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“Its hard to believe how much people change, buts its even harder to believe why they did.”

-A.L.

“My Big Change”

[Make intro] During my sophomore year I realized how much people changed and how different they use to be. I was shocked at how some of the people that I haven’t seen since I was in elementary school changed so much. I mean one of my old friends, Nathan used to be this small, sporty kind of kid that hated school. You would probably think that when he gets older he would be one of those dumb popular guys who are a star varsity player for some kind of sport. I look at him now and he’s this big tub of goo! He looks like he couldn’t run ten steps to save his life. What even shocked me more was that was on the high honor role. I mean was shocked, surprised, astonished of what happened to him. I always wanted to ask what had happened to him, but I never found a nice way to ask that so I left myself wondering about it. While I was thinking about what had happen to him, I started wondering what people thought about me and what have I became. I look at myself now and I can say I am one of those guys that are somewhat popular that starts on varsity sport team, and get pretty good grades, but it wasn’t always  like that.  Then I thought of something that amazed me. I thought how I was when I was in elementary, and I realized that I would have never seen myself turn out like this, but here I am. I guess the only question left is how I got here, well this is my story.

A year right before I started school, I was very eager to go mostly because my older brother went there and at the time he was my best friend, well my only friend I could say. He was the reason I really wanted to go school. My first day of school I had no clue what to expect. I was in kindergarten and I really wasn’t that into school and that learning thing. Later on in the third-grade is school really got difficult for me it wasn’t learning games anymore, they were books. At this point of my education I hated school and its whole concept. I stop trying, I didn’t want to turn in my work the only thing I did want to do at school was either eat lunch or go to recess. Recess was the only time where I’d feel like I’m, well in my happy place. I managed to get past the next years. Fifth grade was a bad year for me. This year I was teased a lot. I guess over the summer of fourth grade I gained a lot of weight. At school I was labeled the fat ass, big boy, or even sometimes brown Santa if the seasons right. This made me hate school even more! This is where I started to act sick just so I could stay home. That year I missed a lot of days at school so it really did kill my grades. One day my parents got a call for the school; it was saying, falling behind and that I’m failing two subjects. I didn’t really care much bout it, it was just school to me; but not to my dad. My dad and I got in a huge fight I will never forget ,only because I will never forget what he said to me. “You’re nothing, but a stupid fat kid.” When I herd my very own father say this I was hurt, devastated, crushed ;but I was more Furious for that day I changed my mind set about everything just so I could prove him wrong and make him eat his words. The last term in the sixth grade I surprisingly ended it was straight A’s. This was the start to my big change

In seventh grade the begging to the new me was starting. I started playing football for Taylorsville, and I really liked it. My goal for my seventh grade was to get straight “A’s” I wouldn’t settle for nothing less. Each school day that went by I was working hard than I ever had in school. I was always on time to class; I always turned in my assignment when they were due. As the days went by school got easier, easier and easier. Before I knew it I actually started liking school for the first time. The end of seventh I end up completing my goals. For the time I was really proud of myself. I also learned that I wanted to learn for myself to better me not just to prove my dad wrong. I proceed my goals into the eighth grade. Ninth grade was a great year for me. It all started with football. This was the first year I made weight to be a skilled player. When I herd my coach say this I realized that I wasn’t this fat kid anymore. At the end of the season my team went to play in the state champion game and won. That was my first time ever going to the playoffs. In School my grades couldn’t have gotten better. In the end of the year I could honestly say my life was great! I was getting good grades, I was fit, I even had people say I was cute for the first time, some even called me “Lehhotie.” On the very last day of school I was pick up by my dad, I looked at him and at that very moment I look back on the day my dad said those words and I look at myself now the only thing I wanted to say was thank you. Its hard to believe that I would push my self this hard for something so unimportant. That little fire my dad gave me really made me understand education and life 
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