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Hell for an hour and a half, every other school day

	When I was in 8th grade, my school counselor told me that I wouldn’t be able to take Chinese II that year. While my mind was racing through the possibilities that could replace it, my counselor gave me a quick solution; “You can take Spanish One during your first period on B-days.” Those were nine words that ruined my mornings for an hour and a half every other school day.
	I agreed to take Spanish I, because it sounded like a fair enough replacement to Chinese, and I knew that my father could help me when I had trouble with the work because he spoke Spanish. I walked down the empty halls of the school towards Señor Hortin’s class, my steps echoing ominously because my meeting with the counselor had not finished until well into first period. I approached the classroom, entered, and got my first view of Señor Hortin, and what a view it was. Picture a semi-gelatinous mass of pure evil with bad teeth, and there he is. The nicest thing that I ever heard him say was, “Get that pop-tart out of my classroom!” The only reason that that counts as nice is because pop-tarts are so unhealthy for you. At that time in my school career, I considered myself a battle-hardened student, I considered myself impervious to all emotion, I considered myself a machine. Senor Hortin nearly reduced me to tears in one lesson. His complete intolerance of mistakes, his obvious feeling of superiority to his students, and his lack of reservation to tell his students that he had zero confidence in their ability to learn a new language. Add all of these factors together, and the result was a class that made me want to go home and never come back to school.
	Every day left me with that same feeling. Señor Hortin’s attitude never improved, and therefore I never learned any Spanish from him. He would attribute our lack of understanding to stupidity or laziness, while in reality he would rarely teach us, and people were to afraid to ask him for help when we could not understand assignments given to us. There was such a negative attitude in his classroom, that upon entering I would feel to stupid to learn or work. As my year of despair continued, one day I learned an extremely important lesson.
	As I struggled through assignments that I didn’t understand, resenting and hating Señor Hortin, but trying because I felt it was my duty as a student, my frustration led to me finding a resource to help me learn that is more powerful than anything else I know. I learned that all I needed to be successful was a strong will to not let myself be conquered by the demons of complacency and fear, both of which abounded in Señor Hortin’s presence. Senor Hortin forced me to face my issues with actions, rather than with complaints, because it was made apparent to me that complaints would never take me far enough to reach my goals, or even in the right direction of my goals. Señor Hortin never did teach me much Spanish, but through his neglect I learned two far more valuable lessons, I learned how to not let discouragement and failure take over my life, and how to move on when I am disappointed.
	While I can honestly say that I feel no gratitude or respect towards Señor Hortin, I am not at all sorry that I had the experience of enduring his class because through the trials, I gained experience that I can use anywhere, experience that made me a better student and person.
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