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MY URP
My URP is between me and my mother and it is always characterized by conflicts regarding problems back at home and my educational efforts.
NARRATIVE
My mother is a remarkable woman. I would love her any day, every day. She is the best figure I would want my kids to see. However, now that she has finished bringing me up, she has to take care of my daughter and son. She is old and even though she has no signs exiting this world soon, I feel like she complains a lot.
a. (when, where, how and with whom)
 My URP has been in existence for a long time. Since I came to the United States, I have been trying my best not to disappoint my mother or even the whole family. I can only do this by ensuring I record noteworthy grades and show commitment. Sporadically, when my mom is not at the grocery store, she calls me “just” to check up on me. When I call her, the conversation does not take the normal pattern of greetings but jumps into the last recurrent phase of arguments. She is always thinking that I am ignoring her or letting her do all the work. Another time when the pattern recurs is when I pick the phone and she just gets overwhelmed by what is happening back at home. She sacrificed all the savings for me to come to the U.S and sharpen my future. In doing so, she was forced to work two jobs just to provide for my little family. Sometimes the arguments look like she had called specifically to give me a piece of her mind and sometimes it just happens unconsciously. The unwanted conversation occurs with my mother only and it ends up with both of us saying unpleasant things to one another.
a. What conditions usually immediately precede the URP
The conditions are always heated. When my phone rings and I get to see the incoming call, I always hesitate. My mom’s name pops up on my screen and then everything stands still. Even before I pick the call, my mind goes to argumentative mode. I tend to be ready for the incoming recurrence of arguments. I remember one time she called and my head started spinning and my heart pumped as if to escape my chest. If this situation goes on, I might develop blood pressure or ulcers. I am always like an alarm waiting to send one wide awake very early in the morning. On my mother’s side, as my siblings tell me, my mom registers high levels of impatience. She moves around “rampantly” like an atomic molecule waiting to hit the comers of a confined object. I do not like this situation with my mother. After picking the call, I act like nothing is wrong and expect the conversation will take a different turn for the better but woe unto me it only takes few words and we are already at it. After greeting she would go like “how are the classes coming along”, and I would casually answer her “it is a bit difficult sometimes but I am trying my best”. All I try to do is tell her the truth. I try to open up to her so that she can offer motherly advice or encouragement. However, she is like “you say that is difficult? What about the hardship we are facing back home?” I always feel like I should drop my studies and go help her. But when I think of what we stand to benefit when I finally graduate and get employed, I just let it go.
b. How you feel just before the URP episode occurs? 
Well, I always feel like my stomach has been cut open and a million needles stuffed inside. My inner self is always fighting with my mind on what is right to say and what actions will provide a smooth conversation. My mind offers opinions, “who does she think she is, does she know that I do not sleep that much trying not to disappoint the people back home?”. The sound of my mind is usually a convincing loud voice in such a manner that my reasonable inner voice does not stand a chance to surface. I find myself talking back badly. I offer bad responses to the inconsiderate responses received which is not always pleasant. I always feel like my mother does not appreciate the efforts I put in as I try to secure a better future for the family.
c. What is said, how it is said, and what else is expressed?
Our conversations are decorated with hurtful words and painful emotions. My mother will say “you remember how much we had to rise for you to go and study?” She is trying to make me feel bad for the sacrifices we made so that I can have the pleasure of studying in this beautiful country. When we are not on the phone with my mom, she would brag to her friends of the merry mood I will bring home after graduation. In other cases, she will talk about how the house and the kids are asking too much of her and she cannot wait for me to get a decent job and help out. She believes that I should not be the one showing any kind of defeat or failures in my studies. In her eyes, I should be that perfect golden opportunity that she invested in. Sometimes her talks about me to other family members make them question about my educational efforts. She paints me as a villain and the cause of the problems back at home. Now my siblings think that I am not being considerate of the efforts the family has put to allow me to study abroad. The URP is always painted with the same negative words and expressions that keep on provoking us to go on. I remember a time when she reminded me how I broke a window and she had to replace it. 
d. How a typical 'episode' begins, proceeds, and "ends". 
When my phones ring and I see it is my mum, I am always almost certain of what is going to happen next. When my mother is not talking about my unappreciative attitude, she is talking about how the burden of providing for the family is taking a toll on her. She is always trying to create a portal that she will use in no time to jump into an argument. I must admit that sometimes she gets on my nerves and I lose it completely. An episode that I recently recall happened some months ago. I had just landed in the US and was walking to the cab to connect my way to the apartment. I then called her, just as she had asked me to and like any other child would love to keep their parents updated, I tried to call her. Unfortunately, my phone had run out of battery so I had to wait until I recharged it back at my place. As I walked up the stairs to my room, I could hear my mother's voice echoing in my mind. I already had it in mind what was going to happen once I switched the phone on and called her. She knew the time I was supposed to land. However, the distance from the airport to my place was a 2 hours’ drive. In this regard, I could literally hear her cursing words of disappointment back in my head. "You can just say it if you do not want to talk to your mother", she would say. "I have been waiting for you to call me for two hours and what? You do not want to talk to me? Your phone was low and so what, you cannot use a payphone?" This is what happened after I called her. She said, "I will not allow you to forget about us, we are all looking forward to you and you know the situation here yet you want nothing to do with us." I was really tired at that time so I let her talk until I could not take it anymore. I tried to convince her but she could not hear any of it so, I decided to give her a taste of her own medicine. “You are my mother but I do not think that you love me at all. You always keep on complaining how difficult it is to raise us yet you are our parent and we do not have any one to turn to. If you feel you cannot take it then you are free to let us leave our own life”. I knew as a family we have been through some difficult times ranging from financial issues and some illnesses here and there but we have always came out strong. I do not understand why when I started my studies here in the United States tings changed. 
ANALYSIS
My mother has been hurt in the past and she is still hurt. She tries to pour out her heart to me but in a bad way. She is my mother but she is the type that does not allow failure to creep in and when it does, she is very fierce in dealing with it. She thinks because she is my mother, she can tell me what to do, when to do, and how to do it. Well, what I am going to do to eradicate this repetitive conversation with her is to try and put myself in her shoes- by avoiding verbal negativity, devise a way to end our phone calls without hurting her feelings, and finally show her all the support and love I can offer as she takes care of the family.
PLAN
The plan to change starts by accepting that I am part of the problem just as much as my mother is. So, I will start by listening to all my mother will say on the phone and keep my emotional outburst hidden. The plan will involve me being a first caller. I will always make sure I call her first so that she can see I do care and I know the heavy task of raising a family and at the same time raising money for my accommodation and other expenses.
First, anytime she tries to talk badly or show emotions I will concur with her thoughts and avoid any verbal negativity. I will send her emails expressing my love to her and the rest of the family. Secondly, when I feel tempted to talk back I will end the conversation (I am responsible for my actions). Thirdly and most important I will always show love to her “mom I love you very much and I miss you, but I have to go”.  Lastly, I will encourage her to be strong and the problems will not be there for long. I can say “mom you are the strongest woman I know, and you give me strength too. What you are having difficulties with, it will come to pass” (Positive energy).
EXPECTATIONS
I really don’t know what I will expect. My mother is a time bomb. She can decide to cut me off or take up on my efforts. However, she is a reasonable being so even though the beginning is tough, she will come around with time. I hope.
IMPLEMENTATION
CALL HER AND SHOW LOVE. I waited till my mom called and it got to a point where an argument was inevitable. To exit the conversation, I just told her how much project work I had and I would call her later. After she was frustrated and hung up the phone I waited for some few minutes and called her. She was still angry but surprised. “Why did you call? I thought you had school work”, she spoke. “Yes, mother, I do have a lot of work but that does not mean I cannot call you back and tell you how much I love you.” I could tell she was very happy and overwhelmed. She said she loved me back in almost inaudible voice. I knew I was making progress.
AVOID TALKING BACK. When she called, I would continually breathe in and out to try and put my mind and body in a relaxed mood. I held back all the daggers I felt she should be receiving. She spoke, got tired and I said “okay”. This way the situation did not escalate, the fire had no firewood so it went out eventually. Now, to promote positive energy, I was scared of what she would say if I tried and tell her who she is. She was my mother, assertive as she is, the last thing she wanted to hear is me telling her how strong she is. Nevertheless, I did it anyway. I called her and told her all the stories from the past that she did for us and all the difficulties we have been through and yet we survived- she was the one to thank. I could feel her tears from the other side of the phone call. “Please study hard and never forget where you are from”, she said and hang-up the phone. This time we did not argue, she actually employed my exit plan.
REVIEW & APPRAISAL
I cannot really get to express the success of my plan. My mother changed though it was a gradual change. I used to be filled with emotions that pushed me to a point of emotional breakdown. Now, I can successfully have a conversation with my mother over the phone without it escalating to an urgument. For instance, there is a time we spoke last month and she was very enthusiastic. Her voice showed more concern comparing to other occasions we have had a similar phone call. She said “we appreciate what you are doing over there, when are you visiting us? We all miss you”. When I went back home during the holiday, I heard her tell my siblings to emulate me. Oh, my! The joy I had when I saw my mother have faith in me for once, was immeasurable. The problems that she always burdened herself with were no longer an issue. She would listen to what I had to say if I did not pick up the phone in time or called her late. At last, I did not end up with an ulcers condition nor purportedly send my mother to the grave following our unpleasant conversations. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]I would tell her I am heading out and she would tell me that she knew what I am doing is important and she understood. Eventually, she stopped being sickly worried about the situation at home. To be frank, I did not see any solution to my conflict with my mom. This project has done quite a remarkable work at making my URP go away because now what we talk with my mother is some neighborhood gossip like how my neighbor got married to another wife, and the other went away. Just the casual conversations that one has with relatives back at home. I am pressured no more and I can comfortably work towards the joy of my family. I am very grateful.

 





