A Moment of Realization
When I was in elementary school, I did not like to study at all.  All I did was to fool around with my friends after school.  We played basketball a lot but my favorite was video games.  I spent all my allowances on the video games in the neighborhood grocery store, and when the money was gone, I would go to my friends’ house to play for free.
Fortunately, this kind of indulgent life did not last very long because I met a teacher who rescued me from this condition.  He was a young teacher who just graduated from Normal University and had an ambition to create a class that would have the highest average grades in our school.  He started by giving us a lot of homework.  The workload was so high that I had to stay up all night and could barely finish all the work by the next morning.  The demands of my teacher forced me to train myself to speed up my work tempo.  And as I gradually became a hard-working student, my playfulness also went away little by little.

 My teacher believed in the importance of getting good grades and devised some ingenious ways to push us.  One day, he came up with an idea that would divide our class into two groups: those who did well on tests, and those who did not.  I was usually assigned to the latter and felt quite ashamed.  I did not want to be looked down upon as a bad or useless student.  Worse, my teacher not only publicly and severely punished those who failed on the exams, but also gave extra homework to those with bad grades.  As my poor performance was made public through these acts in the last two years in elementary school, I felt disgraced and without any dignity as I struggled to stay afloat in school. 
After entering junior high school, I made up my mind to study hard to prove to everyone and to myself that I had the ability to perform well.  I bought lots of reference books and study them diligently.  I devoted all my leisure time to memorizing vocabulary items.  I even read books when having meals and memorized important points when going to the toilet.  On weekends, I traveled all the way across town to the library to study; I was envious of those who were enjoying shopping.  Though I felt exhausted from too much studying, I still persisted in bettering my grades with perseverance.  I put up short encouraging sentences on my bookcase to remind myself to work hard.  I asked so many follow-up questions in and out of class that my teachers felt I was a trouble student.  Though I still failed in some tests and met plenty of frustration, my confidence and self-esteem were growing with all the other tests that I did well on.  Finally, nearing the end of my senior year, I ranked third in my class.

As I stepped on stage to receive the prize, I felt strange.  I should be feeling excited and happy because I had waited for this moment for such a long time.  Nevertheless, I found my legs were trembling beyond control.  I felt like tens of thousands of eyes were staring at me and I wanted to escape.  I suddenly realized that I had received so much humiliation and punishment in front of the class in the previous years that now any public appearance immediately brought up a profound sense of fear.  
I had thought that my elementary school teacher had saved me from a wasteful life.  Maybe he did.  But in that process, he also killed the playful and spontaneous part of me and left me in a deeply entrenched timidity that may have marred me for life.

