


	Since all of my education has taken place within the United States, mathematics has played an essential role in my education from the start. A teacher once told the three most important things to learn from school were “the three R’s: reading, writing, and arithmetic.” My earliest school-related childhood memory was in pre-kindergarten: I remember some of my friends, thinking the American colors were red, blue, and orange (I liked that color more than white), climbing fences, and learning to tie my shoes. Even though I do not specifically remember any math related materials covered, I am sure I was introduced to Arabic numerals at some point during this time. My earliest memory specifically recalling math is in kindergarten. Besides having an air conditioned room, mini-nap time (after recess), and play time, I can remember being introduced to basic logic – circle the picture which is false, the answer being a man lifting a car – and addition 101. It is a funny thought to recall, as I remember counting the ordered cubes provided to get the answer. This visualization method continued on through first grade, and even when I transferred schools in second grade. I remember going to summer school when I transferred; I do not know the specific reason why. I can remember struggling with a fairly new concept of subtraction – I can still see myself struggling to master the concept when the teacher and new friend of mine told me a different way to think of the concept. They said think of what two numbers added together will equal the first number: it clicked. Later on that year we started multiplication. Oh what a fun time; I remember I had to make flash cards and continuously drill this fundamental building block over, and over until I got it. The way I learned 7x7=49 was when my mother told me to think of the football team (which I did not even knew existed at this point). I can remember not performing a multiplication test to standard and having to take it over again. I think I was also introduced to division at this point. I would call this a low time – new school, new kid, and new concepts. Again, my parents did not like this school either, and I left half way through my third grade year to be homeschooled. I wound up completing a years worth of third grade curriculum in the remaining half of a year. Up until first grade I remember it being fairly easy; I would get done quickly with my assignments. I still remember the name of my math book: I used Saxon Math every year I was homeschooled, and I can attest to the quality of this program. The first lesson always started off with a very basic concept (like in third grade it started off with addition in the hundreds), and the lessons built in complexity from there. Math is incremental, and this book not only taught new concepts daily, but the end of lesson questions forced one to stay current with all the material covered to that point. I can remember flipping back several chapters for some lessons to remember how to do a problem. Fifth grade was when my dad lost his job, and we could not afford homeschooling, so I attended a public school for the first time. I remember my English teacher was also my math teacher (Mrs. Barney), and she introduced the “mountain problems” – each week questions of varying difficulty were posted on a wall. We would drill random questions from this board throughout the week, with the most difficult questions being toward the end of the week. I can remember being challenged every week by these problems. Sixth grade was the year my younger brother flunked first grade, so I was homeschooled on a computer curriculum. I do not remember too much from this year, other than I quickly learned to type. Seventh and eight grade were the two years I taught myself from the same book-based curriculum company I had from third and fourth grade. I specifically remember being introduced to algebra. One of my buddies from public school showed me a simple equation with X in it, and I had no clue what he was talking about. I was so upset that I sped up the book I was learning from to get the “algebra” book. I finished about half of this book before entering high school. I tested so well in my entrance exam they asked me to try and validate algebra. Since I hadn’t “finished the book” (something I had always done up to that point), I choose (and tested) into honors algebra. That was a completely different experience from homeschooling: I had a recent Lithuanian immigrant (“Mr. K”) as my teacher, so he had interesting stories about his new experiences in America. The class was extremely easy; my classmates thought I was high-speed, but looking back I probably could have done geometry. Sophomore year was “Sneaky O’Keefey” (self-given name), the respected geometry teacher; he kept the entire class constantly on its toes with tricky, sneaky problems. His style of teaching matched very closely my homeschooling experience, so I quickly picked up the material. Junior year was Honors Algebra 2/Trig. This teacher was one of the best teachers I ever had: she was passionate about mathematics, always was willing to give tutoring after school (if you scheduled it), and knew the material well enough to help anyone understand it. She also taught me my senior year for Calculus. Even though I did not pass the exam, she did a phenomenal job teaching the subject. During beast, I validated calculus and tested into multivariable calculus. My teacher was Major Randy Boucher, but I struggled the first couple of weeks my plebe year. After requesting to be dropped down a level, and failing the FCE, I was transferred into Major Harvey’s class. I had a great time in this class, and I was surprised by how much I learned. After successful completion of the course, I moved onto Calculus. This concludes this segment of my math story.

