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Ten Years From Now 

When I was in middle school, there were very few things that made me happy. Although 

I was a friend for many, I myself did not have any friends. As a result, all of my most beloved 

hobbies are done in solitude. I grew to love writing, and inventing new worlds different than our 

own. I also grew to love baking, and creating delicacies that give me such pleasure to see others 

thoroughly enjoy. Most of all, I love working at my church. During my time in middle school, 

my youth leaders helped me through a lot of my everyday struggles. Now, I work as a volunteer 

youth leader at my church and as an employee in the nursery. This is why in the next ten years I 

want to be a mostly stay at home mom with a successful bakery called Rooty’s Frooties.  

I have always wanted to be a mother, but not just any mother. More than anything I want 

to be like my mother. My mom was always a very involved mother. Many people around my age 

know her as “Ms. Jackie” because she worked part-time at the grade school I went to. Although I 

do not know much about the current educational standards of Luckiamute Valley Charter School, 

or better known as Bridgeport, I can tell you that they were not all that high when I went there. 

As soon as my brother and I were old enough to attend grade school, my mother got a job as one 

of the front desk ladies. To this day I do not know what her job truly was, because she did 

anything and everything at that tiny four-classroom school. Although she never had a degree in 

anything more than nail painting and hairdressing, she was by far the best substitute teacher, 

counselor, private tutor, lunch lady, custodian, front desk administrator, and summer school 



teacher there ever was, and she did it all so she could always be with my brother and me. She 

always worked hard and did her job well. Often times even better than the teachers who 

supposedly went to college and got a degree in teaching. 

Having a good, healthy, and happy family is the most important thing to me. When I 

work at my church both as a middle school youth leader and an infant nursery worker, I like to 

think of myself as a mom in training. I do not pretend to be a parent to the children I have 

supervision over, however, anyone who is placed responsible for a child’s care and protection 

feels or learns a little bit of what it is like to be a parent. I feel my heart stutter in panic when one 

of the kids under my protection is doing something reckless, just as my heart swells in pride 

when I hear their recount of the A’s they got on their tests. Every day, I find my self feeling more 

and more maternal over my kids, and it makes me both long to have my own and excited to think 

about the future when I do have the right person to have kids with.  

Along with being protective of my kids, I love to feed my kids. Although I am not the 

greatest cook, I am one of the greatest bakers. My passion for the confectionary arts started in 

middle school when I really wanted to show some appreciation to one of my teachers. Ms. 

Rouley was my English and writing teacher, as well as the only person I really considered a 

friend. I wanted to thank her for helping me with my studies so I baked her favorite mini 

personalized cake. Earlier that week when she was helping me with a writing assignment I had 

tricked her into telling me what her favorite was. Although I had never made, much less heard of 

a Black Forest Gateau cake before, I was up for the challenge. After much research, I finally 

found the perfect recipe. I made the cake during the weekend and brought it to her on Monday at 

the start of class. I can still picture her gasp of shock and amazement as she opened up the little 

plastic Tupperware container. She then immediately put it under the doc camera for the rest of 



the class to see. After everyone had a good look at my culinary creation, she took a big bite while 

the rest of the class salivated in jealousy. I was the talk in the teacher’s lounge for the rest of that 

week, receiving praise as well as requests for confections. From that day on to the end of middle 

school, I was making something for my teachers almost every week.    

Upon graduating high school I found myself at a bit of a loss as to what to do. My plan 

had been to attend a college with a pastry arts program, however, the closest one there was to me 

was in Coos Bay, 159 miles from home, a little over a three-hour drive. My parents were not 

willing to let me live so far away, and I myself was too nervous to overly consider moving so far. 

That left me with one other option; community college. I always liked the idea of being my own 

boss and making my own decisions, so taking classes in business seemed the logical thing to do. 

My first term of college was great. I got along well with my instructors and passed all my classes 

with ease. I remember scoffing to myself thinking about how my parents were warning me that it 

would not be easy. What do they know? They never went to college. My self-esteem and self-

confidence only rose as I received an email at the end of the term announcing that I had made 

Honours.  

Riding on this high, I went on to the start of my second term with confidence. A little too 

much confidence it turned out to be. Again I did well in all of my classes, all but one. I would 

never have thought that I would have had any trouble with accounting. I am great at math! I 

thought to myself as I chose my classes for the term. This should be a breeze. As the first two 

weeks went by, I quickly realized the tragic mistake I had made. While math I understood like 

the back of my hand, accounting made about as much sense to me as Mandarin Chinese. I 

quickly learned that I was not learning anything. Realizing how much trouble I was in, I tried to 

find a way out, but it was too late. I couldn’t drop the class without losing my financial aid. 



Stressed, scared, and panicked, I did my best to understand the material. I read my textbook 

repeatedly, watched online lectures on YouTube multiple times, even asked some of my parent's 

friends who are accountants for help, but nothing clicked. I was so embarrassed and frightened 

that my failure would be thought of as laziness, that I moved to the back of the classroom and 

kept my head down. The end of the term came and my shame only grew as I was faced with a 

big fat F labeling me a failure. My ambitions for getting a degree in business were crushed 

because not only did I have to pass the accounting class that I had already failed in, I had to pass 

two other more challenging accounting classes to get the degree I wanted. I finally understood 

what my parents were talking about when they said college would be hard, and what the rest of 

my family meant when they said that I would not be any good at business.       

After sulking for a time, I changed my major to something I knew how to do, and do 

well. I decided to become an English major, more to appease my parents than anything. All of 

my family and friends know how adept I am with writing. Although I am quite proficient in both 

aspects of reading and writing, I never pictured myself as a teacher. While I am certain I could 

teach, and teach well, being an educator is not how I want to spend my life. As far as I know, I 

only get two years of financial aid for college. As soon as the two years are up I plan to start 

doing what I really want to do, and that is being a baker at my own bakery. Who said you need a 

degree to start a business? As Dr.Seuss said “You have brains in your head. You have feet in 

your shoes. You can steer yourself any direction you choose. You're on your own. And you 

know what you know. And you are the one who'll decide where to go.” Baking is something I 

know how to do, and love doing. I will hire people to do the things that I can not do myself, such 

as accounting. Maybe I will even have a business partner so I will have more time to spend with 

my family and be with my kids.perhaps my husband could be my business partner and we all 



would live in an apartment above the bakery. Of course, we would live close to Dallas so that we 

could visit my parents more often. The ideal location would be the main drag of Independence. I 

am willing to work hard to have my bakery and the family I want, after all, only the things you 

are willing to work for are worth having.   
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