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A Story: The Secret Under the Bed

On Saturday I decided to surprise mom: tidy my room until it was spotless.
Spotless meant everything visible was neat and everything invisible was out of sight,
hence clean. Books went onto the shelf by size, the desk was wiped white, the quilt
folded into a square. As for the dried-up markers in the pencil case, three socks
under the sofa, and crumpled draft papers in the drawer, I stuffed them all under the

bed. The bed gave a muffled thud as they went in, like hiding a secret.

At four the lock clicked, and I sat at the tidy desk pretending to read. Mom came
in, eyes sweeping once, her steps slowing as she went to the shelf and nodded. My
chest started floating; I felt sensible enough to be written into an essay. Then she
went to the balcony for the broom, and the broom handle swept sideways under the bed,
dragging the whole pile of secrets out: three socks rolling out in a row, the top one

the sock I had skipped while oversleeping last week, paper balls tumbling all the way
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to the door.

I remember those seconds clearly. My palms sweated, not one character on the page
entered my brain, I waited to be scolded. Mom squatted, picked up the sock first,
then a paper ball, unfolded it, glanced, and set it down. Without turning around she
asked one question: did you put these under the bed, or were they always there. I

said I put them there. My voice was so small I was ashamed of it myself.

Mom stood up, carried the socks to the wardrobe and dropped them one by one into
the laundry basket, tossed the paper balls into the trash, then turned around, mouth
corners lifting, eyes crescent—shaped. She said: the desk is wiped finer than mine,
the shelf is neater than my wardrobe, but the bed still owes me one cleaning. I
laughed too. That day I understood one thing: clean is not hiding the mess, it is
handling the mess, and hidden mess all comes back the moment a broom handle touches
it.

Later I wrote this into an essay, and the teacher marked one line: the broom
sweeping out the socks is the truest paragraph. So writing mom smiled does not
require a perfect surprise; a half-finished surprise that gets caught makes the smile
more believable. To write this kind of story, remember three beats: while hiding,
write one extra stroke of guilt; while catching, make the caught objects concrete;
before the smile, let mom deal with the wreckage first, then smile. Get the order

right, and the story warms itself.
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