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The Unexpected Afternoon Conversation

This afternoon turned out surprisingly meaningful. I had been in a bad mood all
morning, tired from staying up too late with homework. When my mom asked me to eat
breakfast, I answered impatiently and immediately regretted it, but she didn’ t say
anything. She just continued with her usual quiet way of caring. In the afternoon,

while I was struggling with homework in the living room, she passed by with a plate
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of fruit. For some reason, when I looked up and saw her, a rush of unspoken
frustration and tiredness came over me. She noticed it instantly and sat down across
from me, asking gently if I’ d been stressed lately. I ended up saying things I
usually keep inside—about schoolwork, classmates, and my fear of disappointing my
parents. She listened without interrupting. After a while, she said softly, “We
never wanted you to be perfect. We just don’ t want you to hold everything in.” That
one sentence made my eyes sting. I realized they weren’ t pushing me to be
flawless—they just didn’ t want me to suffer alone. She also shared her worries,
like fearing that I’ d stop talking to her as I grow older or that she wouldn’ t be
able to help me when I struggle. I suddenly understood that she wasn’ t a super-—
strong adult all the time. She was simply my mom, trying her best, learning with me.
When I wrote this in my diary tonight, I understood something new: the people closest
to you aren’ t the ones who are always perfect, but the ones who stay by your side

when you’ re at your messiest.
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