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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.

www. vv99. net



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.

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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