                                                                                                                   Oscar Calderon
   True dreamer



So there I was, trying to think of an excuse while I was rushing late on my way to classes. I was thinking should I say that the train had a delay even though I lived two blocks around the school? Or should I say something more creative, something more relatable like a story about me having to take my sister to school and getting lost with her in the Bronx, or maybe something more exciting like somebody tried to steal my wallet and had to fight him. It was really weird but it was almost like that adrenaline of telling a story was already into my veins, that sense of feeling that somebody was telling me, tell a story Oscar, be the story, do it!. Entertain the people around you, ...give them the show they deserve. 

After I got to class my teacher replied to me saying” do you have any excuse to be early today Oscar?” then me with dopamine flowing through my veins while i was already telling a story, realise that he was been sarcastic because i was not late today, witch i couldn't resist but laugh a lot, because i just couldn't believe that I was so invest into the stories that i didn't realize that i got there on time.

After that happened I got a writing class that same day, in which my teacher assigned a homework saying, “write about your own dream and explain why it is important for you?” and to be honest i use to not care about classes in any meaning, i used to do my work, get it done at the last minute and be good, but at the moment that i saw this homework, something weird got into me, that same day I went home and for some reason i couldn't get that homework out of my head, I try everything, doing exercise as i always do, play some video games, do some of my drawing sketches but it just didn't work.

So I decided to do the homework so that I could get it out of my head, So i grabbed my journal, put the pencil on my hand and… I couldn't write anything, even though I always had a story to tell, when it was coming about a story about my dream I just couldn't write anything, because until that moment… I just didn’t have a dream.

At that moment my shock was so big, that for some reason I was excited, I was shaking just like I knew what I wanted to write all along, just like I always knew what my true dream was, like a fenix reviving for the first time, It was like I finally knew what I wanted to truly do with my life...I wanted to be a manga/comic autor, and in the same process became in the first dominican into making in to the top. 




That same day I had the Idea of just literally trying doing things that i always wanted to do, so i decided to also become a youtuber which till this day has helped me so much in so many aspects of my life that I by myself cannot describe it. People were subscribing, people were positive, people were having fun with it, and because the public was having fun too, I was having so much fun too, it was like being your own boss, like walking in the opposite direction of the river, like doing what i truly wanted to do.

After that I started to draw and little by little I was getting better and better, of course not to the point of being capable enough of competing even with the top 100 manga/comic authors of this generation, but!! I was there, studying anatomy, understanding how art works, challenging myself, failing, succeeding getting a step closer to my goal and then...my friends call me to play some video games with them and go out that same day, but it was like another person was on the other line of the phone, because my answer to that was a simple “no, I want to get better at my dream” them confuse reply with a “dude, what the hell are you saying? Were you watching anime before coming here again?” I was embarrassed and started laughing and told them the reason why I was so excited, then I asked them, is anyone here brave enough to help me achieve my dream?!!... and to be honest half of them were busy but the other half was there giving me that hand that i needed to start, after that i told them that i was going to do the homework before i forget everything about it, and before i realize i had 5 pages fill of explaining why my dream was important to me, i couldn't stop writing, I was literally so focus on writing that i didn't realize how much work i did and when i did realize i was so happy that i could not wait for the next day to tell a story about my dream, and to be honest… I guess tomorrow I will not need an excuse to be late to classes.
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