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Syllabus after syllabus after syllabus; was it ever going to end? I’d never even 

heard of a syllabus before that first overwhelming biology class. “Blah, Blah, Blah, test, 

Blah” and then the best/worst words a freshman could hear “attendance is not 

mandatory” and my naive little brain soaked it up like a sponge. It wasn’t until my third 

week of school that I finally got around to signing into my e-campus. I was on my own 

with no dictators (a.k.a. my parents) to tell me when to breath for the first time in my life 

and it felt outstanding. What’s the point of going to class if I only had to do well on 4 

tests and a final was my daily reassuring thought. 

 A,B-,D,D,F. These were my first semester grades. I saw this and was heartbroken. 

I cried and complained and blamed everyone else for these grades except myself. I 

should’ve immediately changed my schooling habits but I didn’t, I actually managed to 

do worse my second semester. I had prioritized my college career so terribly, that when I 

realized how much damage I had actually done, I was six feet deep in quicksand.  

 Right now I should be a junior but my credits only equal to a sophomores’ stature. 

I have spent the past three semesters d/f repeating courses I did poorly in as well as 

taking on new, more challenging ones. Ironically, this university class is one of my d/f 

repeat classes. Unfortunately for me, my first two semesters of college, all I could think 

about was where the next party was.  

You know when your parents yell at you and it goes in one ear and out the other? 

This usually makes it quit easy for me to get over whatever it was that I had done wrong. 

Well when my parents saw these grades, this was nothing like that; it was the pure 



disappointment on their faces that was the real punisher for me. Not only had I spent an 

obscene amount of their hard earned money for two semesters with nothing to show for 

it, I let them down, but worst of all I let myself down.  

If I could go back and do things differently I would say no once in a while and 

actually miss a night or two of going out. I would definitely go to class more. I missed 

more classes than I attended without a doubt. On top of that I never did any homework or 

studying. On some subconscious level I must have been trying my hardest to do as 

miserable as humanly possible.  

 I had an epiphany last Christmas. It was truly life changing. I figured that if I just 

did school work more often then not, and went to class instead of sitting around watching 

re-runs of entourage that I could actually get good grades. WOW! I finally got it. I 

changed my major to pre-nursing and I ended up getting a 3.8 last semester. While this 

semester some of my classes are challenging I don’t believe I did nearly as well as last 

but I know that I tried as hard as I could to get things done.  

 College is a once in a lifetime opportunity full of experience and learning 

abilities. To let all of these new and amazing things pass me by so I can get drunk or hang 

out with friends that I see everyday is truly a waste of time and money. I’m not saying 

that I will not enjoy myself now and again but I now prefer to celebrate when there is 

cause for it. For example a ninety on a test or finishing a ten page psychology paper. 

College is done differently by everyone, it is my choice to do it the right way.  

  


