Lyndsay Gabbert 
Literacy Memoir: Final
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; I was there to learn and not just play on the playground. 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, 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 and could not find my desk; it was the fact that I had never seen my name and what it looked like before this time. 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. I could not pronounce my L’s or R’s. Now, I know you are probably laughing now seeing as my full name is Lyndsay Roselind Gabbert. To save myself the trouble of telling other kids my full name, I told them my name was “Wyndsay Bucket.”  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. During this time, the teachers and I would have one-on-ones. They would read to me and I would read back to them. We even wrote stories together one sentence at a time. I was teased and made fun of by all the other kids in my grade because of my speech impediment. They thought it was funny to make fun of me for it and sometimes I laughed with them about it because I had no other way to defend myself but deep down it really hurt my feelings. Sometimes I would even go home crying because of some of the things the mean kids would say to me or about me. But in the end, the teasing pushed me to work harder. It was almost like encouragement to get better. I also had my teacher, Kenneth, and my parents that were there for me when I thought all was lost. They always told me that “I do not need to worry about those kids” and “I will be better than them sooner or later.” 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 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. In my earlier days, Kenneth would skip out on going outside to play with his friends to help me with my reading. No matter how much help I needed or how long it was going to take, Kenneth was at my side. He introduced me to the Harry Potter books. At first, reading Harry Potter was way over the level of reading I was at but Kenneth would sit with me at night and read it to me. Eventually after him reading it to me, I started reading it aloud to him and he would help me with words I got caught on. I was sad when I got to the point that I did not need Kenneth by my side anymore to read Harry Potter. I could do it on my own. I no longer needed my brother’s help to guide me. I could finally do it on my own and I was proud of it. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]Sometimes I take for granted the role that my brother played in my life. When we get into petty arguments, I need to think back to my childhood and how he was there for me no matter what it took out of his time. I know for a fact that without his love and support, I would not be at the level I am today. It was a slow process but with him by my side I was able to do it. It made graduating elementary school that much better. I was able to know that I did not get through it alone because I had Kenneth cheering me on the entire way through. My name changed from “Wyndsay Bucket” starting in kindergarten to Lyndsay Roselind Gabbert. I owned my name and, I was proud of it. To this day, I still am proud of what I went through to get where I am now. I would not change the process I had to go through for anything different. My struggle as I was younger made me who I am today. 

	 

