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A Week to Suffer

             It all started on a Sunday morning, when my family sat at the table and everybody served themselves two pancakes. Then when we were enjoying our breakfast, my mother broke out the bad news, “Grandpa is very sick, so I will have to leave to Korea,” she began. “Since I don’t want you to miss school, I have decided to take Yusuf, because Yusuf is too small to be left with his father,” my mother said in a soft tone, wishing she didn’t have to leave us. I thought this was so unfair. I felt angry and jealous that my brother would be the only one who would go to Korea with my mom and meet our family there.

            I was dreaming right? I kept trying to convince myself.  Throughout the week I prayed that Thursday wouldn’t come. But it did, unfortunately.  My mother and brother would leave during the day and we wouldn’t see them in the afternoon and that’s what I was unhappy about - first of all, I wanted to go with my mother to Korea and second of all, I wouldn’t be able to take her to the airport and give our good byes.

            Once I entered my class on that day, my face boiled with anger once I thought about my mother leaving. I felt like dragging my mother out of Korea and force her to stay with us. During the recess, I sat down on the bench and closed my eyes and tried to think why my mom has to take only my brother with her.  My brother is only five years old and he needs the care of a mother all the time.  For instance, he would not sleep and cry at night if he knows his mom is not in the house.  However, my sister and I are about old enough to take care of ourselves and stay with our father for ten days.   It was about time I had to be more understanding and think on the bright side. My mom will come back after ten days. I decided to show little patience and do my best to be positive. It isn’t that bad I thought. I shouldn’t be thinking that negative, my mom was counting on me. As I thought about it, I wanted to make my mom proud that I was able to manage my responsibilities. I made a to do list about what to do each day, such as  helping my father doing house work, checking my sister’s homework, and packing lunch for school. For ten days, I did my best to accomplish my responsibilities.

            Finally, when my mother came back, I showed how much I appreciated her and missed her through warm hugs and kisses. During my mom’s absence, I had a chance to spend more time with my father and felt his love toward us. Also I realized that life is very hard without a mother in the family.  From this experience, I learned that patience doesn’t come from waiting it comes from understanding.
