The Proof
My dad can be a jerk.  He’s mostly selfish, arrogant, and, in some instances, narcissistic.  He’s constantly pestering me about my school work.  “To get into Kenyon means you have to sacrifice spending time with your friends and work your ass off” is one of his favorite lines.


“But I don’t want to go to Kenyon!” I always respond.


“Who doesn’t want to go to Kenyon?” he asks, as if anyone who doesn’t want to go to Kenyon needs to have a good, long afternoon of shock therapy.


My father is never home, and when he is home, he expects me to be studying until I go insane.  Nothing ever seems to be good enough for him.


“Straight B’s mean ‘Better do better or don’t come home!’” he says whenever I come home with an eighty-eight on a test rather than a ninety-eight


He thinks he’s always right, and it doesn’t help his immense ego that he always is.  During the 2000 elections, he predicted that Bush would win both Florida and the election; we all know what happened.  Don’t ask me how he knows.  It’s like he’s a damn psychic, and it’s so annoying when he’s right.


“This year will just be like last year,” he predicted on the first day of my sophomore year.  “Straight B’s.”  


Of course, I got straight B’s last year, and he predicted the same thing would happen this year.


For my first Chemistry test, I stayed up until twelve o’clock the night before studying for it.  I was determined to prove him wrong; I got a ninety-seven on the test.  I was so happy and triumphant, I slammed the test down on the table when he got home that night, my face glowing with a smirk that I couldn’t hide no matter how hard I tried.


“That’s great,” he’d said.  “But one test proves nothing.  The proof is in the pudding.”


My smirk vanished as if it had been wiped from my face when he said this.  


Every day for the next three weeks after that chemistry test I stayed after school for extra help; I was determined to get straight A’s.  For three weeks I didn’t get any sleep; I was too busy finishing papers and homework and studying for tests and SAT’s.  My friends all thought I was nuts to be studying for them so early.


“When I was in high school, I started studying for the SAT’s in the spring of my sophomore year,” my dad said when I told him what my friends thought.  “In high school, I was in the A-course, and I took three languages: German, Latin, and French.”


I couldn’t fit two other languages into my schedule, and it was already the third day of my junior year, so I figured I should at least start studying for the SAT’s. 


Unfortunately, this is easier said than done.  I have ADD (Attention Deficit Disorder) and it’s unbelievably difficult for me to sit down and study. 


“When I was a kid, I had a textbook case of severe ADHD,” my father said when he caught me reading something on Wikipedia rather than doing my work.  “People thought I was retarded because I could never pay attention in class.  But you know what I did?”


“No, Dad.  What did you do?” I sighed in a mock-excited voice.


“I channeled my energies into working hard so I could prove those people wrong.  Your ADD is nothing compared to what I have.”


This statement was nothing new.  He had been saying the same thing since I was a kindergartner, but every time he says it, it makes my blood boil.  I was so angry at him for saying this, and for questioning my hours upon hours of hard studying, that I sat down and looked over my SAT words for a whole five hours, just to prove that I could do it. 


When my quarter grades came in, I had an A in Chemistry, Wellness, Advanced Verbal Skills, US History, and Spanish, a B+ in English, and a B in Algebra 2; five A’s, a B+, and a B.


“How can you have a B and a B+ when I’ve seen you studying every night so far!?” my father exclaimed, completely disregarding the five A’s.  “What were you doing the whole time, reading about bullshit like Star Drek!?” (Star Drek is his cute little nickname for Star Trek, which for some reason, he seems to think I have an avid love for, despite the fact I hate the damn show).


I was so enraged that he’d said this that something snapped in me.  I gathered myself and returned to normal, but his insult played over and over my head.  After that, every time I was tempted to relax and watch a little TV, that insult would roar in my head and I’d sit down and study my SAT words.  And each time I’d start studying, I’d think, how dare he insult and downgrade how hard I’ve worked!  How dare he consider five A’s to be mediocre! 

My father may be a jerk.  And it may be that I hear his insults more often than I do his I-love-you’s, but I am determined to prove him wrong.  Even if, as I suspect, it makes him right all along.
