
Resonate.

What if we utter “thank you” more?

Amid the pandemic doing online work and having lessons, we are sitting and getting
engulfed by an intangible oppression. Information explosion overflows on the liquid-crystal
display with voices barking out from digital signals.The frightful sense of detachment is
looming on us. We feel like sinking in a lifeless pool of stagnant water, which is silently rising
to submerge us. Gradually, we have lost our instinct to keep our heads above the water.

I wished to learn how to swim away from alienation.

“Slap! Bang!” A rapidly flapping hand resounded along with the clinking of cutlery, drawing
my attention to a boy. My eyes didn’t cast on him for long. Soon, I refocused on my
macchiato and work. “Cream, cream, give me cream!” that boy clamoured.

A disgruntled voice broke the Antarctic air — could you even control your kid? Followed by
an explanation from his apologetic mother — he has autism.

Yet, it didn’t win any sympathy. Condemning, obnoxious words kept showering demanding
everyone’s attention, despite none likely standing up, insinuating that it was not their
business. Fretfulness and insensation became perceptibly intense — I took the plunge.

“Can you speak after putting yourself in her shoes?” The ignoble man got reprimanded by a
lady. I plod through the scolding straight to the boy. Being handed the cup of sweetness,
hugging and appeasing, the boy piped it down as if nothing had happened.

“ Thank you,” his mother blurted out with two dews on petals.

My eyes welled with tears. It’d moved something deep inside me. I had no idea how much
she had endured, the only thing I saw was the glint of springtime in that stagnant water. It’s
warm and  vivacious. Raising our heads from the rigid blue-ray screen, we are not alone.
Facing the same behemoth of indignance and indifference, we are a team. Bonded by
empathy and humanity, we are all being supported and acknowledged.

No one would expect that the two words can be acetylcysteine to themselves, I guess.

This inspired me — is it that laborious to struggle from the water? Or perhaps we might have
omitted something that has always been close to us.

The contemporary society, its insecurity and emptiness, has barricaded us from others. What
we need is our void to be fulfilled, but how? A praise is enough. It shatters the barrier,
knitting us together in the fabric of community. One act of benevolence, just one encouraging
remark can deliver our neighbours out of their deadly despair, and bring us in unison.

Start a nice day by greeting your neighbours, give hugs to those beloved, encourage
yourself more. The driving force of a “thank you”  may save someone from drowning in the



sea of alienation. Alas, everything is being done piecemeal. One may be trivial. What about
7.9 billion of us?

It's strenuous to fight this uphill battle. It takes a long time to learn swimming again. Sooner
or later, we will meet, noticing we are not forlorn.


