500 Word Reflexive Account of Why You Have Decided on Coming to University.

Thomas Westley

Being born into a solely working-class household with heritage that knew nothing more, the Westley concept of work and family were always seen as the fundamental model of how to live your life. You attend school, get grades, and then leave, to start a steady flow of money. You have small time partners of the opposite sex at school, attempt more long-term relationships and then marry, to start a family. 
Now you can imagine how I wasn’t off to the most perfect start to this intended lifestyle, having shown interest in professions and hobbies that favoured the more creative sense of achievement and development at the age of 13, and announcing to the world that I was openly homosexual to "live my truest life" or whatever other reddit-inspired mantra I was living by at the time. Add another three "disappointing" years, with bad GCSE's and a mutual lack of respect between child and parent, and it was clear that I was priming for a black sheep label. So, who would’ve thought that, as a failed student turned flamboyantly gay and now gender-questioning individual, a legislation issued by the Department of Education would save me a few years from the clutches of my parent's lifestyle. 
[bookmark: _Int_Z7kDPD6k]Introduced in September 2013, the Education and Skills Act makes education or forms of training, compulsory until the age of 17 and later furthered it to 18 in 2015. This, coupled with the aforementioned bad results from GCSE's, meant that I had three years of figuring out what I wanted to do with my life, because the thought of progressing any of my part-time jobs at the time made me sick. My mother was on board with my choice of college over an apprenticeship, even though the latter seemed to parallel more with the family way of life. But that could have been more a public display of my mother's rebellion against my father than a sign of support from a parental figure. The thoughts of his affair, quick separation and residential moving in with his lover, were clearly prominent in her mind so at least there's reasoning. 
[bookmark: _Int_5XqP6uIL]Sixth form college could have been the gateway to everything I wanted... If only I knew what it was that I wanted. Although there were a few good grades along the way, most days during my time at Long Road Sixth Form College were obvious signs of someone wasting time whilst their life had structure. I had no real concept of how unprepared for adult life, until it finally hit me at full force. Before I knew it, I was living alone, working 60-hour weeks for my father’s company. And this was where I would sit for notably five of the most depressing years of my life. 
The mixture of a toxic workplace, controlled and manipulated by my father, and the empty loneliness kept me weighted down and in that position. Only ever earning enough to keep myself just above water yet taking up enough time to consume my energy daily. This short period of my life is the inspiration for my coming to university. To have lived a life so focused on how much you make, that it allows your creative spirit to get crushed. That’s the life that I never wanted to live.


