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You in My Heart: Your Silhouette in the Morning Light

The morning light falling on the windowsill always reminds me of you. Not because
of any specific scene, but because of that subtle presence that quietly brings peace.
You in my heart are like this light—mnever harsh, yet enough to brighten the entire

day.

Sometimes I recall small fragments of memory: the glance you gave me while busy
in the kitchen, the quietness of you reading by the window, the calm “I’m here” when
I confided my worries. These moments flicker softly like pages turned by a gentle

breeze—quiet yet unmistakably real.

When I was with you, time seemed to slow down. Not stopping, but softening like a
stream flowing around a stone, carrying a power that smooths the sharp edges of life.

You were never dramatic; your presence itself was a silent comfort.

There was a time I walked alone through long streets late at night. Neon lights
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glowed coldly, shining without warmth. It was then I realized true comfort isn’ t
light but the weight of someone in your heart, the peace that comes from whispering a

familiar name. You were that presence, guiding me through confusion.

Even now I often feel lost, but I have learned to keep your silhouette in the
softest corner of my heart. When I grow anxious, it reminds me to breathe. When I
feel weary, it brings back the memory of being understood and held. This strength is

quiet, yet enough to keep me moving forward.

You in my heart are not a defined role or a beginning or end to any story. You
are like a gentle wind passing through my life, leaving behind a steadiness far
stronger than the wind itself. Because of you, I learned to keep my fragility tucked

away and my courage rooted deeper.

If someone asks me what it means to be “illuminated, ” T would think of that
first ray of morning light entering my room. That light carries your presence, and

you remain in my heart.
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