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Your Silence Comforts Me More Than Words

My mood was strangely low today. When I woke up, my chest felt heavy, as if
everything had suddenly piled onto my heart. Nothing particularly bad happened during
the day, yet I felt oddly empty, like a room that had been cleared out—cold,

echoing, hollow.

In the evening, you sent me a message: “Want to go for a walk? We don’ t have to
talk.” I froze when I read it. How did you know I didn’ t want to talk? I agreed

almost immediately.

We walked through the park. The weather was calm, not too cold, not too warm. You
walked beside me—not too close, not too far—just quietly matching my steps.
Whenever I stopped, you stopped too. You didn’ t ask why, didn’ t try to comfort me.

Somehow, that made me feel more understood than any words could.

As T watched the reflection of the lights ripple in the pond, my emotions started
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to settle. Halfway through the walk, you handed me a cup of something warm. “Passed
by the shop,” vyou said casually. When I took it, you didn’ t look at me or ask if I

was upset. You just placed that warmth into my hands.

In that moment, I felt gently embraced. Being understood didn’ t require grand
gestures—sometimes it only needed someone walking beside you in silence, not forcing
you to talk, not expecting you to act okay. The quieter it was, the more clearly I

felt you saying, “You don’ t have to pretend.”

Now back home, my mood has softened. Sitting at my desk, I think about the
steadiness of your steps and the warmth of the drink in my palms. Warmth can be
silent, and care doesn’ t have to be spoken. You showed me that sometimes silence is

stronger than words.

Thank you. Tonight wasn’” t just a walk. It was the feeling of being held without

being asked. You may not realize it, but I’ 11 remember it for a long time.

www. vv99. net



