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Currently, I expect that my writing experiences will increase during this last semester before graduation. I expect to write 6 technical mini—papers in my Software Development and Design class. My cooperative education job as a junior programmer involves a lot of documentation of programs written by other programmers at work, and for the credit itself, I must keep a journal of what I did at work. I am taking the introduction to college writing class because I couldn't pass the writing competency exam. I had taken the exam three times in hopes of passing, but the reasons for flunking varied to such an extent that they drove me crazy. I had taken writing courses previous to this one, one at Cornell College, and one as a correspondence course through the University of Northern Iowa. This class I am currently taking is my first semester class on writing, and I hope I will finally learn to enjoy writing in general.
The most enjoyable writing I had done were the journals that I kept. I liked writing entries in the journals assigned by 2 general education classes, Spaceship Earth and Religions of the World. In those journals, I had developed my own philosophy, and became more aware of the differences between my parents and me. I was able to independently reach a few conclusions because my thoughts on a subject were easy to expand in later entries. During various times in my life, I wrote outside of school. I once kept a journal written in Spanish. My sister laughed at me when she found out about it, because she said that I wouldn't be able to read it after I have grown old and forgetful. I remember that I stopped writing the journal because the daily entries had degraded to the point where I was only listing the programs I watched on television that day. I still write short entries on my calendar. I used to maintain a diary with a lock as a child, but I gave that up because as I grew older, my diary seemed more and more embarrassing to me. My friend June read my diary one time, after I stopped writing in it, and I realized that she had her first glimpse into my childish thoughts that I had before we ever met. She also read the poems I wrote which were more pleasurable to share. One poem, Thoughts about a Boy, even became published in a junior high school arts magazine. The resulting speculations and wild rumors between fellow classmates about who I was talking about were amusing. I wrote a poem about 'talking' for a high school writing class instead of some other option for an assignment. I wrote a poem about how I felt about my hearing impairment, and my one time Area 7 itinerant teacher of the deaf has a copy of it in her office files. The inspiration to write a poem comes in the middle of the night when I'm sleeping. Sometimes I get up more than several times during the night to jot down the lines of a poem running through my mind.

My best efforts at expressing myself went into the writing, whether it is a poem, a letter, or paper, and to have it thrown away is heart breaking. Indeed the worst painful experiences of writing are when my writing was evaluated and rejected in one way or another. I hated taking essay exams. I had long essay exams for Human Origins, a general education anthropology course, and for an upperclassmen course that was not a part of my major, Climatology, I am convinced that if the exams were short answer or multiple choice, I would have received a higher grade. I dreaded most writing assignments as well, but the worse kind are the research papers.

During college, I had written a total of 4 research papers, 2 for general education classes and 2 for my major classes. The 2 research papers that I wrote for general education classes were about the pottery of North American Indians, and the city of Baton Rouge, Louisiana. Last semester, I wrote my best research paper on a computer operating system called UNIX, that was 11 pages long, single typed, I also wrote a paper on a prevalent form of artificial intelligence programming which received a poor evaluation. In this case, I did not know how to get started on my paper because the topic was too difficult to grasp. My classmate recommended that I write about expert systems, and he tried to help me understand what they are, but I still ended up writing nothing more than an introductory paper. All the paragraphs were stretched out as far as I could make them. Research papers are difficult for me to write because I couldn't develop any opinion on the material I was researching. Deadlines to turn in an assigned research paper have always caused me to panic, as well,

I drop everything else on my schedule, even the routine things, and cram. I go find the material, write the draft, and type the paper up on my computer. I do all of the organizing, revising, and proofreading of the paper on my word processor. I may sit at my computer for days, from my first waking moment to my last sigh of exhaustion before falling asleep. During this time of intense concentration, I am totally alone, and absolute quiet is maintained. I rarely have a break, and only when fierce hunger gnaws at me, do I stop typing on my computer. My computer does help improve my writing a lot. If I wrote anything on paper, and then typed it up on the computer, the computer version of my paper will always be better than the handwritten draft. My handwriting varies from good to messy, and scribbles and cross outs are predominant especially when writing a long paper. I tried to write personal letters on the computer, but I thought that the letters weren't worth the effort. First, I have to turn on the computer, load the word processor, open a file, and then I can type a letter. After I finish, I must close the file, and turn on the printer in order to print the letter. Before I can even mail the letter, I must turn off the printer, exit the word processor, and turn off the computer.

In high school, before I had my computer, the highest level of writing I had managed to achieve was Advanced Composition. I received an A letter grade for the class, but only because the teacher let me rewrite over and over again every paper, except the final research paper, for which I received a D. I passed up a class for reading and writing reviews of books on an individual basis because the teacher was the same one I had for Advanced Composition, and I couldn't bear to take another class like that one again. I was having problems in Western Cultures, a history class, keeping up with the essay exams held every week so that I had to drop the class. The only enjoyable writing classes I had were Sophomore English, American Literature, and Journalism. In fact, the journalism class was where my writing skills improved dramatically.
In junior high and grade school, classes for writing were generally English. I had a frustrating feeling that the schools placed me lower in levels of English than I wanted to be. I remember complaining to the teacher the injustice of taking an English class separately from the rest of my fifth grade classmates in Homeroom. All the transfers from school to school might have been the cause for a lower placement. I currently have a record of 13 schools, including preschool and college that I attended. I did work my way up to the higher levels during junior high school, especially after I started reading voraciously, about 100 books a year.
I made heavy use of the school and public libraries as I grew up. I even had easy access to the bookmobile. I had never let a summer go by without reading a few books. I read comics, mystery, mythology, psychology, romance, and science fiction. I also subscribed to science fiction short story and other kinds of magazines. The most memorable books that I read are C. S. Lewis' Narnia series, and J. R. Tolkein's Load of the Rings series. As of late, I enjoyed reading the Foundation series and other books by Isaac Asimov, the Pern series by Anne McCaffery, and the Star Trek novels. I am eagerly waiting for the paperback version of The Lost Years to come out. I may yet give in to the urge to buy the more expensive, but available hardback version.
