
For awhile I wanted to be a senator or a diplomat.  I wanted to be in a position to create big change and not just local improvements in individual lives.  I wanted to reach the masses and change the world.  I thought that this was the best way in which to use my talents and make a difference.  That was my plan.  

This past junior year, I was tested in many ways.  Each day in history class, one boy would ask me to swear.  Of course I would laughingly respond, “No,” as it was the daily joke.  


There were some things, however, that were not so easy to laugh off.  I took an English class entitled 20th Century European Narrative.  That, I assumed, would teach me about the experiences of the Holocaust or perhaps even the courage of Europeans in fending off the Nazis.  I could not have been more mistaken.  The purpose of the course was, at its core, to learn about existentialism.
I had to endure books such as The Immoralist and The Stranger.  I was pushed out of my comfort zone in the worst way by reading about every thought of a pedophile or inexplicable indifference towards God.  I didn’t want to read them.  I had always adored books but now dreaded these new ones.


Worse, however, than my lack of interest in these books were my new thoughts and questions about my faith.  After daily class discussions about the meaning of existentialism and living solely for oneself, I began to doubt.  At the beginning of The Immoralist, I knew without a doubt that I was reading a twisted piece of literature, but by the end, after being bombarded by it day after day, it began to seem almost normal.  This, combined with my history teacher’s lectures about the creation of religions by the rich to satisfy the poor, caused me much distress.  

Fortunately, I found another English teacher with whom I met to discuss wonderful Irish poetry and moral values that weren’t so absurd after all.  I also spoke with a theologian about my history book and its flaws.  My questioning had still not completely ended, so I read books about faith, such as ones by C.S. Lewis.  I still doubted but then prayed. 
What truly solidified everything was a visit from old family friends.  Just listening to them talk about faith and making a difference in the lives of others made me understand more about my faith.  It was so compelling to listen to them and feel how strong in faith they were.  They kept talking about how they prayed their children would come back to their faith when their own times of questioning were over, and I knew how much I wanted to come fully back too.  I was moved by their faith, and my doubts were answered.
It finally occurred to me how blessed I’ve been to have so many wonderful people in my life that that believe in me.  It’s just horrific to picture someone else having the same struggles that I have had with no one to be there for them.  Hearing about all the miserable backgrounds from which so many children come, it makes me so grateful for mine but also charges me with a duty to help them.  Perhaps I could instill values in others as a teacher in lower school.  I would be able to give them the love that they deserve.  I could also work as a social worker or lawyer, helping individuals to find justice.
Maybe there is another way to reach more people, such as through politics or nonprofit organization leadership, but that’s what college will help me to discover.   
