
A PAIR 51 

THE STARS ARE ORIGINALLY A PAIR - THE DESIRE FOR RECOGNITION 

  But An Xingyue didn't dwell on it for long, after all, as soon as the bell rang for morning study, 

Wang Ya entered the classroom, with everyone's report cards in his hand. 

  As soon as Wang Ya entered the classroom, he first glanced at the location of An Xingyue and Night 

Xiu Chen, and then toured the classroom for a week, secretly adjusting his demeanor and movements 

before he started talking, otherwise Wang Ya was worried that he would be too proud to fly. 

  After all, the average scores of many classes in the midterm exam have dropped, even the first class 

as a key class is not listed, while, perhaps, the seventh class before the average score are relatively low, 

so this time the average score not only did not drop, but also improved, although not much, but at least 

is positive. o (＊￣▽￣＊) o 

  And the first place is still in their class, and night Xiu Chen this time also test very good, before he 

test good, everyone thought he was just a whim, casually test, maybe not long, and become like before, 

but this time the big devil test really a bit good, and subject teacher in the office said, big brother 

recently class very serious, it seems not just playing. 

  Hahaha, the thought that night Xiu Chen later perhaps get the top three of the class, Wang Ya 

unconsciously smiled. 

  The people in class seven looked at old Wang walking into the classroom and said nothing, just 

laughing there, feeling a little creeped out. 

  "Ahem." Reacting to what he was doing, Wang Ya, hand clenched into a fist on the side of his 

mouth, unnaturally coughed twice, "We all know that the results of the midterm exam have come out, 

one exam does not represent anything, but it reflects whether you have studied seriously before." 

  "Before some of our class 7 students didn't study seriously and came to school every day to muddle 

through, now everyone understands and can make an effort to study seriously, one exam after another 

everyone has improved, which shows that as long as you want to learn, then you will definitely be 

rewarded." 

  Wang Ya compared the difference between their first year of high school and the second year of 

high school now, it is obvious to see the change in them, especially the prick in the class took the lead to 

study, then others are easily influenced, so slowly everyone took the initiative to study, although not as 

conscientious as other classes, but for them it is already very good. 

  Now the class teacher also encourages them, instead of just saying they are stupid or something, 

after all, sometimes encouragement is more impressive than scolding. 

  There are always teachers who think I scold him because I want him to be good, otherwise I 

wouldn't waste my breath scolding him. But not all people who are scolded can accept the idea that 

they are scolding you for your own good. (. ＞The most important thing is that you have to be able to 

get a good idea of what you are doing. 

  "The first thing you need to do is to get a good idea of what you're doing. (> people <; =) 



  The company's main business is to provide a wide range of products and services to the public. 

  "Yeah, how did we do?" 

  "Old Ben, we heard that everyone didn't do well this time, is that true?" 

  "Yeah, I see even the key classes are looking sad, are we even worse?" 

  "Let's be straightforward, don't make so many routines, the final result will not change anyway." 

  "Yes, old class quickly say quickly." 

  ............ 

  Everyone is asking the class president to announce the results quickly. 

  An Xingyue looked sideways and watched with interest as everyone urged the old class to give out 

the results. She suddenly felt that the people in Class 7 were not as unconcerned about the results as 

they seemed, rather, because everyone usually talked about how bad they were, they were more eager 

than others to get recognition, the kind that comes from the heart, not the kind that comes from the 

mouth. 

 


