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被掌心温暖着的童年

我最亲的人，是外婆。说来简单，却像一阵风，轻轻吹过我所有的童年记忆。直到我长大，

才明白那阵风中藏着多少耐心与柔软。

小时候的冬天总是格外冷，北风像钢针一样扎在脸上。可每当我推开外婆家的木门，屋里那

股炭火炖汤的暖气便会立刻扑面而来，而外婆总会从灶台旁回头，对我笑着说：“来，小心点，

别摔了。”那一刻，寒风仿佛被挡在门外，整个世界都只剩下外婆那双亮亮的眼睛。

外婆的手很粗糙，却出奇地暖。每次我生病，她总是轻轻按着我的额头，像在把自己的体温

分给我。那种温度不是热水袋能替代的，而是一种从掌心往心里渗的踏实。那时的我，只觉得安

心，却无法理解其中的含义。

印象最深的是一次小学考试。我成绩不理想，回家后闷在小院里不说话。夜里下起小雨，空

气潮湿得让人心烦。我本以为外婆不会注意，可她撑着一把旧伞来到院子里，在我身旁蹲下。她

没有责备，只是轻轻拍了拍我的背，说：“没关系，天晴了再走路就不会滑了，成绩也是一

样。”那声音不大，却像穿透雨声的一束光，把我从自责里拉了出来。

长大后我离开家到城市求学，外婆打电话给我总是问：“吃饱没？睡好没？”一句话重复了

无数次，却从未让我觉得烦。反而每次挂掉电话，心里都空落落又柔软，仿佛牵着她的手却无法

真正握住。

直到那年冬天，外婆生病住院。我站在病床前，看着她瘦得只剩皮骨的手，鼻子发酸。曾经

牵着我穿过无数街巷的手，如今连举起来都费力。外婆仍笑着对我说：“你来了，我就觉得暖和。

”那一刻，我第一次真正理解亲情的重量：不是轰轰烈烈的牺牲，而是日复一日的陪伴，是在你

看不见的地方，默默为你挡风遮雨。

外婆离世那天，天空晴得过分。我抚摸着她的遗像，忽然想起童年里她牵着我走过的每一段

路，心中涌起无尽的感激。许多温暖在得到时没有察觉，等失去后才发现它已经融进了你的生命。

如今回望，那些看似平凡的瞬间，其实构成了我生命里最牢固的底色。外婆教会我坚强，也

教会我温柔。她用一生告诉我：亲情并不需要轰鸣，它本就是无声的光。

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.

雨后的拥抱

我最亲的人，是我的母亲。她的爱并不华丽，却像一场细雨，悄无声息地渗进我人生的每一

个角落，让我在不知不觉中长成如今的模样。

记得初中那年，我与母亲第一次发生激烈的争吵。那天我因为考试失利而心情低落，她却误

以为我不努力，言语里带着责备。我一时委屈得说不出话，只是摔门跑了出去。外头正好下雨，

雨点冰凉，溅在脸上混着眼泪，让我觉得自己全世界最孤单。

我在公园的凉亭里坐了许久，雨声像是把所有烦闷都压得更沉。傍晚天色渐暗，我的手被冻

得发红，心里的委屈却一点没减少。我以为母亲不会来找我，直到看到那个穿着旧外套、头发被

雨打湿的身影时，喉咙一下子哽住了。
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母亲气喘吁吁地跑过来，什么也没说，只是把外套披在我身上。她的手冰冷，却在碰上我肩

膀的那一刻，让我忽然安心得想哭。她轻轻抱住我，声音低得像怕惊动雨声：“对不起，是我没

考虑你的感受。”那一刻，我才知道，原来爱也可以是道歉，是愿意放下自尊去理解对方。

回家路上，雨已经停了，但地上还留着浅浅的水洼。母亲牵着我，像牵着小时候那个跌跌撞

撞的小孩。我看着她湿透的裤脚，心里忽然涌起一种说不出的酸楚。原来她也会害怕、会担心，

只是从不说出口。

那次之后，我的成绩依旧有高有低，但母亲的态度变得更温柔，而我也学会了不再把所有情

绪藏起来。我们像一起经历了一场小小的风雨，虽然狼狈，却让彼此更靠近。

如今我上了大学，每次回家，母亲总喜欢摸摸我的头，说我还是像以前一样让她操心。可我

知道，在经历那次雨后的拥抱后，我与她之间多了份理解，一种只能用时间沉淀出的亲情。

亲情就是这样，不需要惊天动地，也无需任何华丽的语言。它藏在那天母亲湿透的外套里，

藏在她颤抖着递给我外套的手里，更藏在我们彼此紧紧的拥抱中。

每每想起那场雨，我都觉得自己被重新温柔地洗涤了一遍。原来成长不是离家越远，而是更

懂得回头，看见那双始终为你撑伞的手。

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.

那盏灯下的守候

如果说母爱是温柔的水，那么父爱就是无声的山。山不说话，却始终屹立在你面前。对我而

言，最亲的人是父亲，一个一辈子不善言辞，却用行动告诉我什么是责任的人。

父亲常年在外工作，回家的次数屈指可数。我小时候总觉得他像一个来去匆匆的旅人，却没

意识到他背后承担的压力。直到那年冬天的一个夜晚，我第一次看见他真正的脆弱，也第一次明

白他对我的爱从未缺席。

那是我高一的学期末，为了赶一篇报告，我在学校图书馆待到很晚。回家路上风大得像要把

人吹倒，街灯在风里摇晃，影子被拉得老长。我抱着书快步走着，却在转角时看到一个熟悉的身

影。

父亲站在路灯下，双手插在衣兜里，脚边落着一层薄薄的霜。他看到我，先是愣了一下，然

后笑得有些笨拙：“这么晚才出来，我接你。”他的嗓音被风吹得有些发抖。

我惊讶得说不出话。母亲明明说父亲还在外地工作，怎么会突然出现在这里。父亲像是猜到

我的疑问，只是轻轻拍了拍我肩膀：“今天提前回来了，想着你最近压力大，想看看你。”

那一刻，我心里仿佛有什么东西被轻轻触动了。原来他不是不关心，只是不知道该怎么表达。风

依旧冷，可我却觉得整条路都变得暖和了。

回家途中，父亲不太会聊天，但他会默默接过我手中的书袋，偶尔提醒我小心脚下。那些细

枝末节的小动作，比任何语言都更真实。
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到家后，父亲去厨房给我热了碗汤。他端到我面前时，我看到他手指因为寒风皴裂得发白。

那一瞬间，我再也忍不住，轻声喊了句：“爸，你辛苦了。”

父亲愣住了，随后笑了笑，像怕我看出什么似的转过头去。其实那一刻，我忽然明白，他并

不是无情或沉默，他只是把爱藏得太深，深到需要时间才能看见。

从那以后，每当遇到困难，我都会想起那盏昏黄路灯下父亲的背影。那不是一次偶然的守候，而

是在告诉我：无论我在人生的哪条路上，他都会在某个不起眼的角落为我点一盏灯，等我回家。

亲情或许就是这样，看似无声，却一直照亮着你前行的路。

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 I 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.

一碗汤里的牵挂

说起我最亲的人，我总会想到姐姐。她比我大三岁，却总像个半个家长，从小到大，不知疲

倦地把我照顾得无微不至。

小时候我体弱多病，每逢换季就容易感冒。母亲工作忙，父亲又常不在家，于是照顾我的任

务大多落到姐姐身上。她年纪虽小，却做得有模有样。每次我发烧，她都会把毛巾打湿敷在我额

头上，还学着大人的样子去倒温水。

但真正让我铭记的，是高中那年冬天姐姐给我煮的一碗汤。

那段时间我因为学业压力大，作息混乱，加上天气寒冷，接连几天都没什么胃口。姐姐看在

眼里，总是提醒我按时吃饭，可我总敷衍过去。直到那天晚上，她端着一碗热腾腾的汤站在我书

桌旁，语气难得严肃：“不喝不许学习。”

我被她的语气唬住了，只好放下笔接过汤碗。汤不是什么稀罕的食材，就是最普通的胡萝卜

加排骨。可喝下去那一刻，我突然觉得胃里暖得说不出话来。那份暖意顺着喉咙一路延伸到胸口，

让我眼眶有点发热。

姐姐见我喝得慢，还站在旁边轻声说：“别太累了，成绩没有你重要。”那一句话像一支羽

毛，轻飘飘落下，却在心里激起涟漪。

后来，我因为这碗汤破天荒休息了一晚。第二天醒来，只觉得整个人松快了许多。姐姐早已

经出门上学，但桌上留着一张纸条：记得吃早饭。

看似普通的叮嘱，却是姐姐一贯的风格。她不会讲大道理，不会在我失落时滔滔不绝安慰，

只会默默用自己的方式把我往前推，推得稳稳的。

多年以后我离家求学，偶尔在宿舍煮汤，总会想起那晚的味道。外头的世界再喧嚣，只要想

起家里的那个厨房，心里就会生出某种柔软的力量。

亲情有时就是这样，一句提醒、一碗汤，一件微不足道的小事，都能让人感到被放在心里的

重量。我后来才明白，姐姐不是天生成熟，而是在一次次照顾我、守护我中，被生活逼成了靠得

住的大人。
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而我，也在这份悄然无声的亲情里，一点点学会了温柔和勇气。

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.


