I started college when I was 16 years old as a running start student. That was the first time that I had ever been in a formal classroom. I was so overeager when I first started that my grades were the most important aspect of my life to me. I did well in school but was not very happy until I learned to relax comfortably into a healthy routine and let my value depend on my personal effort and achievement in a course and no longer  

One reason it has taken me so long in deciding what I wanted to do is that I liked so many things I couldn’t exclude any of my options by deciding on only one. 

I have thought many times about being a professional student however this desire conflicted with another stronger desire to be organized, focused on the task at hand and to finished what I have started. 

 I was home schooled all my life until I went to college. Knowing that this is a very broad statement defining how I was schooled up until college, I find it necessary to give a general idea about what home schooling entailed for me. My mother was my teacher but in about a most nontraditional sense. Even with only a BA in Biology and a degree in Nursing she is the most intelligent female that I know, not for lack of my acquaintance with other women of more prestige’s titles, but because of her unusual ability to remember her studies. It didn’t matter what we were doing together, life was a classroom for me. If we were canning applesauce she would tell us a story about Louis Pasteur and his studies in pasteurization. If one of my more belligerent chickens would not stay in the coup she would show me how if you clip the feathers on only one wing instead of two then the bird cannot fly because the one wing produces more thrust than the other. This approach of taking real things in life and understanding why we did them that way, the history of an idea and the reason why things in life work the way they do made it all the easer for me to retain knowledge. I studied some subjects that needed daily repetition such as math independently, thus teaching me to teach myself, helping me understand my personal learning styles and also acquirer analytical reading skills. For the two subjects that my mothers knowledge wasn’t up to her personal standards of teaching, English and home economics, she went outside our house to find teachers. She hired a tutor a for me in English and enrolled me into a club called 4-H that was made up of home schooled families. The idea of our club was to supplement a home schooling mothers teaching in an area where she might not be strong and in turn for her to teach a class herself on a subject that she was well acquainted with. Membership in 4-H for 7 years not only helped work out the question of a homeschooler’s social skills but also gave me that chance to experience extra curricular classes such as sewing, swimming and diving, advanced culinary skills, outdoor survival, biology in gardening, watercolor painting, and cake decorating.  These classes lead me to my first job as an event caterer with jobs ranging from catering for a business retreat to small weddings and even a $500 five tier wedding cake.

