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Image: Howard Alumni and Actor Chadwick Boseman May 12th in Washington D.C. (Bill
O'Leary/The Washington Post)

INTRODUCTION

Dear Reader(s),

I am a 14-year-old teenager from West Philadelphia. I was raised and still am by my father,
Robert Taylor, my stepmother Ameera Taylor, and my mother, Betty Taylor. I am African
American with dark brown eyes and black and red/orange hair. My three passions are fashion
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go for so long. I wanted this for me. I wanted to be the best
of the best to ever play basketball. That is what influenced me so much to play harder, even
though I often get a lot of disappo

inting comments and hate on how I play and why I play where
I play. I think that what really matters is my happiness and my growth in the sport. I learned so

much about basketball within a year and although I'm starting late I want to do this because |

love basketball. I want to make it with basketball, and that means I have to put in the work to
get there on my own.



An Eduecational Moment

One moment in my education history that shaped me was probably in my general math
class. I was in third grade and often called "smart” by everyone around me, including my

parents, family, friends, and teachers. I had no problem doing difficult assignments as I

never thought it was hard for me. I don't remember how ever happened at this moment

in time exactly. Probably because I'm 14 now and back then I was only 8, and a lot of
different things have happened in my life since that point in time. I remember that it
was pretty late at night I was rechecking my homework for math class. But it was a
division problem that I just could not get and it became very frustrating as I felt like all I
could see was a blur from enraged incisions or in other words angry tears. I remember
that back then I didn't have a good sense of self-control so I would scribble all over my
paper whenever I couldn't do something wrong or when I got frustrated with homework.
This day was one of those days and what made it worse was that I had been struggling
with this new concept all week. I remember that night at 6 pm; after I got picked up from
my aftercare at school and taken home I was studying and doing homework when I
checked that division problem for a third time and saw I got it wrong. It was at this
moment the first time I felt like a failure at something I was best at. I just sat there with
tears coming down my eyes. Little sniffling sounds could be heard from a few feet away.
My dad asked me what was wrong without looking, and I replied. "T'm fine,” scribbling all
over my paper before ripping it up and shoving the pieces into my bookbag. The next
morning I forgot all about it until it was time to turn it in. I told my teacher all about
what happened the night except the part about me crying. That day while everyone else
was eating I was held back from eating to have a conversation with my homeroom and
math teacher about the issue concerning my self-control. She told me I'm not perfect,
and neither is anyone else in the class. I have to study like everyone else and work 10
times harder to achieve any goals I want like anyone else does, and take deep breaths
when I get frustrated. I overcame this by learning how to control my self-control. I don't
exactly remember how I did it, but I assume music was a big part because I get very
stressed out without it now, and I've been that way for a while now.



A Fresh Poetic Goodbye From Me To You

What I want you to understand from me is that I am just like you right now. Teenagers still
trying to find themself in a world that doesn’t care for anyone. I have dreams just like you.
Dreams and passions, but we have to work towards our goals because a lot of people don’t want
o see us succeed. I'm just another lost soul in a cruel world trying to make it. When I look into
he stars at night I always think about what I would tell 5-year-old me who would just climb
1ything and go outside not caring how she looked. Those careless days will soon come to an

id and everything will make sense soon but for now, we have to work hard for us. The sun will
ine another day.

ite for the ones who care

’ve read this all the way through just know you aren’t truly alone.

all the same.
Taylor
ber 11th 2:22 2022






