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Copper Bell As A Symbol For My Learning History

When I was younger, I was given a gift of a copper bell at my church. An older woman, who was almost in her late 70’s, gave me the small handheld bell after church one Sunday afternoon. I remember the bell being so shiny that I thought it was a gold bell. At the time, I didn’t understand why this bright and cheery lady was giving me such a beautiful artifact for no apparent reason. However, as the years passed by and I got older, I realized that I was like the bell in many ways. The bell was no longer shiny and clean, but had acquired dust and almost looked liked a brown, gold color. Over the years, I too had lost my bright-eyed perspective of the world and switched into someone who was pretty cynical about a lot of topics and beliefs. Not until I took a step back to analyze why I had lost my sense of wonder did I come to an understanding that, while life may get a little dirty and complicated, these events shouldn’t hinder me from finding passion in my life.

Therefore, when I entered the 8th grade, I decided to take a different look at my everyday life and how enthusiastic I actually was. This was quite a challenge for me being that, at the time, I no longer cared much about anything for my lack of wonder. I questioned the day when I had lost my enthusiasm for life and replaced it with a mundane existence just doing what I was “supposed” to do. There was a time, back in elementary school, when I enjoyed most days no matter what fun activities I did. I could literally be sitting in story time listening to a story that I didn’t really care for, and still find something I found interesting. I used to even give my teachers my breakfast apple because I was so grateful for them teaching me. When I faced obstacles in elementary school, such as being taken out of arts-n-crafts time, I smiled at the opportunity to partake in personal reading sessions to improve my reading abilities. I didn’t complain and change my perspective about myself but like the shiny bell, I continued to shine on. 


There were many times before middle school when I should’ve not let my light shine, but despite the obstacles I faced, I voiced my opinions loudly and took all the help I could get from my teachers and reading tutor volunteers with gratitude. Most days I was so happy to simply be able to learn and to have people that actually cared about whether I learned or understood something. Like the bell that made its noise when I would move it with my hand, I felt as if the teachers nudged me into the right direction to find my own voice. If it wasn’t for the reading volunteer who would come to my class every week on his bicycle, it might’ve taken a much longer time to be able to learn in all subjects since I couldn’t understand what I read. Still, despite all the reasons why I should’ve quieted my voice and felt pity for myself, I didn’t but kept on ringing. 


Finally, one fateful day in the 8th grade, I decided to get back to how I used to be when I was much younger and full of wonder and gratitude for all the good things in this world and my life. I sat down on the bleachers by my school’s football field and wrote down why I thought life was so horrible. To my surprise, I realized that most of my time was being spent on activities I didn’t enjoy. I was well aware that there were activities that, as a young adult, I must do but I wondered when I had stopped participating in activities I was passionate about. Even though I was fulfilling my duties in school and even doing community service, I no longer learned more about topics and activities that truly interested me and incited my sense of wonder. When I was in elementary school, I felt fresh and bright like my new bell but, as the years passed on, I did not take time out for myself. Thus, due to lack of polishing my own strengths and natural talents, I lost the sense of who I really was and became a lonely face in the sea of other teenagers. 


All my early years spent on teaching me how to communicate didn’t matter because I had stopped speaking for the most part. Very different from my elementary school self, who was never afraid to ask questions in class and voice opinions, my older self had become rusty, decrepit, and silenced. In my home life, I had been scolded for being too talkative and I took it upon myself not to annoy my family members. Even in my church (the older lady wasn’t there anymore), kids of my age would constantly tell me I was annoying just for being me. Therefore, similar to the bell that isn’t taken care of, my voice turned so rusty, it wouldn’t speak unless spoken to. 


Contrary to what I had been told all my life, I realized then sitting alone by the bleachers that I had to make it my business to find my new voice and ring my bell again. I had to make it my job to polish my talents and passions so they wouldn’t get old and rusty. Even though my family and many of my friends had put me down for being who I naturally was, I didn’t have to be enslaved to other’s opinions of me. That day I realized it wasn’t my job to make people happy, but it was my job to make myself happy by adding “what I want to do” to my set of “must do’s.” I made a pact with myself to never let myself stop learning about my passions and, like the shiny, loud bell I had received, I would let my light shine and my voice be heard no matter the criticisms. 

