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You in My Heart: When the Wind Moves Across the Lake, I
Think of You

Every evening, I like to sit by the lake. When the wind rises, tiny sparks of
light shimmer on the water. They look like countless quiet thoughts, calming and

delicate. And every time I see them, I think of you.

Not because you’ ve been here, but because this sense of tranquility reminds me
of the strength you once gave me—the steady kind. You used to say that when people
rush, they forget what they truly want. I didn’ t understand then, but sitting here
in front of the glowing lake, I finally do.

You in my heart are someone who slows my pace. You never pushed, never
questioned. You simply stayed—quiet, patient—Ilike the wind that never forces but

clears away the clutter in one’ s mind.

I often wonder if without you, I might have stayed trapped in those heavy
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emotions. You were a soft yet unwavering force that pulled me from the depths and

taught me to look again toward distant light.

I remember the most difficult period of my life. I felt submerged in murky water,
struggling without seeing a way out. You didn’ t push me, didn’ t decide for me. You
just sat beside me—silent as a tree. Later you told me, “Don’ t rush. The water

will clear on its own.”

That was when I realized some people teach us how to make peace with

ourselves—not through words, but through the warmth of their presence.

Now, when I watch the wind ripple across the lake, I think: the truly important
people in our lives are the ones who remind us how to breathe when we feel most

exhausted.

You in my heart are wind, are light, are a silent guide. Not a dramatic story,
but a courage that grows quietly through time. Because of you, I can see farther—and

I am willing to walk toward a wider version of myself.
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