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Beside the Sickbed

August b, 2025

This morning, I was forced to stay in bed due to a sudden cold. My parents took
turns staying by my side, wiping my sweat, giving me medicine, and preparing
porridge. My mother gently reminded me to take my medication on time, while my father
occasionally joked to make me laugh, easing the anxiety brought by illness. The

entire room was filled with warmth and care, making me feel comforted even in pain.

In the afternoon, half-lying on the bed, I watched sunlight filtering through the
leaves outside the window and felt deep gratitude toward my parents. Through their
actions, I realized that family love is not a verbal promise but subtle and
continuous presence and care. Every act of concern, every movement, is a silent

expression of their love.

By night, I finally felt some improvement in my health. Lying in bed, reflecting
on the day, I understood that the power of family love is so real and profound. It
prevents loneliness in vulnerable moments and gives meaning to ordinary days. I
wanted to write down this warmth to remind myself to cherish every moment with my

family, for these are the truest happiness in life.
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