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故事：夹在数学书里的贺卡——没送出去的那份，妈妈一周后才

看见

母亲节那天早上，我兜里揣着贺卡出了门。卡片是昨晚做的，粉色卡纸，剪了一个歪爱心，

里面写了两行悄悄话。我计划好了，妈妈换鞋的时候递给她。结果妈妈换鞋时催我快点要迟到了，

我嘴张了一下，说了句知道了，卡片还在兜里。

一整天卡片都在兜里。课间想掏出来拍照发给她，又觉得同学看见会笑。放学路上想打电话

念给她听，电话通了只说了句今晚吃饺子就挂了。晚上写作业，卡片从兜里滑出来，我顺手夹进

数学书，想着明天再给。明天想着明天再给，明天想着后天，那张卡片就在数学书第47页和第48

页之间住下了。

一周后的晚上，妈妈照例检查作业，翻数学书。翻到中间，一张粉色卡纸滑出来，落在桌上。她

捡起来，先看见歪爱心，再看见那两行字。我坐在旁边写作业，假装没注意她，其实笔尖停在同

一个字上停了半分钟。她念出声，念到手背贴额头那句，停了。然后她没叫我，自己抬手揉了一

下眼睛，眼角那两道纹比平时深。

第二天早上，餐桌上多了一盘煎蛋，蛋黄是溏心的，我平时最爱的那种。妈妈像没事一样说：书

里那张卡，我看了。就这一句，没有追问为什么晚了一个星期。我咬了一口煎蛋，说好吃。她嘴

角翘起来，眼睛弯弯的，那个笑比母亲节当天我本来想看见的还要真。

后来我把这件事写进作文，老师问为什么写没送出去的贺卡。因为送出去的笑是排练过的，

没送出去的笑是撞见的，撞见的笑藏不住。写妈妈笑了这类作文，未必要写惊喜成功，害羞、拖

延、错过，都是真事，真事里长出来的笑最耐读。要写这类故事，抓住三个点：卡片藏身的地方

要具体，妈妈发现的过程要日常，发现后不煽情，用一顿早餐回礼。

A Story: The Card Left Inside the Math Textbook

On Mothers Day morning I left the house with the card in my pocket. I had made it

the night before, pink card stock, one crooked cut-out heart, two lines of private

words inside. I had it planned: hand it over while mom changes her shoes. But when

mom changed her shoes she hurried me saying I would be late, my mouth opened once, I

said okay, and the card stayed in my pocket.

The card stayed in my pocket all day. At break I wanted to take it out and

photograph it for her, then worried classmates would laugh. On the way home I wanted

to call and read it to her, the call connected, I only said dumplings tonight, and

hung up. At homework time that evening the card slid out of my pocket, and I tucked

it into the math textbook, thinking I would give it tomorrow. Tomorrow became the day

after, the day after became the day after that, and the card moved in between pages

forty-seven and forty-eight.

One week later at night, mom checked homework as usual, flipping through the math
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book. Halfway through, a pink sheet slid out onto the table. She picked it up, saw

the crooked heart first, then the two lines. I sat nearby doing homework, pretending

not to notice, while my pen tip rested on the same character for half a minute. She

read aloud, stopping at the hand-on-forehead line. Then without calling me, she

rubbed her own eye, the two lines at its corner deeper than usual.

Next morning there was a plate of fried eggs on the table, yolks runny, my

favorite kind. Mom said, as if nothing happened: I read the card in your book. Just

that one line, no asking why it was a week late. I bit into an egg and said it was

good. Her mouth corners lifted, her eyes turned into crescents, and that smile was

truer than the one I had meant to see on Mothers Day itself.

Later I wrote this into an essay, and the teacher asked why I wrote about the

card that was never given. Because a smile that receives a gift is rehearsed, while a

smile that finds one is caught, and caught smiles cannot be hidden. For essays about

mom smiling, the surprise does not have to succeed; shyness, delay, and missing the

moment are all real, and smiles grown from real things read the longest. To write

this kind of story, hold three points: make the hiding place of the card concrete,

make the discovery ordinary, and after the discovery skip the sentiment, answer with

a breakfast instead.


