A moment of realization

It was a dry cold morning when I got my Ability Exam transcripts. Though I had already known that I didn’t do a good job on the exam, I still expected a miracle.

As the teacher called my name, I stood up trembling. I looked at my transcript, no miracle happened. I burst into tears and couldn’t stop. I called my parents and told them the score. My father answered the phone and he just said “Alright.” My mom picked me up after school. She said nothing on the way home, neither did I. However, I knew that she must be so disappointed with my terrible score. 

Three years before, I didn’t do well on the Basic Comprehension Test so I entered a not-so-well-ranked high school. My mom was very angry with the result: “Now that you entered a bad high school, you’ll enter a bad college, and you won’t be able to get a job in the end!” Her words really scared me. I studied harder than in junior high during high school in order to get into a prestigious college, at least to make my mom marvel at my progress. I was pretty hard-working at my studies and became one of the top-ranked students at school. When I heard my mom say “Good work,” it was pure joy to me.  I was sure I had redeemed myself in front of her.  But now, I screwed up again this time.
It was clear that it would not be easy to rise up from the ashes this time. I decided to study harder than before and stayed in school to study even on weekends. But my mom had little faith in me.  She indicated that I had already been studying at school from day to night everyday except weekends, and it didn’t seem to do any good for my exam results. I felt half angry and half ashamed, but I said nothing because what she said was true.  In the meantime, I decided to try the channel of recommendation and application for admission into college. Although I didn’t get any positive results for weeks, I didn’t feel too bad for I was more focused on taking the Exam.

 One day, the school office announced that a girl from class 2 got admission to a prestigious university by application. It struck me that the girl’s score was much lower than mine. If I had applied to that university earlier, I could have escaped the misery and exhaustion now. I sort of complained about it to my mom. To my surprise, she became very angry. She said it was because I did not study hard enough that I got a bad score on the exam in the first place, and that I would have to spend 4 more months preparing for the Appointment Exam no matter what. She thought I deserved it all. As her temper rose, she kept criticizing me for other things unrelated to exams and I felt more and more hopeless.

 It was the worst period of time in my 18 years life so far. I loved my mom, I had no idea why she treated me like this. Was it because of my bad performance on exams? Everyday I studied sadly at school, and cried before going to bed. I couldn’t have been more miserable.  
Summer vacation was coming and my family decided to take a trip to Japan. As the family talked over the plan excitedly in my presence, my mom asked my dad in a sarcastic tone whether they should let me go to Japan with them. I knew what she was trying to do, and I felt like an outcast from the family. I said in a shivering voice that if no one wanted me to go, I’d stay. Then I burst out crying. 

The next morning as I got up, I found a letter left on my slippers outside the door.  It was from my mom.
 “I love you a lot, all the things I did were to urge you to study harder and not to care about whether other guys were more lucky than you or not. Maybe some of my moves were too harsh on you, I apologize. I think you deserve to get a better score and to enter a better college.  And it’s not for me or your dad, but for yourself.” 

 My mom had never been known as a letter-writer, so I knew how hard it was for her to pick up a pen and write something in her busy daily schedule. She must have loved me well enough to make the effort.  Tears rolled down my cheeks and the wall between us came down that day. 
I continued to work hard until the admission letter came from NCU.  Though I am still a little timid when speaking to my mom, I know she cares about me and I have always have her support when I need it.
