FAR, REHER LSRR

AR FRRI R, JE U “OSOEEER K. 7 REBRBREL PR REMS A I
fky 280l R, ARG NLEK R E, EPRAEAZR. wREER, KK
AR B, B RIS T .

HARIREIN, fRAegs oK, REAIREE TR, IR “ARBIIRAT e EX, B
To 7 WEFEMKADDMIE ST, OREEZEDMERBKT — 1. AANEERNERITR, XAD&k
HAL LLLEFR T AR 15 R

NP TARKIEA S AR, AT PR F_EOREE Sl BT RN B, WITmEE S
TR ABCE BT, LRSS BB I U TR KRR . JX LB
R R B BN, DR AR A A K

B NS, RUREME, A HAE, FORRARABATIASE . IR IKAE R
A AR EAERITL, eHARES U : A EA SR TR IS 0 FREE R $E R, 20
i ERAO R AR R TR K.

NHERIE P E, BB R LA I A R IR YRR, EEEAE T . FAAITE
Zhdsk Tk, EEHHEC, WEARKNK. WIFASEEATFESE N O, N
RERK o

AR, BAUE ) WK, IRBUAT U A SRR RS, FUREBINEIL T2
e, RJARGE T B ik, At YIRSk, HOE E R E T A K

Because of You, I Liked Today Again

This morning, when I woke up, I told myself, “Just another ordinary day.” I
could already predict what would happen—busy, messy, repetitive. My emotions felt
trapped in a colorless room where even breathing felt dull. But unexpectedly, your

message became a beam of light that brightened my day.

During lunch break, you sent me a picture—a flower you photographed by the
roadside. “Thought you might like it,” you wrote. As I looked at the small picture,
something in me softened. Just knowing someone thought of me while walking was enough

to make my world feel gentler.

The afternoon workload didn’ t get easier, yet I no longer felt as weighed down
as in the morning. I worked more steadily and began noticing little details I had
ignored for a long time—the laughter of colleagues, the pattern of sunlight on the
desk, the faint scent of coffee in the air. Things that once felt insignificant

suddenly became alive again.

You reminded me that the warmth of life has always been there:; I simply hadn’ t
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lifted my head to see it. The flower you sent wasn’ t meant to cheer me up—it
quietly told me: no matter how busy you are, don’ t forget to feel the world. That

gentle reminder slowly brightened my entire day.

On my way home, I wanted to tell you how much your small gesture shifted my mood.
But I held back. I wanted to write this down first—write it for myself, and for the
future me. Some emotions don’ t need to be spoken immediately; sometimes they just

need to be kept.

At the end of today, I want to say: thank you. You didn’ t do anything grand—you
simply saw a flower while walking and thought of me. And because of that small

thought, I learned to like today again.
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