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 Once upon a time there was this freshman attending his first day of . He 

didn’t know what to expect from all the parties he heard to how hard college could really 

be. He got onto campus and without knowing anything got on the next bus that came. He 

thought the bus was going to drop him off on Busch campus, which wasn’t the case. It 

felt as a detour as the bus wrapped around College Ave, Cook/Douglass, and finally to 

Livingston. The bus he got on was the weekend 1 which goes to every campus. To add on to 

this situation the night was cold and it wouldn’t of stopped raining. Something about a minor hurricane coming pass 

New Jersey was what the news stated. I remember finally getting back to my dorm room after an 

hour of just going out to get something to eat, but I couldn’t find my way back as the 

busses f** me over.  

 I didn’t have any homework yet as well as any friends. I was the only one 

in my high school, better yet in my high school that decided to come to 

Rutgers. I loved how big the campus was so I guess that was the main 

reason no one wanted to come; and the fact that everyone I did know that 

applied didn’t get in. Coming into the University I was motivated. Motivated to get 

my degree and be out in 4 years, as I wanted to begin my life already. Oh boy I 

was wrong. Three years later looking back through all the journeys, 

friends, professors, all nighters , parties, and football games I came across I wouldn’t of 

changed a thing; maybe the work part though. Being a senior and knowing that my 



undergraduate career is about to be over I cannot stop thinking about all the possibilities 

I’m going to have now. Even though Rutgers was fun with the parties and 

everything; at some point you need to grow up and live your life. 

This is just the beginning of the real journey ahead of me.  


