Living My Own Life
Rick was an average high school student.  He kept short hair, wore a pair of thick-lens glasses and had milky skin color which said much about his scarcity of conducting outdoor activities.  As a school boy, he could not be more ordinary, nor could his parents.  His father, as the head of a local post office, was a man of no conspicuous emotions.  All he did to express his feelings was nodding, shaking his head, or simply saying single-word sentences such as “Okay” “Fine” or “Good.”  And his mother, who cared a lot about Rick’s schoolwork, was a math teacher in Rick’s high school.  She was a busy woman who often worked overtime on weekends.  Rick was one of the top-ranked students of his age, and was often praised by his teachers.  Nearly no record of demerit could be seen in his study history.  Everyone, including his classmates, teachers, friends, even relatives believed that he would make his way to a promising future.  

At home, Rick behaved as a normal child, who buried himself in textbooks after dinner and dug into bed when the clock struck ten.  The only chance he could be face-to-face with his parents was at the dinner table.  In other words, home to Rick was no more than a wooden dinner table and his cozy little bedroom.  Rick seldom told his parents what he had in mind or how he had been doing, but his parents thought they knew – through his school report cards. 
In school, Rick did splendid work on exams; his talent in drama and music also met with unanimous applause.  He worked hard in the school drama club and won quite a few prizes in competitions.  Maybe it was only in the clubs could he find himself alive.  He could act, speak and enjoy the temporary liberation of his body and mind.  By acting on stage and receiving cheers from the audience, he breathed the air that he couldn’t at home.  He enjoyed the sense of freedom in playing drama, and he thought he would be successful in doing performance arts when he grew up.  “How great it would be if I could share my performance with mom and dad!” he thought.  But his parents had a different notion of “being successful.”  They only cared about how well he did in school and how early he came home for dinner.  Extra-curricular activities did not appeal to them very much.  They used to think that those who had anything to do with drama were not capable people, at least not top-ranked students.  As a result, Rick lived a double life, one being active and lively in school, and the other being quiet, mild even dumb back home.

High school days were finally over.  It was time for students to apply for admission into universities.  Being a science major in high school, Rick ought to go for the sciences.  But he didn’t.  Instead, he sent out his application to the department of drama and theater of an art school.  He wanted to be himself, and that did not include living up to his parents’ expectations at the expense of his own dreams.
Rick rushed home with full confidence and was eager to tell mom and dad about his plan.  He could feel his feet lighter than ever as if they were given pairs of wings. His delight also rose with the speeding heartbeat.  He began to imagine how well he persuaded his parents, and how glad and cheerful they were going to be.  “Good luck, son!” “Mom is very proud of you!” “Go ahead! Enjoy your life!”  Voices of joy seemed to buzz in his ears…
“No!”  Rick’s mother rebuked him with rage.  Rick was stunned.  Seconds later, his mother raised her hand and pressed hard against her eyes, stopping the tears from dropping.  “You don’t understand…”  His mom spoke weakly with a lump in her throat.  As Rick was about to say something, his father came over to find out what had happened.  “Dad, please! Just give me this one chance.”  His father’s face turned red and stiff, and he suddenly became speechless.  Rick had never seen his father like that.  In fact, as Rick could recall, his father never showed his emotions so affectively.  Rick was bushed, seeing an old man he used to respect suddenly turned into someone he hardly knew.  He discerned his own overwhelming sense of guilt: What have I done that hurt my dearest mom and dad so much?  Father’s lips trembled, “Drama will grant you no future.”      
For a second Rick balked at what his father said.  He understood clearly why his parents reacted so strongly, but he also knew he could not deny himself that one chance to be himself.  
Rick got admitted to an art school and majored in drama and theater.  He attained fame as he had done in high school, except a much bigger one in college.  Due to his devotion and strong interest in stage performance, he later became a renowned artist and teacher.  It was his determination that gave himself this opportunity to prove that drama could be very desirable.  Drama did bring Rick an excellent future, and he was by no means an ordinary school boy anymore.
