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The Thin Line Between the Exam Room and Myself

The moment the midterm exam schedule was posted, the hallway seemed to tighten. I
stood before the board, staring at the schedule, feeling a mix of anticipation and
uneasiness. Exams are not just tests—they expose us to ourselves under a bright

light, leaving no room to hide.

Back home, I laid my books on the desk but didn’ t open them right away.
Reviewing requires a steady breath as much as courage. That night, I began with my
weakest subject, reorganizing every concept. Many things looked familiar, yet small
details kept slipping away, making me realize that what I thought I had mastered was

merely surface understanding.

Reviewing wasn’ t easy. The more problems I worked through, the more tired I
became, but I pushed myself to continue. Every night, I wrote one sentence in my

notebook: “You’ re tired today, but you’ re clearer than yesterday.”

Walking into the exam room, my heartbeat was faster than usual. When the test
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paper landed on the desk, I tried to steady my breathing. Reading, writing, pausing,
continuing—it all felt like a battle with myself. The difficult questions made my
palms sweat, but I resisted the urge to skip them. Even if my answers weren’ t

perfect, the courage not to back down made me quietly proud.

When the exam finally ended, I felt a string loosen inside me. Outside, the
sunlight felt warm, and for the first time in weeks, I breathed easily. Despite the
exhaustion, the experience showed me something important: tension isn’ t

scary—avoiding it is. Persistence really does make a person stronger.

The score matters, of course, but the insight from this midterm matters more. I
now understand that learning isn’ t for a single test; it’ s for becoming the person
I hope to be. There will be many exams in the future, but I won’ t fear them the way

T used to. As long as I’ m willing to try, every beginning is a chance to grow.
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