My Literacy Narrative -- (Written January 2020)


I began writing stories as soon as I learned to read them. Scattered throughout my house are hard cover books with white bindings titled “The reel storie of chrismes” and “the cercus”. Inside each book contains more spelling errors, hard to make out stick figure drawings, and my writing. Scribbled inside each is a made-up world I crafted with my pencil, smearing the graphite onto the page as my left hand pressed into each word. My love of telling stories made me a prolific writer at the age of 8. I wrote letters, and stories, and diary entries. I remember my second-grade teacher telling my parents I had a very distinct writing voice and encouraging me to write more. Alongside that memory is that same second grade teacher asking my parents why I seemed to think I was terrible at math. From the very beginning I had a polarizing academic career; one that marked me as a “good” Writing and English student and a “bad” Math and Science student.


My confidence in writing was boosted too by the fact that my Dad is an English teacher. Dinners often included grammar lessons. Walks around the neighborhood consisted of him enumerating his least favorite English words. I looked up to him, so I stopped using the words ‘impactful’ and ‘incentivize’. As a brace-faced, Bermuda shorts wearing, bad haircut seventh grader, I found joy in correcting my friend’s grammar and word choice. “Well actually,” I would say “Your Aeropostale graphic tee CAN’T be VERY unique because unique means one of a kind.” Needless to say, I wasn’t the most popular kid in school.


As I got older, every writing assignment I received I brought to my Dad. We would look over it together and he would help me write it. Over time, I grew more confident. Instead of coming to him with a prompt, I came with an essay I’d already written, just looking for a proof-reader. By my junior year in High School, I had almost completely lost touch with the creative and narrative writing I used to love. I knew writing was something I could do well and efficiently, but I certainly didn’t enjoy it the way I used to. I wasn’t writing stories. I wasn’t journaling. I enrolled in AP Language and Composition with my Dad as my teacher. Reluctantly I went to class on the first day. After cracking a couple highly embarrassing jokes from my childhood, he read through the syllabus. One assignment stuck out. It was a personal narrative for which we would be asked to tell a story. No thesis, no argument. Just a story. Did I even know how to do that still? 


I decided the only way I could remember how to write about myself was to journal. Not only did this improve my ability to write non-academically, but it made me remember why I liked to write. Writing is like therapy. My journaling became something I enjoyed doing not because I got a grade but because I could make myself feel better about the boy who didn’t like me back. I could let go of something that in my head seemed big, but on paper was laughable. Looking back, this type of writing prepared me not only for my AP Language and Composition assignment, but my Writing classes in college too. In writing academic pieces in High School, I never lost my personal voice, I only exercised my writing muscle in a different way. 


Not only did I ace my personal narrative but I had fun writing it too. It was detailed, funny, and had my personality woven into it. I continued journaling. I continued reminding myself that no matter what kind of writing I was doing for assignments, I could always find solace in writing on my own time. Further encouraged by my Dad, I became an editor for my High School literary magazine. I began writing poetry and reading it to my parents. It wasn’t very good and was almost always way too dramatic, but I loved it. My parents would pause whatever show they were watching and I would stand before them in my fuzzy cow slippers and robe reading them a melodramatic poem about life. By my bedside table in my childhood home are journals stacked on top of each other filled to the brim with hardly legible stories I frantically and sometimes tearfully jotted down. As I poured myself into crafting the perfect writing assignment or poem, I felt more creative and driven in my English classes. 


Going to college, I knew I wanted to feel this exhilarated in more of my classes. I showed up to Writing 111 and fell in love with the Writing Program at Wake Forest. I loved my professor, and just like my Dad, she too encouraged me to write more. A Writing minor didn’t even occur to me until my professor recommended it. Heeding her advice, I enrolled in another Writing class, and another. Now, as a Junior, my writing development is what I’m most proud of. I love talking about writing, improving my writing, and helping my friends write. In college, I’ve learned a valuable lesson about writing that I keep in mind each time I’m tasked with a difficult writing assignment. I am not, and I never will be finished learning to write. However, through this process of growing, of revising, and re-writing, I am learning, I am getting better. 
 

