
I felt a pain in my left calf every time the ball of my foot was about to leave the ground. I was 3 kilometers into the 7th cross country race of the season. The day was as humid and hot as a steam sauna. The stagnant air was unbearable. The sun beat down through completely cloudless skies as vast and blue as the ocean. It was later in the afternoon on this endless green field. The glare from the sun was so bright that I had to squint to see in front of me. But now there was a pain in my calf that drew my attention away from my heat exhaustion and burning lungs.


My pain was discrete but consistent. I just ignored it like I did all my running pains. Pains in your back, knees, and  feet sometimes arose but left just as quickly. This seemed like one of them. As I pulled around the next orange cone I could see I was lagging behind greatly. I normally ended up in the first 25% but this time I was  ending up in the last 75%. I redoubled my efforts and ultimately ran only a little bit faster. For some reason my pain in my calf came back, but I kept on running. I had never quit a race and was not going to set a precedent of quiting.


During practice my pain continued and I went to the trainer. She told me to stretch it for 30 seconds at a time every chance I got. This is what I did and I continued it for a month, stretching both legs equally so I remained symmetric.


When the winter track season started I began to stretch out with the team like we did every single day. My whole life I had not once been able to do a v-sit and reach stretch of more than 1 inch. I was not really focused on stretching and for some reason while I was doing my left sitting calf stretch I could not find my toe. Ever since I began track I had always been able to at least touch my toe. It startled me at first and I looked over to my left. To my horror my wrist was over my toe and I was not even feeling burning from extensive stretching. I realized in awe, amazement, and fear that I am now flexible and will be for the rest of my life. I was changed forever, and probably for the better. I sat in silent disbelief for a second then yelled out “WOW! I'm flexible.”


I quit track about a month later because of an unrelated knee problems that I later fixed with therapy. 


At the start of spring a friend of mine got me to go to a gymnastics practice with him. At practice I was useless in tumbling warming up. I could not even perform a forward roll properly and definitely could not cartwheel or do hand stands. While we were stretching I explained I was very flexible. Coach Kim said “Then you will be able to get your head in your knees.” I tried but could not quite do it. Coach pushed on my back to help me. Coach saw that my flexibility was one of my strengths, and had me develop my flexibility for a gym routine. Now I do things that make most people twinge. Now I can get 13 inches on v-sit and reach.


I took advantage of every gymnastics practice and improved consistently through the end of my junior year to win 2 dual meets and was named MVP for my second year in gymnastics.


I still look back at that twist of fate where I unwittingly transformed from an unsuccessful track runner to a still improving gymnast. I realized that eventually all humans change, sometime in their life, whether they want to or not. Luckily I changed for the better.


Ever since I was around 5 or 6 I wanted to be a research scientist/”inventor.” I had looked up to all great innovators, scientist, and leaders. Most notably and respectively Thomas Edison, Albert Einstein, and Napoleon Bonaparte. I had no idea what Newton’s laws were. (I still cannot name them) And virtually no knowledge in physics, I philosophized about the foundation of metaphysics (figured out in 8th grade), puzzled over time traveling (realized that the first person to invent a time machine would rule the world at 6, figured it's only possible with a second temporal dimension in Sophomore year.) Claimed that black holes were in the center of the milky way and other spiral galaxies. (recently proved.) And thought that laser light could to move objects (it can.) When I learned that light could not move objects in elementary school, I bought a physics and chemistry book and read them. I have read a variety of other popular science novels by Michio Kaku, Stephen Hawking, Lester R. Brown's Eco Economy and Al Gores Earth in the Balance (Just kidding nobody actually read Earth in the Balance) Most of the Grand Unified Theory (GUT) stuff went right over my head, but I still retained a lot of it.


Ever since I can remember I have been working with computers. I had a 1200 bit/second modem which could barley display characters at 4 times as fast as you could read them and the only thing I used it to do was play modem games with Warcraft II with my friends. During the summer between 5th and 6th grade my dad taught me to program C++. In about a month and a half my dad had taught me about what a 3rd quarter comp sci student at the high school level knows (I helped one of my friends when he got behind on his programming. In middle school I made the ultimate math program with almost every formula you would ever need. My ram got cleared and I lost it. Freshman year I found the exact same program it seemed to have spread since I made it. I called it ALEXMATH and supped it up to include about all of the math you would need through trig. About 1/3 of the school had ALEXMATH at the beginning of my junior year. I also learned some Java and HTML in High school, build and networked 4 PCs, and was one of the first 100 users on Napster ( I have 42 gigs of music alone now.) My interests are still in physics.


I have always been lazy I never liked to do homework. All through my education I have almost never studied and skipped too many assignments. Math and science have always come instantly to me, (and still do) history requires doing the required studying and English is very counter intuitive and challenging. The biggest reason I get marginal grades is that I can't stand to do homework when I already know the material. For instance my Chem GT teacher gave us a 15 page graded packet to do to study for the final and a 1 page sheet outlining what was on the test. I spent my time studying the sheet making sure I knew it. I did I had to reference a few thing but my pencil never touched the review packets. When the results of the final came out I was the only student in her 3 classes who did not do the review packet, and the only student who got a 100% on the final exam. I had aced almost every single test in that class and got a B for a final grade. Junior year is when I realized the importance of grades and finally began to do the extra work.

