A Moment of Realization

I major in Chinese literature and minor in English.  In principle, I have the right to take any course I want from the English dept..  However, as a non-major, I am usually not given priority in the course registration system.  If I want to take a course from the English dept., the only thing I can do is to request permission from the instructor.  That’s why during the drop-add period of every semester, I am quite nervous and anxious. To be honest, the process really torments me, and unfortunately, I have not always been lucky. 
During the past three years, I have been rejected many times and I am beginning to feel a great sense of shame about it.  Of course I am upset, but there is not much I can do.  I just have to live with my bad luck.  As a senior now, this is my last year and my last chance to fulfill my graduation requirement.  I still have one more required course to take.  If I don’t take it in time, it means all my previous efforts would go to waste.  As the new semester approached, the familiar feeling of uncertainty haunted me as I thought over my choices.
There were three English classes offered on the same afternoon of my choice.  I read all three syllabi and found one course that I was really interested in.  So I decided to try my luck at it.  That day I went to the classroom early.  There were obviously a bunch of students who were like me, waiting for their chances to get into the course.  The teacher was an awesome woman who started the class by saying: “This course is full.  If your name is not on the list, please leave.”  Some students got up and left.  I was daunted by the situation.  I did not want to give up because this was my right and my last chance.  In order to demonstrate my sincerity, I mustered enough courage to approach her and explain my situation.
The teacher replied: “Sorry, the course takes in only twenty students!”  I was saddened by the rejection, but there was nothing to do but to return to my seat.  I really want to learn but the system has time and again deprived me of opportunities to learn.  Still, I was not about to give up.  I must try again.  I raised my hand and asked the teacher again whether I can take the course or not.
The teacher asked: “How do you think of your English level?”  I didn’t think I was very good in English, but I had to demonstrate my sincerity.  “I will work harder,” I answered.  The teacher didn’t say anything but smiled and came toward me.  My heart danced with joy when she handed me the code card for registering for the course.  Yes, I got in!
I had almost lost all hope in this registration system.  But if I had gone out of the classroom with all the other disappointed students, I wouldn’t have the chance to communicate with the teacher.  And if I didn’t state clear my predicament, the teacher wouldn’t understand my desperate need for and keen interest in the course.  I was right to persist in what I wanted.
The experience inspired me.  I used to be quite timid and would just cry over my disappointment and frustration without doing anything.  Now I realized that insistence on the right thing is the best strategy.  For I may not only get what I want, but also empower myself in the process.
