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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.” 1 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
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routines than how I felt. After a while, Dad knocked on my door and quietly said,

” He didn’ t scold me or

“Dinner’ s ready. Eat first. Your mom’ s stuck in traffic.
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. 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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