Thankfulness is not something you have, it’s something you give. I’m thankful for my dad. He works so hard every day I can see the sticky sweat running down his chin. Every day he wakes up early to go to work, eyes barely open—but he doesn’t want to. Every night he comes back, tired—he doesn’t get to eat dinner with anyone but himself. Every day at work he get annoyed but he doesn’t show it. He keeps it inside, afraid that any moment it everything will burst out. Every day he has to go through things he doesn’t want to. But still he bites his lip, grits his teeth, and moves on. Many people take their parent for granted, thinking “It’s what their supposed to do.” Many people have parents who beat their children until they have bright-purple bruises on their faces. Many people have parents who give them no clothes to put on their red, sore backs. My parents don’t do that—and that’s what I’m thankful for. Many people are thankful for their parent’s only because they give them nice toys to play with or fancy clothes to wear. Lots of people don’t thank their parents for being there for them. Lots of people get mad at their parents and talk back and shout so loud, the neighbors have to shut their windows and doors, just because they don’t get what they want. Even if your parents make strict rules, shout at you or make you do things you don’t want to do, you have to remember they might have been under strict rules by their parents or got yelled at by their boss. And the one thing you must remember is that, even if they seem like their hearts are full of darkness, deep inside you are in the center of their hearts. Nobody is perfect and you make mistakes too but you just have to learn from yourself and your parents. So to all the people who don’t appreciate their parents, they’ve cared for you, now you have to care for them.
