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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

gentle gaze.
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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.


