.

It was the end of my first year in high school, and I had stayed late in the
library to finish a report. The wind on my way home was fierce, rattling the
streetlights. As I hurried along, I turned a corner and saw a familiar figure

standing beneath a lamp.

My father. Hands in pockets, thin frost gathering at his feet. He looked at me
and smiled awkwardly. “You’ re out this late. I came to pick you up.” His voice
trembled slightly from the cold.

I was stunned. My mother told me he was still working out of town. Seeing my
confusion, he patted my shoulder and said, “I came back early today. Thought you

must be stressed lately. Wanted to see you.”

Something warm spread in my chest. He wasn’ t distant—he simply didn’ t know how

to show his care. The night was still cold, but the road felt much warmer.

On the way home, he didn’ t talk much, but he silently took my bag and
occasionally reminded me to watch my step. Those small gestures spoke louder than any

words.

When we got home, he heated a bowl of soup for me. As he placed it on the table,
I noticed the cracks on his knuckles from the harsh weather. I whispered, “Dad---

thank you.”
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He froze for a moment, then smiled, turning away a little too quickly. That night
I understood: his love was never absent—it was simply hidden deep, waiting quietly

for the right moment to be seen.

Now, whenever 1 face difficulties, I think of him standing under that dim
streetlight. That night wasn’ t just a coincidence; it was his way of telling me that

no matter where I go, he will always be somewhere near, lighting the way home.
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A Bowl of Soup Filled with Love

When I think of the person closest to me, it is always my older sister. She is
three years older but has acted like half a parent for as long as I can remember,

caring for me with a steadiness far beyond her age.

As a child, I was sickly and prone to catching colds. With our parents often
busy, it fell to my sister to look after me. She was young, but she handled
everything with surprising maturity—soaking towels to cool my fever, pouring warm

water, sitting beside me until I fell asleep.

But what I remember most clearly is a bowl of soup she made for me during a

difficult winter in high school.

I had been under immense academic pressure and was constantly exhausted. The cold
weather only made things worse, and I lost my appetite for days. My sister noticed,

urging me to eat, but I always brushed her off.

One night, she walked into my room with a steaming bowl of soup and said firmly,

“You’ re not studying until you finish this.”

Her tone startled me, so I reluctantly put down my pen and took the bowl. It was
nothing fancy—just carrot and pork rib soup—but the moment I drank it, warmth
spread through my empty stomach and slowly reached my heart. My eyes stung

unexpectedly.

Seeing my silence, she said softly, “Don’ t push yourself too hard. Grades

»

aren’ t more important than you.
That one sentence, light as a feather, fell heavily into my heart.

I ended up taking the night off for the first time in weeks, and the next morning
felt lighter than I had in a long time. My sister had already left for school, but a
small note on the table read: Don’ t skip breakfast.

Her care has always been like that—quiet, unobtrusive, but deeply warm. She
didn’ t give speeches or dramatic comfort. She simply stood behind me, steadying me

with her presence.

Years later, whenever I cook soup in my dorm, I remember that winter night. No
matter how noisy the world gets, the thought of our kitchen at home fills me with a
gentle strength.
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Family love often hides in the smallest acts—in a reminder, a meal, a bowl of
soup that warms more than the body. Only later did I understand that my sister
wasn’ t born mature. Life shaped her into someone reliable because she kept trying to

protect me.

And within that quiet love, I learned my own version of gentleness and courage.
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