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The First Time I Read My Own Writing Aloud

In the class meeting of the first week of the new term, the teacher asked me to
read aloud a composition I had written myself. It was the first time I ever read my
own writing aloud, and what I read was even an embarrassing story. The whole class

laughed themselves silly, and yet I did not want to hide at all.

The story happened on August the fifteenth. Both my parents were at work, my
sister was at a summer camp, and I was alone at home. At noon I decided to fry eggs
by myself, thinking of giving a surprise to the people coming home. I set the pan on
the fire and poured in oil. I had heard elders say the oil must be hot before the egg
goes in, so I waited foolishly. Only when the oil began to smoke did I crack the egg
in. There was a hiss, and drops of hot oil jumped onto the back of my hand. I jumped
backward in fright, and the egg set its shape in the pan. In a panic I tried to scoop
it up and broke it in half; I tried to turn off the fire and twisted the knob the
wrong way, so the smoke in the pan grew thicker. In the end the plate held two things

with scorched black edges and still runny centers. I ate them anyway, and the bitter
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taste stuck at the root of my tongue. I washed the plate, and I even secretly
scrubbed off the black residue on the bottom of the pan.

I wrote the whole process into a composition, from the smoking oil to the bitter
taste, and I even wrote the moment I jumped up. When I finished I read it through

myself, and the first one to laugh out loud was me.

On the day of the reading, when I reached the part about the oil drops jumping
onto the back of my hand and me jumping backward, the class was already giggling;
when I reached the scorched black edges and the runny centers, the whole class
collapsed laughing onto their desks. The teacher waited for us to quiet down and
said: you laugh because it is written truly, and true things are exactly like this. 1

stood at the edge of the platform, my ears burning, but my heart steady.

Before, I liked to invent in my compositions, inventing helping others and
delivering umbrellas in the rain, and the teacher marked two words on them: not real.
I did not believe the invented things myself; how could others believe them. This
time I wrote about the eggs I burned myself, and the whole class believed it, because

that bitter taste was something the root of my tongue had truly memorized.

The greatest lesson this summer gave me is this: writing what you really did
works better than inventing ten thousand stories. Embarrassing stories are not scary;
they are treasures I have saved up. For the new term I plan to write more true
stories like this, about things I ruined, broke, and laughed at myself about. Being

real is the hardest writing skill I learned this holiday.
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