	
	
	




	Tue, 20th of September 
	500-word reflexive account of why you have decided to come to university.
	John-Carl Scanlon







 My name is John-Carl Scanlon, I was born in Margate, England, on the 7th of Augast 2002.
[bookmark: _Int_8zEIzYzt][bookmark: _Int_Ew0YeaiJ][bookmark: _Int_JqpxiFtC][bookmark: _Int_pzz0DTPg][bookmark: _Int_mkGma2le][bookmark: _Int_wSpD5wg1][bookmark: _Int_YbLb6qYy][bookmark: _Int_lAMZLEPV][bookmark: _Int_hlxP47dQ][bookmark: _Int_GrbyuPEi][bookmark: _Int_aAiOsybl]I went to a few different primary schools as we moved a lot, so I do not remember many and the ones I do are all blurred together. I had a happy childhood and always loved sports and the outdoors, living in Margate I was very luck to grow up next to the sea and loved to swim and surf. I started secondary school when I was 12, I went to King Ethelbert's school in Birchington, a 15-minuet skate from home. I loved secondary school, not so much because of the lessons, but because of my friends. My fondest memories of secondary school are all from outside the classroom; playing rugby, skating, just having a laugh with my friends. My one and only lesson that I would genuinely look forward to would be history, with my favourite teacher; Miss Westoby. She was an amazing lady and the only teacher who truly nurtured my love of learning and history, most other teachers mostly gave me and my friends up as a bad job, just naughty little kids who cared about nothing but skating and girls. But Miss Westoby always saw my love of history and through a combination of being an amazing Woman and an incredible teacher, taught me so much and sparked a real love of history that has carried on through the years. Cut forward a few years and I have scraped a handful of GCSEs, but not enough to go to the sixth form at my school, I will not lie and say I was disappointed, because I was not, none of my friends had passed and in our minds all this meant was that we would stay together, rather than splitting up to go into further education. A few of us, me included, went on to get apprenticeship in various fields, this was ideal as none of us needed any GCSEs to get the job and at the end of the 3-year apprenticeship you would get a qualification and have a job for life. To begin with I loved Carpentry, and I still do. However, I always had a nagging thought in my mind that I was capable of more, and so I spent a few months contemplating my next steps, even though I am only 20 I thought that I would be too old to go to university, or that if I did, I would be the eldest and it would be a strange dynamic. But the more I thought about it the more I was drawn to history, even when I was working on site, I would fill all my spare time with history, through book, films, and games, I loved visiting ruins and castles. Then I spoke to my Auntie, whom I do not often speak as she lives up north, and she told me that she had just finished studding law. This completely changed my perception of university, the fact that my middle-aged auntie had just graduated university gave me the fuel I needed to commit to university myself. All my family and friends were shocked at my decision, but they all agreed that History is the path I should be going down (partly because I never shut up about it). Once the decision was made, I began to look for different universities, my elder sister is studying in London, and after staying with her for a week I knew that the big city life is not for me. Then I discovered Lampeter and instantly fell in love, the quality of life, small class size and obviously the beautiful country of Wales drew me in instantly. After the open day, being shown around campus by a lovely fella and talking to all the lectures, I was smitten and instantly excepted my place at Lampeter. And now hear I am ready to cram as much Historical knowledge into my brain as I physically can.
	
	
	



	
	
	



