A Big Move Which Changed My Life Forever��When I was eight years old I had to make a large decision that would change my life forever, or keep it the way it was headed. I lived in Wausau, Wisconsin, with my mother, the recently added family of my stepfather Rob, and my stepsister Nicole at the time that this decision was to be made. With my mother and stepfather recently married, they decided that Wisconsin is not the place for them. They never seemed to like it there and hated the snow which came with the cold weather. Well, they came to the decision that we were going to move. This move was not going to be some little move to the next city, or even to the next closest state. My mom and Rob decided that we are going to move to Texas. 


�When my mom sat me down to talk to me I had no idea what was coming. I did not expect her to tell me that we were going to move. When she first explained to me that we were moving she asked me if I was okay with that idea. I thought about it for a while and decided that I was, until I found out where we were going to move. I personally thought that it was going to be a little move. My mom and I moved all the time while I was going through pre-k and kinder garden. We moved the most when I was in the first grade. It was all the same to me. Switching schools did not bother me since i really didn't have any close friends to lose and I always made more friends the day I transferred to my new school. When I found out that it was going to be a big move all the way to a place that I never even heard of until that moment in time I did not know what to think(fix that sentence its jarbled). In my mind I thought that Wisconsin was going to be the place in which I grew up in, went to school in, got married in, and lived in all my life. Now, this is where it came down to my decision, the choice that will change my life forever no matter what I choose. My choices were; that I stay and live with my real father while my mom and my new family move to Texas, or I leave everything that I know in Wisconsin and move with my new family. This was a tough decision to make because no matter what I was to choose, somehow in someway, my life was going to change. I know I was only eight at the time, and you would not think that an eight year old girl could possibly think about all the pros and cons of the move or to stay. But, for as best an eight year old girl could do, I did. My mom gave me a week to come up with an answer. So for a week, that is what I thought about. I thought about, if I was to move, where I would live, making new friends, how I would lose my best friend, how scared I was to move, what it would be like living with my new family in a new and different place, and many other things. But I also thought about living with my dad. I would live out in the country, with no kids or friends near by, I would lose my mom, I would go to a different school either way, but I would not lose my best friend that I have known all my life, and I would be living with my dad. Living with my dad as an eight year old girl was a con all in itself. He does not know how to be a father, he was never home, and when he was home was working or sleeping. When the week that I had to make my decision finally came to an end I had to tell both of my parents what I had decided. I decided that I was going to move with my new family and leave everything behind me to only come back and visit. So, with my answer said, my father signed the papers that needed to be signed to legally let me move and live with my mom and Rob.


�This move, all in all, was something I regret greatly in many ways. I regret moving because I could have spent these past eight years with good friends that I left behind, and ones that I recently met every time I go to Wisconsin to visit, also my entire family. I missed out on many memories that I could have had and the life I could have lived in the first place. I miss not being able to not go far to see my brother, cousins, and my new baby cousins. I do not get to spend much time with any of them, and I truly would love to. Also, if I was to have stayed in Wisconsin, my dad probably would have learned how to be a good dad by raising me the past eight years. Then, now when I visit him it would not be such a pain to see him and try to spend time with him because he would know how to handle me and know what kinds of things him and I could do to spend time together. On the other hand, in some ways I do not regret moving at all. I met some really great people over these past years. New friends, teachers, and people who I can consider family. I have had some of the best years of my life while living in Texas but, I always seem to have more fun when I leave to Wisconsin for the summer. That is where I feel I belong and that I should live. That is why this summer, or the next, I am going to move back to Wisconsin to live forever. That is where I am going to finish high school at Wausau West High School and hopefully receive a scholarship to the University of Wisconsin. That is also where I plan to settle, marry, have children (maybe), and live happily until the day I die. 


