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My English skills have changed immensely throughout the last eighteen years.  In this paper, I will tell you when I learned to read and write and the books I read as a child.  I will also inform you of my favorite books and authors today.  Lastly, I will let you in on some of my past experiences with papers and teachers.

I will begin with the fact that I learned to write when I was very young.  I had a stay at home mom before I started school who taught me the alphabet and how to print my name.  She was a wonderful and patient teacher at the time.  When I began Kindergarten I realized that I was quite a bit ahead of the rest of the class, this gave me a great advantage.  Reading, of course, also came fairly easy to me.  We had a program in my younger elementary years called BEAR.  It stood for “Be Excited About Reading.”  The program was designed so that you would read so many books, depending on grade level, and the reward was spending the night at the school.  I loved that program, I always began the year trying to become top reader for my grade level, and by the time November came, I had met my set goal and I could let the laziness sink in, since I had already achieved the minimum, and still make the sleepover.  Little did I know that this laziness would eventually catch up with me later in life.

To achieve those BEAR points I would read many books, but mostly rhyming books.  One of my favorites was, and still is today, “Click Clack Moo, Cows That Type.”  That book cracked me up every time I read it.  Another one I liked that my mom read to me at night was called “A Home for a Bunny.”  I remember loving to close my eyes knowing every word that followed, knowing what every picture looked like and what part of the book it was in.  The repetition never bothered me, but it eventually wore at my mom and it was time to change books.  One of her favorites to read, and grew on me, was “The Giving Tree.”  I liked this book so well that I bought a copy of it last Christmas for my, then three year old sister.  It amazed me that after all those years, I still love that book as much as I did then.

My favorite author is not Shel Silverstein anymore, I have moved on to names like Max Lucado and John Grisham.  Even though I do not have as much time to read, the desire is still there.  Max Lucado is a Christian author who amazes me more with every book I read.  I love food for thought and this abounds in his books.  A recent book I read of his was entitled “The Next Door Savior.”  I thought it was wonderful.  It gave me so much to think about and apply to my life.  Another favorite author is John Grisham.  I do not care that my grandmother and I both read and share his books.  I think they are so intriguing.  Many of his books have to do with lawyers, courtrooms, and judges, but not all.  I have read many of his books, even “Skipping Christmas”, and I have enjoyed most of them. 

John Grisham also happens to be the author of my favorite book, “The Bleachers.”  I think I first read it last winter or so.  I do not know what it is, but I love that book.  Football is my favorite sport, but this book shows so much more than the game itself.  It shows how these high school players were treated on and off the field by society and the team.  Their coach played such a huge role in their lives and the lives of the town that the team lived in.  After the coach dies the old players, young and old from different generations, came back to remember this man’s life and the impact their coach left on them.  I thought it was fantastic, some might say it was a little shallow for an adult novel, but I loved it.

I discovered John Grisham books in a class I took in high school properly titled “Independent Reading.”  This class was designed for the main purpose of allotting a ninety minute span of time for students to read, mostly novels.  You can see why many students, me being included, took this blow off class as an elective.  At the beginning, I hated that class; I could not keep my attention focused on a page for ninety minutes.  I found myself learning so much, no from real books, but from Glamour, Cosmopolitan, and People.  My teacher only complained when we were talking more than reading.  Finally one day about three fourths of the semester through the class I decided to go to the Library, or as it is referred to at Warsaw Community High School, the Media Center.  When I was down there I picked up a book written by John Grisham.  I started reading it and once again found that desire to read that I had lost somewhere between elementary school and my junior year in high school.  That class helped me immensely to renew my passion for reading real books.

Another class that helped to improve my reading skills was Cadet Teaching.  I took this class my senior year of high school and it is an experience I will never forget.  During the last period of the day, I would go to Leesburg Elementary School and help out in the fifth grade class.  Who would have thought I could have learned from a group of fifth graders.  Not just any fifth graders either, I worked with the “troubled” students, the students who were on a second or third grade reading level.  I would read aloud to them and they would follow along.  Just reading aloud to them was so helpful to me.  I learned so much about tone, pace, and vocal quality.  Before that class I had never read aloud longer than about five to ten minutes, but reading aloud for almost an hour is a huge change.  Teaching also helped me to read between the lines and to put those thoughts into words is more of a challenge than it seems.  I had to explain every detail to these students so they could understand it.  I had to paint a visual picture for them only using words that they could understand.  That was a challenge I will never forget.

I hope that I was as good of and English teacher to those students as Mrs. Cavert was to me.  She was my eighth grade English teacher and what a teacher she was.  She was strict in every sense of the word.  That was just what I needed in Middle School, someone to stay after me until I became motivated myself.  She taught me so much about the way I write, why I write that way and what we could do to improve it.  Mrs. Cavert was old when I was in her class, my mom and dad both had her for a teacher when they were in school.  The combination of what I had heard about her and the fact that I knew she was so old, intimidated me immensely the first day I walked into her class, and the second day I walked into her class, and probably still would today if I walked into her class.  I can honestly say now that I will never use the phrase “I am done,” because a chicken is done not a person.  In spite of all of the horrible things I had heard about her I learned so much from her.

On the other hand, I have had a few English teachers that I not only did not care for, but also did not learn anything from.  Mrs. Chastain was my English teacher my senior year.  Now maybe it was just senioritis, but this woman drove me nuts.  We read I think only one novel in her class, “1984.”  I actually liked that book and it really got my mind thinking of everything that this country could have been.  This woman, however never discussed the book on our views.  I thought that every time I threw an idea up in the air of conversation that it was shot down.  We seriously did not do much of anything in her class that I think was helpful in increasing my English skills.  

One paper that I wrote for Mrs. Chastain was the worst grade that I have ever gotten on a paper.  The purpose of the paper was to choose an historical event in history and write about it.  That sounded like a rather basic idea and a fairly easy paper.  I was so wrong.  I choose “The War of The Roses” as my topic; I figured how hard could it be to write a seven page paper on this subject.  One requirement for the paper was to turn in an outline before the actual paper was due.  I thought that this would be great, it would be required so I would actually have my paper properly organized.  When she handed back my outline I got an A.  I was thinking writing the paper should not be much harder.  I wrote that paper knowing that I needed it to be able to graduate; I put a little extra effort into every page.  When my paper was returned to me you can imagine my shock seeing a C on it.  This is the lowest grade I have ever received, when I read over her comments, the ones that were legible said things that did not even make sense.  I thought that I should ask her what some of the problems were, and her response was that I did not write the paper to the best of my ability.  I still question, should the paper be graded on how well I could have done, or on how well I did.  I am sure that the memory of that paper will bother me for many years to come.

This has been a summary of my English skills and how they have changed and developed over the years.  I have told you about the reading material that I most enjoy, and some stories to tell you why.  Now you also know when I learned to read and write and what my favorite books were.  My experiences with English have had highs and lows, and I hope to continue onto the next step by taking classes like this.

