Autobiography
“Carolina, she’s always been my go getter. When she sets her mind to something, there ain’t no talkin her out of it. But she’ll come home; she’s a farm girl, that’s who she is.”

-Grandma Heiar

When I moved to Chicago, this is what my Grandmother told my Dad to calm his fears about his little girl living in a big city. It’s as though she knew she helped raise a woman strong enough to take on a new challenge to educate others but she also knew she helped raise a woman who stays true to her roots. The person I am and continue to become has been shaped by the people and places that I have been blessed to have the opportunity to know and experience. It is my constant pursuit of learning and growing that has helped guide me to where I am. I am assured every day that my pursuit of becoming an educator is exactly what I am supposed to be doing. However, it is my past that has made me strong enough to get here.

When I was younger I wished for sisters. I would ask Santa for one at Christmas and then when he failed to deliver, I would ask my parents for one on my Birthday. Growing up with two older brothers didn’t always seem idyllic but they were my first teachers. They taught me things that a sister might not have been able to. The laughter was constant in my household. To this day, nobody can make me laugh like my brothers can and it has always made me want to make others laugh. Being funny in the classroom and making my students laugh helps me to develop the kind of classroom setting that I feel makes students feel comfortable and happy to be at school. Life can be rough and there will be some really bad moments, but if you can surround yourself with people who can make you laugh, the load will seem much lighter. Sometimes that’s really what our students need from us; someone to lighten the load. School should be a place where students want to come and feel safe. It should be a fun place where they are welcomed, not a place that they dread.  Along with humor, my brothers made me tough. Two brothers who like sports made it impossible for me to be oblivious. I learned to be a good outfielder in homerun derby, a great rebounder in around the world, the best test dummy in wrestling and an expert in all things ESPN. With this knowledge came my own love of sports and I could not begin to fathom what they would teach me. 

Life is bitter sweet for a girl who spends her whole life being tall. The boys are never tall enough, but apparently it is a gift if you are in athletics. I don’t recall ever wanting to play sports it just seemed to be what I was thrown into. Being the only girl in a whole neighborhood full of boys and brothers helps make you competitive and it taught me how to play everything from baseball and softball to basketball and tennis. When I was finally old enough to play on a team of my own, I was like a fish to water. I have spent countless hours of my life covered in sweat. I have been yelled at and encouraged by coaches and peers. I have lost so many games, but the things I have learned have left me with a winning record. I am a dedicated, passionate, hard working person and those things were brought out in the sports that I played and they continue to be brought out in my profession of teaching. I believe that athletics helped to build my character but what I know is that not every child is going to play sports. I believe that good teachers are often times synonymous with good coaches. That’s what we do; we coach our students. We push them to work harder, to be better, to get stronger at what it is we are teaching. My character, however, was not completely built in a gymnasium or a weight room, it was built off old Highway 67, between a cornfield and a hay field. 
There is a place on this earth where time stops. If you drive past you will see an elderly woman picking weeds in her massive garden. The white paint is chipping off the barns with the red tin roofs and when you look across the field you will see a farmer with his little white dog in a green tractor. I grew up on my family’s farm in Milan, Illinois. And if there is anything that I learned day in and day out it is that hard work is a choice. Your results are based on the work that you put in. There is no age limit for when you can start working on a farm, if Grandma told me to do it then there was no arguing with her. I know how to plant a garden and harvest the food. I know how to can, cook and bake. I know that the cows need to be fed twice a day and they only respond to my dad’s voice no matter how many times I call them. I know that if the sun is shining and the soil is soft, then it is time to plant. I know that six months later when the sun starts to set early and the crops have turned golden brown it is time to harvest. My favorite smell is the inside of a combine. It smells like my Dad’s shirt when I would sit with him and go up and down the rows until the field disappeared. There is something about being raised on a farm that makes you want to work hard in everything else that you do, everything I learned made me want to keep learning. Some say that hard work can’t be taught, I disagree. I learned to work hard because an example was set for me and that is exactly what I plan to do for my students. I want them to become lifelong learners. I want them to pursue learning, not necessarily college, as we all take different paths, but to want to learn wherever they are.
As high school neared its end and the choice of continuing my education was brought about, I had to decide where to attend college. There were so many wonderful things that made me want to stay at home but there was also a strong desire to know what else was out there for me. I ended up in Southwest Wisconsin, in a town I had never heard of, at a school that felt like home from day one. Platteville, Wisconsin is my second home and there I learned so many lessons and tools that I will not only use as an educator but as a human being. So much of what you learn at school is not taught in a book. As I pursued my dream of becoming a teacher, I also joined the volleyball team. What seemed like such a simple, unimportant decision at the time; became a huge life experience and taught me a lot about myself. I met my best friends, roommates, and long lost sisters on my volleyball team. Through them I became confident in who I was, I took risks and tried new things and as my brothers had taught me years before, I found people to laugh with. Together, with my friends and teammates we have traveled to 8 states. We have experienced the loss of pets, loved ones, boyfriends, and games together. We support each others dreams and goals. Volleyball is something that we all loved; it brought us together and made my college experience unforgettable. After 40 classes, and over 100 credits taken in college, the best, most important thing I learned was what it means to be a friend and I didn’t learn it in class. That is something that I brought with me on my new journey to Chicago.
Have you ever heard the quote, if your dreams don’t scare you, they aren’t big enough? Well, my dream has always scared me a little, I think partially because I didn’t really think it would come true. I fell in love with Chicago when I was a little girl, I saw the skyline and got butterflies in my stomach and that feeling never went away. When I decided to become a teacher, I knew exactly where I wanted to go. Through hard work and perseverance, along with the support of my incredible parents, family and friends, I made my dreams come true. 
I get to teach everyday and have fun, not everyone gets to say that. I get to work with incredibly smart, talented young students and instill in them some of the things that have helped me along in my journey. Most days, I think they teach me more than I teach them. It is a love of learning that makes me excited to teach them everyday. The supportive people I work with help me to learn and grow, a pursuit that started at a young age for me. My past has helped define me and the people and places in my life have helped me get to where I am.
