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You in My Heart: The Warmth That Never Fades from the
0l1d Street

Every time I walk down that old street, I instinctively slow my pace. The
weathered walls, the lush plane trees, the fabric swaying in the wind—they all seem

to remember something for me. And I know that memory always leads back to you.

You loved the old breath of that street, saying it wasn’ t as hurried as the rest
of the city. We often walked there at dusk, you telling stories, idly kicking small

stones along the ground. In your stories, the world softened, losing its sharp edges.

Once, it rained, and we hid under the eaves of a small shop. The raindrops struck

the ground like countless restless heartbeats. Watching the blurred street, you said,

’

“The rain’ s too heavy; let’ s not rush.” That rain kept us from leaving, but it
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gave me an unexpected sense of peace.

Later, you left for somewhere far away. The street remained, the seasons
continued their cycle, but the steady evenings disappeared. People passed by, not
knowing what I searched for. I kept glancing toward a corner, imagining you would

appear again and call my name.

Missing someone hides in the smallest details: the scent of osmanthus on the
wind, an unintended melody, a place where you once paused. Quiet, subtle, vyet

powerful enough to bring you back for a moment.

What I remember most is the courage you gave me—the kind that carried warmth. No
matter how lost I was, you always said, “It’ s okay. You’ 11 be fine.” 1 once
thought it was just comfort. Now I realize those simple words carried me through many

dark moments.

Walking the old street now, I still think of those days. The wind scatters dust,
but not the traces you left behind. You in my heart are not the past or something

lost, but a steady light that keeps glowing.

Thank you for walking into my life, and for the warmth you left. It makes me
believe that no matter how the world changes, some things are never taken away by

time.
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