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A Hug at the Station

September 10, 2025

This morning, 1 was preparing to go study in another city, and my father
accompanied me to the station. Amid the crowd, I only noticed the warmth of his
tightly held hand. He didn’ t say much, just looked at me with a mix of reluctance
and encouragement. When the train arrived, he gently hugged me. At that moment, I

almost wanted time to freeze.

As the train slowly departed, I watched his figure through the window, tears
streaming down. His silhouette gradually disappeared from the station, but the warmth
in my heart remained. That brief hug contained countless silent acts of care and
support. I suddenly realized that family love doesn’ t always require long words:
sometimes, a single encouragement or steadfast presence is enough to give someone

courage to move forward.

After getting off the train, I reflected on my father’ s image and felt a surge
of strength supporting me. No matter where I am, the love of family is like a
lighthouse illuminating the path ahead. Family love is a warmth that time and
distance cannot erase, the most genuine emotion in life. I believe this brief

farewell at the station will become one of the warmest moments in my memory.
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