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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.
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In the afternoon, while I was struggling with homework in the living room, she passed
by with a plate 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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The Delayed Dinner

Tonight’ s dinner didn’ t go as planned. I came home tired after my extra classes,
hoping to eat quickly and rest. But when I walked in, the table was empty. My dad sat
on the sofa watching the news and said, “Wait a bit. Your mom’ s still on her way.

We’ 11 eat together.”

I snapped. I complained loudly and stormed back to my room. I felt like no one
understood how exhausted I was. I thought they cared more about routines than how I
felt.

After a while, Dad knocked on my door and quietly said, “Dinner’ s ready. Eat first.
Your mom’ s stuck in traffic.” He didn’ t scold me or get angry. When I sat at the

table, he gently pushed a bowl of hot soup toward me.

Halfway through the meal, he said, “When I was young, I felt tired all the time too.

But no one listened. I just don’ t want you to feel that way.”

I realized that his insistence on eating together wasn’ t about rules—it was his way
of making sure I didn’ t feel alone. Mom came home later and joked about us fighting.

Dad didn’ t respond. He just quietly put food in my bowl.
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Tonight I understood something new about him. He doesn’ t express love with words. He
expresses it with warm soup, a quiet knock, and waiting for me no matter how late it

gets.
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A Hug That Changed the Day

Tonight, something happened that I think I’ 11 remember for a long time—not because
it was dramatic, but because it made me understand how much communication matters

with the people closest to me.

After school, I was already exhausted and stressed from exams and homework. When I
got home, my mom found out I had forgotten to take out the trash in the morning. She

said I had been careless lately. I snapped back, and we ended up arguing loudly.

I stormed into my room afterward, feeling miserable. A while later, Mom quietly came
in and sat beside me. She wasn’ t angry anymore. She just said, “I know you’ re
tired, but I worry about you too. If you don’ t tell me what’ s going on, I don’ t

know how to help.”
Her voice wasn’ t blaming me—it was full of worry. She opened her arms, and before I
knew it, she pulled me into a hug. It was warm and steady, like she was telling me I

didn’ t have to pretend to be strong.

I whispered, “I’ m sorry.” She gently touched my head and said, “I’ m not perfect

either. Let’ s both learn slowly, okay?”

We didn’ t speak much after that, but everything inside me gradually calmed down.

I realized something tonight: misunderstandings between family members don’ t come
from not caring—they come from being too tired and not knowing how to say, “I’ m

struggling. ”

Sometimes, a hug really is enough to untie a knot inside your heart.
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