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雨后的街角

雨后的街道湿漉漉的，反射着路灯的光，空气中夹杂着泥土和雨水的气息。父亲撑着一把旧

伞，静静地站在街角等我。那把伞不大，却能把我和他紧紧包围。风吹过湿冷的空气，他微微皱

起眉，却始终没有让我被雨打湿。

走在回家的路上，父亲总喜欢低声和我说话，不急不躁，像在讲一个只有我们知道的秘密。

他会提醒我：“慢点走，别滑倒。”每一次，我都能感受到那份藏在细节里的温柔和关怀。生活

或许平淡，但在这些瞬间，父亲的存在像一座稳固的灯塔，让我在迷茫中找到方向。

记得有一次，我因为工作受挫，心情低落，父亲并没有说教，而是陪我走在熟悉的小路上。

他的手轻轻搭在我的肩上，像是无声的支持。他不善言辞，却用行动告诉我：无论何时何地，我

都是你最坚实的依靠。雨水在伞外滴落，而父亲的沉默关怀却在心里滋润了我。

街角的雨停了，路面还泛着光。我回头看父亲，他的背影在灯光下拉得很长，沉稳而温暖。

那些生活中不经意的细节，叮嘱、背影、一个小小的举动，构成了我最亲的人给我最大的力

量——温柔而坚定的陪伴，让我在前行中从容而有力。

At the Corner After the Rain

The street after the rain is wet, reflecting the streetlights, and the air

carries the scent of earth and rain. My father stands quietly at the corner with an

old umbrella, waiting for me. The umbrella is small, yet it envelops both of us

tightly. The wind blows through the cold, damp air, and though he frowns slightly, he

ensures I don’t get wet.

Walking home, my father always likes to speak softly to me, unhurried, as if

sharing a secret only we know. He reminds me, 'Walk slowly, don’t slip.' Each time,

I feel the gentle care hidden in these small details. Life may be mundane, but in

these moments, my father’s presence is like a steadfast lighthouse, guiding me

through confusion.

I remember once when I was downhearted from setbacks at work, my father didn’t

lecture me but walked with me on familiar paths. His hand gently rested on my

shoulder, a silent support. He is not verbose, but through his actions, he tells me:

no matter where or when, I am your strongest support. Rain dripped outside the

umbrella, while his quiet care nourished me within.

The rain at the corner stopped, and the road still glistened. I looked back at my

father; his silhouette stretched long in the light, steady and warm. Those unnoticed

details of life—reminders, silhouettes, small gestures—form the greatest strength

from my dearest person: gentle yet firm companionship, allowing me to move forward

with calm and courage.


