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Expression  



This has been a really harrowing week for me!!! 
  
On Thursday evening, I was about to teach a student (private tuition), Damien Lim...very 
quiet, very slow to respond (but by no means unintelligent!!)...he just doesn't like English, 
and therefore works as slowly as a snail calmly wending its way across a football field, a 
very calm snail, serene, full of the peace that can only come with the illusion of not having to 
try hard at anything. It’s a 1 1/2h lesson, but it feels like 2h, or more, every time. (Is it 
possible to train a snail to move faster?)  
  
The lesson has just started...Ruth texts me and tells me the Law grad school application 
results are out on email, and that she's got a place. Have I got a place, she asks.  
  
I go into a state of panic, shock, fear, impatience and terror...I can actually hear my heart 
beat. The news is literally, a shock to the heart. I couldn't eat, sleep, run, swim or do 
anything, for the past week! Now this! 
  
I congratulate Ruth on sms with plenty of enthusiasm for her, (and plenty of fear for me), and 
I tell her she's made me a wreck, because I am teaching!!! Email is nowhere to be found.  
  
I want to go home and check my email. NOW. 
  
But Damien the snail is still in hard training, making his way across the giant football 
field. Anyway, despite my disordered heart, I do my professional duty as best as I can! I 
teach Damien, I train him for that eternity! I even make him laugh! I am able to crack jokes! It 
is bizarre. My heart is beating all the time. I hear it.  
  
At the end of the lesson, I go home (taxi, not the bus). I get to my desk, and I realise I can't 
check my email! I can't! Why can't I?! So, in front of my computer, I pray first. (Everyone, if 
you can't check email, pray first.) This is no ordinary prayer, it is the prayer of the stressed 
out and desperate. It is the desperate who pray the hardest. (The beautiful, lucky, blessed, 
happy - these mostly have nice chats with God. They have the liberty to exchange 
pleasantries with him. Talk about the rain, the weather, on the bus, in the car. That kind of 
thing.)  
  
I tell God, "You perform miracles for the poor, don't you? Right now, I am poor. Please help 
me." (This is not original, by the way, it's inspired by an incident in Graham Green's "The 
End of the Affair"). In desperate times, you actually believe that God has the power to 
change decisions that have already been made...as long as you haven't seen/don't know 
what those decisions are! The desperate have no recourse but faith. Seriously. It is their one 
privilege. They know it best. The rich, lucky, blessed, they need less faith. 
  
I pray (10 minutes). 
  
I click on the email (1 second). 
  
You know, there are some seconds that contain an eternity. This was one of 
those. Everything can be decided, created or destroyed in a second. If the Bible wrote that 
God created the world not in 6 days, but one second, I can believe it. It's more realistic.  
  
The screen flashed. And there was the letter. Of acceptance.  
  
Even then, I can't believe God. Not really. I have to read it about 3 times before I vaguely 
believe it.  
  
I even send it to my mum to read it, so that she can tell me if it’s real. 



  
This wonderful outcome took 5 months gestation - thinking, reading, talking to others, talking 
to myself, considering, work, writing, worry, stress, tests, introspection, interviews, reading 
some more, swimming, running, praying. All those laps I swam, thinking about this. This, and 
of course, the divorce is ongoing at the same time! But Law school is definitely the more 
frightening - divorce is closure, law school is the door to a world of possibilities. Which is 
more terrible? 
  
This whole Law thing was started by my dad who casually mentioned one late morning, "Ei, I 
tell you ah, why don't you apply for law school, ah? Nowadays, many people go back to 
school..." How long did it take him to think/say it? It was so casual, so inconsequential. In 
any case, it planted a seed! (The plant is rather nice now, but the seed kept growing and 
growing and growing into a real big plant that was becoming frighteningly large, and hard to 
handle at times. It really scared me at times! I had to keep watering it!) 
  
Maybe you think the above is silly. It is. I am also laughing at myself writing it. :-) All this fuss, 
exaggeration and hyperbole over nothing!  
  
But it’s also very human, and desperately desperate. Especially when you want something 
so much. 
  
With a divorce, not much money, (since I quit my job to join my husband overseas), I was 
faced with an emptiness. I find emptiness the hardest thing to deal with. At times, I felt 
really poor in every sense of the word. And yet, so grateful, for the little blessings I have. 
Sport, family, and friends who were there to help me. Those swimming laps ...the discipline 
of sport, I will never forget. 
  
A part of me hopes to always remember these rather tough times (currently still tough, but a 
little less so), to always remind myself of where I came from - there is nothing shameful in 
humble origins - and therefore, what I must become, in times to come. With God's blessing. 
   
  
So there you have it. That was how I found out about my acceptance into Law school.  
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