N BHT R

2025411 H18H

W — TR BB IS ) KIS 7% . SORER ] 7 RMPIER, BRERABFEIR G L,
LI MR B SR AT A, TS B, WRER A, (B AR SR L
T Bm, AREEFITE, YRR B CEENTEXT WS Z b, RS R, kBB RE
Tz o

FEMI R, BMHIREAIIAGR F, SORBRRERERNTEY: “WRR, UL
A 7 %, BB T AEIRTCE R, WA R, SR AR A R T (1 T,
11172 7 AT T e G 55 B4 S 18 T AR BR IR 5 1

FUFE T, BORER 7o SORBITL I, BlnlAGE A A1E, O B B3 BE R A e b sl i o 3R
T, RMAENAEFE, AR AT . WVFLURTCRE R 2 KM NHE, IXB
2 P o Bt b il 12

Heart—to—Heart on a Rainy Night

November 18, 2025

It was a rainy night, and I was feeling low due to academic stress. My father
noticed my silence and quietly sat beside me, handing me a cup of hot tea. He didn’ t
immediately ask why I was upset but simply kept me company, listening to the rain, as
if the whole world had paused. Then he softly shared his own struggles and setbacks
from his youth, which brought warmth to my heart.

In that rain, tears streamed down my face unknowingly. My father gently patted my
back and said, 'It’ s okay, everything will slowly get better.’ At that moment, I
felt the depth and acceptance of a father’ s love, and realized for the first time
that family is not just about visible care, but about the hand extended and silent

companionship in our most vulnerable moments.

The rain stopped, and the night grew quiet. When my father left the room, I
reflected on his words, and the pressure in my heart seemed to wash away like
rainwater. I learned that family love often exists not in words, but in unwavering
presence. Perhaps no matter the challenges ahead, this memory will remain my warmest

treasure.
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