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A Moment of Realization
My uncle was a role model for me in all respects.  He was an outstanding student in school and a prominent businessman in life.  And of course, he truly made a lot of money.  My parents may have similar hopes for me, but I made up my mind to be as successful as my uncle a long time ago.  So I spent most of my time on schoolwork and took everything seriously, especially when it came to “grades.”  I thought that was what life was all about. 

Perhaps I spent too much time studying than playing with other kids, I didn’t have many friends.  Nevertheless, I’ve always been the apple of my teachers’ eye.  Most teachers liked me for I was so earnest and diligent.  I participated in many contests inside and outside school, out-performing lots of competitors, and always brought back the championship to make my teachers feel proud. 

Outstanding as I was, I constantly felt empty and lonely.  I usually confided in my mother since I had no bosom friends to pour my heart out.  Sure, I would dine out or go shopping with my classmates every now and then, but deep in my heart, I didn’t consider them as real friends.  They were just some temporary pals in school.  Or to put it more precisely, they were rivals in my academic pursuit.  I must compete with them and get the upper hand so as to come out on top.  As I went up stage to receive prizes from the principal, I felt elated that I got a bit closer to my aim.  Until one day…
I was doing my homework as usual that day.  Warm winds whispered past my sleepy face, softly and gently, making me feeling sleepy. Time seemed to be stopping.  Suddenly, the phone rang.  “Put your clothes on right away.  And I’ll pick you up in five minutes,” said my dad.  He didn’t say anything more, but I knew something bad had happened.  To my amazement, dad drove us to the funeral parlor.  What was happening?  Who had died?

As I entered the place, my mind went blank.  I dreaded moving forward, for whoever it was, I did not want to know.  It was quiet everywhere except for our footsteps, and each step weighed a thousand tons.  The white ceramic tiled floor was so bright under the fluorescent light that it hurt my eyes.  The room was lined on both sides with freezer drawers down to the end, shrouded in a deep and dead silence.  The undertaker stopped in front of one of the freezer drawers and signaled for us to get closer.  My heart skipped a beat as he pulled out the drawer, and a sudden chill ran through my body as I recognized my uncle’s face, all peaceful and tranquil.  A feeling of dizziness and disgust overwhelmed me as I froze on the spot. 

Later, I was told that my uncle had died in a car accident.  For all I know, he had proceeded smoothly without a hitch from his childhood all the way to his now successful career.  He once told me that he worked at a pace that knew no hours and no limits so that now his many accomplishments finally gave him the feeling that everything was under control.  Yet, lying motionless in a freezer drawer, he seemed so powerless.  

Was this what I wanted too?  I wondered, standing there in the face of death.  Like my uncle, I had also devoted all my time to studying hard, to the extent that I lost contact with the other parts of life.  I had no friends, and nothing to share with anybody.  What if I died an accidental death without reaching my goal?  What was my life worth?
I was a new person since that day.  Time became precious to me, time to be spent on doing something truly delightful, something that has time limits, and something that would infuse some meaning into my life.  I began to devote more time to the dreams I desire, to caring for the people I love, to creating something that gives me a sense of purpose.  I am sure my uncle is happy to see that his niece is not following in his footsteps.
