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The Pushes, Punches, and Pulls of my Hair That Started It All 
	There was one achievement that changed it all. I remember how nervous I was as I sat in the passenger’s seat of my dad’s car. I was flipping through the mail and suddenly froze. Staring at the big white envelope with the bold letters A.P. written on it, I knew instantly this was what I’ve been anticipating all summer long: my A.P. Geography score. With a deep breath I prudently, but hastily ripped open the top, unfolded the paper, and smiled. I succeeded, I passed, I got my four. It was the outcome that I had arduously worked for. Getting that four meant a lot to me: it not only showed that my hard work was remunerated, it showed that I was good enough for A.P. I could handle it. It was as if I got to the summit of a mountain and my dreams were suddenly in sight; however, even though I could see them, they were still far off and I had a long winding path ahead. There were still other mountains to climb, other goals to reach, other envelopes to rip open and smile over. Then my thoughts retrogressed from the future and turned to the past. For the rest of that hot week in July, I thought back; I thought about how I got to this point. I reminisced about the aspects in my life that shaped the clay of what I am and why I work hard to climb up the ladder of knowledge and out of Plato’s cave.  Some people say they work hard because of strong influence from their family, friends, teachers, and other role models, while others say it was a self-driven attitude to reach ones goals. While the former played a part in my life, and I stumbled upon the latter, neither was my momentous shove. I would say the smoking gun that started the race would be my bullies.  
	My drive for education is a pretty long story. I think that I could do several chapters on this (ha-ha), but here is the “short” version. I made a really vast move when I was two years old—and it definitely was not an easy move or an easy start, but that’s a separate story—from our little green city of Banovići, Bosnia and Herzegovina to Salt Lake City, Utah, U.S.A. a place on a different continent a whole ocean away.  The bullying started then. Being the foreign kid who knew some weird language and not a bit of English did not work out to making friends; however, I did have a few here and there: like my first real friend, a black kid named Wesley who was harassed as much and maybe even more than I was, and some other little Bosnian kids here and there. From the start I was ganged up on and beat up constantly. Being tormented for not being able to speak English was my first drive to learn it. I only ever heard Bosnian being spoken besides the harsh, hateful, horrid yells of the kids terrorizing me. My parents didn’t know English either. I had to learn Bosnian, Croatian, and English side by side somehow (It was very confusing. I amalgamated the three languages up constantly. I still do sometimes). The way I learned English was by copying whatever I heard on TV. In a year or two I knew enough to make a few “friends” here and there and enough to try asking them to stop when those “friends” ended up joining in when a group was picking on me. Another few years and I had a real friend and I could practice my English and by the time I started kindergarten and first grade I knew enough to get by and really start learning. It’s funny that even though I love school now, I completely hated it back then. It was a weird situation. I was bullied a lot more because I was forced to interact with more kids, but on the other side there were teachers to save me and make the beatings shorter.  
	By second grade, now in my third elementary, I was fed up. I still remember that dream I had that was a symbol of the way my mind changed. It was in my school and I was alone, save for a snarling, hungry wolf. I had other dreams about that wolf: it chasing me around in zigzags as I frantically tried to escape; however this dream was different. At one point I just stopped and the savage wolf bit into my arm. His sharp canines pieced into my wrist. I didn’t panic. Instead, similar to the way King Kong killed the dinosaur, I snapped the wolf’s jaw. Is it kind of ironic that wolves are my favorite animal now? I had my paradigm shift. That day I knew what I was going to do. I was going to get something that they couldn’t take away. Not like my crackers they ate, the crayons they stole, or the colored pencils they snapped.  It was something they could not damage. Not like my face, my stomach, or my feelings. It was something that had more power than their fists and their numbers: knowledge. School became my focus. I wanted to learn and learn and learn, and I fell in love with it. At first, becoming smart made my life even harder. Now the kids didn’t just hate me for being different, they hated me because I was smarter than them. Jealousy filled punches got harder, but they did not hurt more. 
	My teachers realized that I was an adroit kid and instead of having classes with my grade, I went to all the classes of the grade ahead of me; it was even less of a chance to make friends. By fourth grade things changed up a bit. I made two friends: another kid who was bullied named Jeremiah, and his best friend Brent; however, we were not very close for a few years. I started getting respect for my knowledge and kindness by the older kids and was on good terms with them. My parents put me in karate classes which instigated an increase to my self-confidence. The maltreatment continued but it was on a lesser scale. People were more careful about harassing a kid with a confident stride and who stopped taking the punches. Sixth grade was a weird year. The school didn’t let me go on to jr. high, so even though I already learned the entire sixth grade curriculum in fifth grade, I had to do it all over. It was a drag. The older kids all left and I had almost no friends again. The bullying had stopped though. The kids in my grade started to respect me, and I had a few good friends. I had a horrid, thin haired, plump, tall sixth grade teacher who had a reputation of picking on Bosnians—there were a few others in grades ahead of me—that proved true while I was there: Mrs. Nacarato. She was also a pretty bad teacher for everyone else. The kids did not really learn from her. I ended up tutoring most of my class. I was teaching the kids who were attacking me all these years. That’s where I got respect. I gave them knowledge, I gave them good grades, I gave them the help that they needed. I still remember when I had to sit next to Enrique, who was far behind in math, and how grateful he was after I explained fractions to him. Not being hated was weird and new to me. I realized that my second grade theory was right: Knowledge was power. 
	I now had my perspective. I knew how I was going to go about life. I was not going to be a bully. I was not going to have any acrimony, I was going to help people, and I was going to learn in any way I could. I was going to learn from my peers, from my teachers, from books, from T.V, from all of life, and I could now do it with a fresh start. I was supposed to go to Granite Park Jr. High, but my Bosnian neighbors were in Eisenhower, and Eisenhower was a better school, so I went there. I knew no one. No one knew me. Compared to my elementary it was huge and packed with strangers. It was a bit frightening, but it was an opportunity to start anew. I was already smart, I knew English, I was confident, so I was not going to get tormented. It went great. I made a ton of friends. I kept on learning. I had great teachers who impacted my life. In junior high my insatiable hunger for knowledge just got bigger as I learned more. 
	I had a big goal ever since third grade.  I wanted to go to Harvard University; moreover, I wanted a full scholarship to Harvard. I remember when I first learned what scholarship was. I thought it was the coolest thing ever. “A school paying you to get an education” was how it was explained to me by my third grade teacher. She was bragging to us how her son got a scholarship and we all asked what it was. I thought that was great, “I can do what I love, and I get money for it? That’s awesome.” I knew that a scholarship would make things easier. Ever since I heard of scholarships I wanted one. I wanted one to that big far away magical mysterious place that people called Harvard. As I learned what Harvard was, I wanted to achieve my goal even more. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]	In Jr. High I realized my big goal was a lot harder than I thought. I realized it was not likely, but it always lingered in the back of my mind. It stayed back there until ninth grade. Mr. Brough, my journalism and geography honors teacher, my grandpa I never had, told us about A.P. Geography. I was excited. I learned about that other mysterious thing called A.P. in seventh grade math when our teacher said that if we stay on track we could take A.P. Calculus in high school.  Now I had a chance to finally take one of those classes, I was excited. Being able to learn college level material while still in ninth grade? It was amazing! My insatiable hunger pulled me to it. I was actually as scared as I was excited. I heard that A.P. was very hard. I was scared that I could not handle it. I was scared that I would fail. I had never failed. I did not want to ever fail.  Getting over my fear and sticking with that class, every Wednesday after school in hunter Jr. High, was one of the best decisions of my life. I learned to work hard. I got awesome knowledge. I realized that silly little goal was in reach. I could handle college work. I can even start getting college credit before I even start college. If I worked hard enough, if I kept doing A.P., if I impressed Harvard, I could get in. While getting closer to my arduous goals I realized something else: Harvard was not the last step.  It was just an important one. I made an even higher goal. I fashioned my “ambition.” I knew what I wanted to do with my life, and I vaguely knew how I was going to start to go about doing it. 
	I have my ambition now, my motivation, my goals, and my means. I have my habit of working hard and I have all the knowledge I have managed to gain so far. I have ample A.P. classes that will give me more knowledge, more skills, and more college credit. I have my growing cognition. I am ready to climb that next mountain. 
