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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。

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.
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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.


