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It was the first day of Kindergarten. The smell of white board markers and crayons ran throughout the room. Mothers and fathers were a total mess dropping their kids off for the first time. To the children it seemed like six hours away from home would last an eternity. This, however, was not how I felt at all. I was up bright and early ready to leave my house and start my adventure at school. I was ready to finally be able to meet friends, play on the playground, and just be a kid. Little did I know at the time was that school is school, and I was there to learn. Sure, being in kindergarten also came with lots of fun and activities but it was also a learning environment. As my mom walked me over to the desks to set me up she told me to find the one with my name on it but I could not do that. It was not that I was lost; it was that I had never even seen what my name looked like spelt out. I was lost in the fact that I could not even read my own name. This was the slow start to my very long journey through school and how I became the writer I am today.
	Shortly after starting school, it was apparent that I was further behind all the other kids and on top of it all, I had a speech impediment. While other kids were on the playgrounds, I was in class. While other kids were at nap time, I was taking that time to have one on one with my teacher to catch up to their level. If it was not for this guidance and support so early on, I do not think I would have the courage or strength to have been able to ask other people for help during my writing processes as I grew older. By third grade, I was finally caught up to everyone. Not only was I caught up, but I exceeded all the requirements. I was in the reading club and math superstars. All the teasing was finally over and I was back on top. I was on top because of the support I had from my teachers, parents, and friends. Looking back on all this now I have realized that my brother. Kenneth played such a large role in where I am today and how I write. He was there for me my first day of kindergarten, he was there for me throughout middle school and all the little projects I brought home, and most of all he was my right hand guy all throughout high school when research papers became the center of most classes. He guided and taught me the ins and outs of writing and reading. 
	Lastly, I had a teacher in high school that taught me absolutely everything about grammar, writing, poems, books; you name it and she at least touched the subject. Her name was Mrs.Smithson. She was my English teacher my freshman year of high school and also my senior year of high school. Her classroom was known as “Smithson University.” Just by that name right there, I was mortified as a freshman walking into her class. Yes, it was a lot of work and she would hammer you down with every little class assignment but in the end it was worth it. She was such an influence teacher. Not only did she teach but Smithson gave us tools to use all throughout life. 

