A Moment of Realization 
At home, she is the master; she rules. She controls each TV channel we watch. She reads every one of our letters before we do. She demands we do what she tells us to do.
At work, she is principal; she manages the school. She holds conferences. She deals with teachers, students, and parents. She reads through documents. She makes decisions.
She is my mother, my inspirer, my mentor.  She is never afraid of being different and she never hesitates to express her opinions.  Her voice is loud and clear. Decisive as she is, she never wastes time hesitating.  As a determined person, she sets off for her goal the moment she decides.  She liked teaching, and now she became the principal of a school.  She pursues perfection, demanding high standards whether from herself or others.  Though I ranked first in class, she still wasn’t satisfied and always pointed to the things I didn’t do well on.  Scarcely does she show any approval.  Seldom does she show tenderness.  Her excellence outshines me, making me become a shadow.  To me, she is extraordinarily strong.  Emotional is not a word used to describe her.  She is a superwoman; no, a superman.
I have never seen my mother cry in public, and never have I expected I would.

It was Valentine’s Day. Surrounded by crowds of young couples, standing in line, I felt awkward. I was regretful: I shouldn’t have come. Keeping distance from my parents, I was afraid of running into someone I knew. How come a college student would go to a movie with her parents? I must have been crazy to give in. 
Hurrying to my seat, I avoided making eye contact with anyone. I wished the movie would be over soon so I could get out of this hell immediately. Fortunately, the lights dimmed, and the movie began. It was about a seemingly happy and perfect couple. They were tired of the regular life in the subs and decided to move to Paris. All seemed wonderful until the protagonist’s pregnancy led to her death.
 Before killing herself, the leading character appeared to her husband as if nothing had happened.  Though the movie had not ended yet, I felt the young lovers around us bustling impatiently.  Surprisingly, I also heard someone sniffing.  Looking around, I found it was my mother sitting next to me.  The movie ended, music flowing in the air.  Light came back again.  All the young lovers stood up immediately, in front of us they passed without a glance.  “What a boring movie! I can’t believe I spent money on it.”  “Yeah, it was so dull that I nearly fell asleep.” Laughing, fussing, complaining, they strode away.  Silence filled the theater again. Sitting there, watching my mother, I didn’t know what to say.

I remembered mom used to say she could have gone to college if she had been a man.  Instead, she became a teacher.  She gave up studying for what she was: a woman.  She gave up her freedom for what she had: work and family.  Now I knew why she could succeed every time she decided what she wanted.  Her eagerness for studying, her desire to prove herself, became the strongest power.  

I’ve never regarded my mom as an ordinary woman.  To me, she is more like a man who seldom cooks, shows tenderness or emotions.  I’ve never seen her up so close, so normal.  She was no longer the superman.  She was a person, a woman.  At the moment, I realized I didn’t understand my mother at all. 
