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The Summer I Managed Myself

The day before my parents left for their business trips, they asked me one more
time whether I could take care of myself. I answered yes with my chest puffed out.
They would be away for fifty days in all, and before leaving they packed the fridge
full of food. That summer I would truly be in charge of myself: twenty days for the
homework first, ten days for previewing the new physics course, and the last week

free. 1 wrote these three stages on the fridge door with a whiteboard marker.

The first twenty days went well. I did two pages of homework every morning and
spent afternoons at the reading corner of our community. The lady who looked after
the reading corner knew me by sight and kept the seat by the window for me. The
preview stage is where things went wrong. Physics looked like a foreign language to
me, and after three days I stopped understanding and my mind began to wander. On the
fourth day I opened the computer to watch an explanation video, and when I looked up
it was five in the afternoon. That whole week I finished no chapter, while my game

level went up by two.
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That night I wrote a long message to my mother and admitted everything from that
week. After a while she replied with one line: do not blame yourself, work out what
to do next. I stared at that line for a long time, put my phone face down on the

table, and felt for the first time that admitting a mistake was not so hard.

I wiped the three stages off the fridge door and rewrote them. Physics study time
changed from a whole afternoon to forty minutes every morning, and the computer could
only be opened after those forty minutes were done; anything I did not understand I
marked, and at nine in the morning I sent it to the physics study group to ask. The
next morning I sent out my first question. A classmate answered with a voice message,
and I understood it on the spot. After that the questions in the group grew more and

more, and I was not the only one who did not understand.

When my parents came back, [ had gone through two chapters of the preview, and
the games had been untouched for two weeks. My father looked at the fridge door and
joked that this sheet had been rewritten more times than the housework roster. Faint
marker traces that never wiped off completely stayed on the fridge door, line after

line, like the scratches of that summer.

That summer I learned one thing. Self-management is not about nobody watching; it
is about keeping the promise you made to yourself. When the promise is broken, do not

pretend nothing happened and do not run away. Wipe the board clean and start again.
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