A moment of realization
I was born to a labor family. Producing and selling paper money for the dead is the way we struggle to live in the jungle of civilization. My father owned a shabby factory built with sheet iron that trembles when the wind roars. When I was big enough to join the production line consisting of all of my family members, I learned to face the rumbling machine and robot-like motions after finishing homework. I was nine years old, then.
 “Good grades are not enough to get you the chance to get out of this kind of life,” my mom used to tell me. Mom had suffered serious injury from exhausting work before. Not wanting her children to walk the same road, she instilled in us the belief that studying is priority. Her words would echo in my mind constantly to remind me to keep studying. There was one period of time when I experienced an addiction to reading extracurricular books such as One Hundred Years of Solitude, Jane Eyre and so on. Mom was worried that I would pay less attention to my schoolwork and get bad grades; so she put restrictions on what I could read. I had to resort to reading those novels in secrecy so as not to worry my parents. 

If my parents sowed the seeds of valuing education in my heart, then my teachers helped the seeds sprout and rot deeply. They always tell me, “Jostle for honors and don’t mess up on the tests, because if you do, you won’t be able to enter the distinguished senior high schools and universities, and you will die poor and lonely.” Therefore, I studied as hard as I could, because I know how hard it is sweating in the factory earning little money.  I want to offer my parents a comfortable living. And I got lots of commendations. In my teachers’ eyes, I am a silent child, a good student, a loyal disciple on her way to getting a stable job which would guarantee my family a good life.

All seemed to be well until one day.  I was browsing through a bookstore and was captivated by a picture in a travel magazine. It was a simple photo with a slogan “No one will get hurt because of dreams.” In that photo, a girl, with a bulging backpack, stands tall and still in a grassland which stretches far beyond the horizon under the transparently blue sky. I do not recall her face much but her splendid smile was so radiant in the enchanting sunshine that I stood staring into her smile, speechless.  At that moment, my heart screamed in pure silence: what is my dream?
 I used to blame my mom for installing the idea in me that money isn’t everything but without money you are nothing. I used to curse the school that beat into my head the idea that if I don’t well on exams, I will die poor and lonely. I hated the education system that turned me into a test machine, and I pitied myself for living in this kind of a world. But now, looking upon the girl’s smile, I suddenly realized: I could only blame others for the pressure they put on me, but I was the one to blame for not having and holding on to my own dream. Without a strong will, I had surrendered to the fear of being poor, being laughed at, and being alone. 
So, now I have great admiration for those who dare to go against the mainstream culture as they fulfill their dreams.  I myself also try not to be the society’s fool again.  I look into other options and try to gather different opinions. That’s my only salvation. I may not be able to change the environment much, but I can certainly change the way I look upon the world and live my life differently.
