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As a child it was always difficult for me to start an essay, it still is today. But as I write this paper and take a look back at the way I was taught to write it really shows why I am who I am today, not only in my writing but my dialogue as well. Every aspect of my life as a child growing up has an effect on me today from my choice of friends, my family, my music and my teachers. 

As a kid growing up I hung out with two different groups of friends. One group was my baseball crew and the other boys lived down the street. It was like two different languages. My boys on the baseball field always talked shit to one another and the neighborhood boys just had local neighborhood talk. I don’t know how else to describe it other than we had goof ball nicknames for everybody and all the guys picked on one another. Those boys were crazy and we got in some trouble but it sure was fun. But I was a only child at the time and all my friends had older brothers so we learned dirty words really quick. That’s why I curse like a sailor even till this day. I just cant help it. I’ve been dropping those nasty f-bombs since 5th grade and my mother has made me pay. She would try and make me eat soap or just slap me right across the face. My dad used to curse a lot too. He’d be driving and someone would cut him off then the next thing you know he’d be screaming “you crazy piece of sh*t! You’re gonna get someone killed!” and look right at me and say “don’t you dare tell your mother.” Of course I would never tell mom but that doesn’t mean I wont tell my boys the new word my dad just taught me. I spoke with such slang that it affected my writing. 

So when I hit grade school I wasn’t ever interested in writing or school in general. But when it came time to write I was terrible. I was falling behind compared to my class mates and because of that my teachers called my mom and told her I was struggling so she began to try to teach me to write, Every day I had home work in reading, math and writing. She would let me go in my room to finish the first two subjects but when I was finished with those it was time for writing with my mother which I dreaded. I had a difficult time paying attention in general but after a day of school, math and reading homework; writing was the last thing I anted to do. But every night my mom would make a prompt and make me write a page and she would correct it and tell me what I did wrong but she couldn’t really explain it well. Because she couldn’t explain it well I couldn’t ever fix it and that led to her losing her mind on me every night. She would get so frustrated because she was explaining the only way she knew how but I just couldn’t grasp the concept. By 10 o’clock at night she was screaming at the top of her lungs the same thing over and over again. It was like I record player I couldn’t stop and it just kept playing the same loud angry tune. Her favorite thing to tell me was “Michael, pretend like the reader doesn’t know anything at all. Pretend that they are relying on you to tell them everything and they would like to know every detail.” I still think about that every time I write and try to include every detail I can that way I don’t leave out any information. 

Another huge factor in helping me become who I am as a writer was my tenth grade English teacher. She let me just write and write so that way I could see my work and try and fix it. She taught me awful lot but at that point in lmy life I wasn’t as focused as I should have been. My writing improved don’t get me wrong but I really did not take advantage of all her help. She really made an impact in my when I got arrested in high school and court made me write a one thousand word essay and I just know that if I wrote it all by myself that the judge wouldn’t accept it. Ms. White knew me so well that I decided to go to her for help on this essay for court. she told me she would be glad to help but because I was a naughty boy I had to pay the price for her too. So in exchange for her help everyday for 2 weeks I slaved on that woman’s lawn everyday until it looked perfect. Because I worked so hard for her in class and in her front yard she help me the best she could and court accepted my essay. 

My senior year English teacher really influenced my writing as well. He was rather odd but a very clever man. He had a PHD from wake forest and was a grammar Nazi. He was the first teacher I had in high school that treated the kids like college students. He was a very strict grader and because of that I had to really knuckle down and learn how to write properly. I struggled in the class but Dr. Kinsey knew I was working hard so he helped me earn a B. 

As I grew up I had a number if different things influence my literacy today. Some more than others but I’m glad it happened how it happened. I hope by the end of this class my writing literacy will have improved dramatically. 

