The earliest memoery of literacy I can recall is from preschool, when I was 4 years old. I do not remember
every single detail since it was a very long time age but I do remember faintly, having events called “show and
fell” that occurred every Friday in which all the students would bring something o show to the class. On one of
these Fridays I decided to bring a small board book. At that time I did not know how to read but what made
me |ove this book were the beautiful illustrations. On each page of the book were drawings of different ypes
of baby animals with their parents. The cover had an image of fwo giraffes. The book alse contained drawings of
hippopotamus, monkeys, and on the last page was a very cute picture of a baby tiger. The book was incredibly
beautiful to me, despite the fact that I could not read it at all. When I brought the book to show and tell, the
feacher read the book to the rest of the class and after she was done, she put a small helegraphic sticker on
the back of the book that said the words “Good Job” in bright red leHers. After she handed it back o me, I
remember looking at the sticker and thinking “ I want o read it too.” I had the urge to learn how fo read so
that I could look at the book on my own and make connections between the words in the book and those
beautiful illustrations.
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Summary: My Ist grade teacher was a very nice lady named Ms. Blanco, who on
the first day of school, gave us an assignment where we had to write down
the titles of all the books we read but also required the signature of a parent
to prove that we had actually read them. As a reward, everytime we filled out
a page, we could pick a prize from the box in the back of the classroom. In
that box were a lot of small things such as pencils, a notebook, a candle,
many things that I would now consider junk. But back then I was only 6 years
old so in my mind, that box was like a treasure chest. At that age, I neither
hated or liked reading but the contents of that box were an incentive that
sparked me into reading as much as I could. However, there was something in
particular in that box that really motivated- it was a small white ceramic
dove that I wanted to give to my mother. But in order to obtain it, I had to
compete with my other classmates, so at that time whenever I had free time,
I would read a book- any book. Anything that could fill a line in that reading
log. Very soon, I was able to fill out an entire log and quickly claimed that
white dove. After I moved on to 2nd grade, despite not being rewarded for
reading anymore, I still continued doing it because as I was filling out those
reading logs in Ist grade, I realized how fun reading could be.




O

In this paragraph I will explain how drastically my view towards writing changed,

specifically, how I came to have a negative perspective towards it._



-l 11nS cONTENT WITH
READING THOSE TYPES OF

BOOKS BUT ONE DAY, MY

FRIEND INTRODUCED ME TO
THE ENTIRELY DIFFERENT

WORLD OF COMIC BOOKS.

AS MY SISTER THE HAMPIREOR.
HELCOME 0 THE DEATH HOUSE
FROM THE GOOSEBUMPS

ON THAT DAY, MY FRIEND SHOWED US A

COMIC BOOK CALLED AMUILET THAT SHE

RECENTLY BOUGHT AT THE SCHOLASTIC IT MAY SEEM CHILDISH NOW, WELL WE WERE

BOOK FAIR. CHUDREN BACK THEN, BUT WE LIKED THE COMIC
BOOK SO MUCH THAT WE WOULD ASSIGN EACH
OTHER CHARACTER ROLES AND RECREATE
SCENES FROM THE BOOK.

O

In middle school, 7th grade, there was an important end of the year writing project where
students had to creatively interpret a main idea they got from a book. After reading the book
Speak by Laurie Anderson, I decided to draw a comic instead of the conventional five paragraph
essay that was always taught in school. Ever since elementary, [ became increasingly more
interested in reading comics and manga because it was fascinating to see beautiful detailed
images coupled with elaborate plots. However, the end result did not end up as expected. I had



little to none drawing skills and from the creativity that I had in elementary school, it seemed that
there was none left, resulting in an insubstantial plot failing to capture the readers. After the
project ended, I got an average grade unsurprisingly and I began to lose a little confidence in my
writing and creativity, becoming self-conscious about it which I had not been before.

J often remember the time in sth grade when we were asked to write

about our favorite p/ace, a p/ace that we enjogea/ to be in. For me, at

that time, my favorite place was the library. I could immerse myself

in different worlds and forgef about everything occurring all around me
in the real world. €ant help but laugh ahout that memory now.

O

8th grade tutoriale clace. I remember reading thoce worde in my cchedule at the beginning
of the cchool year and thinking ‘why the hell do I have thic clace and what ic it even
about?” (ater when it was time to attend that class, I found out that it was cimply a filler
elace where ctudents were cupposed to work on material from other clacces. Decpite that
being the purpose of that clacs, the teacher used that time to accign ue ag many eccays as
we could write. Most people muct be very Familiar with the worde ‘practice makes perfect!”.
Although my writing did not come close to being called perfect, I ctill found come truth to
thoce words. I came to enjoy writing percuncive eccays - maybe because I find it enjoyable to

prove people wrong.

O
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TITLE:

Unable to translate the words from my brain to the exam in front of me

as effectively as [ wanted. I sat in the exam room rereading my essay

over and over again, finding it to be... lacking. Not satisfied at all with

my work, I erase a few sentences, trying to improve it as much as I can

 before time runs out. But as the time came to stop writing, I realized

that there was no longer anything I could do. I dejectedly put down my

pencil and turn in my essay, trying to get it as far away from me as

possible. = ) o N




