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Becoming a Tile in the Mural of Life
    When I began high school in 9th grade, my world centered around me. My main goals were all about wanting to learn everything, for the sake of learning everything. I did not think about how I would use knowledge; I just wanted knowledge for the sake of itself. The other thing that preoccupied my adolescent attention was love. I thought that I needed love to be happy, and without it I could not be happy at all. 
    The first major change was due to my journalism, yearbook, and geography teacher Mr. Brough. He taught me many things relating to academics and beyond academics to knowledge of the world as well. I developed a better work ethic, and he challenged me to take my first AP class: Human geography. That class fomented my next change. It really opened my eyes to the world and to college level education. I had a paradigm shift, and my current ambition of using knowledge that I would gain to help the world was created. Through high school there were two other major changes. One was joining swim team. This change was very positive and made me a more social and healthy person, the other was the end of a long relationship and friendship. While this change was very painful, it was also, in the end, a positive change. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]    These changes and my continual pursuit of knowledge, I have become a different person. Knowledge has opened my eyes to many things of the world, and have found an intangible problems with certain aspects of people, societies, and civilizations in the world. My goals shifted to wanting to help do my part to solve these diseases that pollute what should be a wonderful thing: life. The changes did not exactly create this within me, but has helped revealed a purpose that was always a dormant part of me. My verse in the song of life has been heard by my heart and soul. The ties that have broken in tenth grade, while being caused by horrible circumstances and resulting in near unbearable pain, were also positive changes in the long run. I think of these bad experiences as small tiles of an ugly color, that are only parts of a greater, giant, and beautiful mural of life. Through bad times I learned much: I learned about emotional pain, about forgiveness, and about peace. Material things are less of a worry to me, and I do not easily get upset. 
    Siddharta and I both had to have ties broken before we could improve ourselves. I had to lose a best friend and love, and he had to break away from his father, his best friend, his wife, his son, and his mentor. Each break was another cycle of samsara, and with each one Siddharta progressed further into realizing his enlightenment. I have not had as many experiences as Siddhartha, and have not gone through as many cycles of samsara; therefore, I have not progressed as far as Siddhartha has in respect to enlightenment, but I have a glimpse.
