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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。

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.
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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.”

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.


