Allusions of Grandeur: Shoulders of the Colossi
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I was bright-eyed and bushy-tailed and excited.  I had been selected for the Quest.  Me!  A freshwoman!  How exciting.  I was to be The Collector of Rings!  The youngest seeker of the century!  The Hero of Time!  I could feel the opening-screen music and the wind at my back. (Perhaps it wasn’t as grandiose, but I take the position very seriously.) Indeed I do, Fairy of Side-Notes.  Due to said seriousness, I heartily shared the fears that you, and my brethren, do, and have (respectively).  During the final “Are you ready?” discussion with Queen Giblin, I was compelled to give voice to my doubts.  I told her how I would love and respect and enjoy everything about battle, but I may not be ready for the responsibility.  I am so very aware of my faults.  And I am so very small and green.  

Like a sagacious sage, she responded by saying that that is how I know that I am ready.  She spoke of the following:  Awareness of what makes one weak or frightened actually makes one stronger.  It professes a knowledge of one’s self and a willingness to learn.

A great change that had been coagulating within me was solidifying.  I was about to discover that which would open the gateway to success.  Somewhere around that moment, I decided to-

Oh, hello!

[pauses game]	

I didn’t see you there, dear reader.  Come on in and pull up a toadstool.  (You don’t have to; I cannot actually see you due to the fact that you are merely reading my words.  But now I’m bludgeoning the already broken Fourth Wall. /end digression/)  I was just replaying my opening level of “Adventures in Tutordom II: Academic Bugaloo.”  I know that with your real tutoring experience, you will be unable to replay any levels.  But the video game allegory is otherwise quite convenient and fitting for a few key aspects of the tutoring experience.

I was a multi-pronged newbie my Practicum semester; the forces of academic pioneerdom had converged at my coordinates.  Practicum would coincide with my first spring semester of college.  My position in the TLC was my first proper job.   This was my first semester taking an independent writing course.  A few weeks after I registered for that, I tutored my first independent writing student.  Because of the geographical location of the TLC, I purchased lunch from the library café for the first time.  (And I burned my tongue on their soup for the first time [whilst in one of the very booths in which you will be working and learning]).

But I wasn’t worried.  Truly, in spite of all this, I wasn’t nervous.  Well, naturally, I experienced just enough nerves to make me fish-mouth every once in a while.  But for someone who normally breathes worry, I was as cool as Snowhead Mountain.  One of the reasons for my smooth state was the fact that before my first tutorials, it was emphasized that we weren’t alone.   After, and sometimes during, my sessions, I sought help.  And I received it.  Go figure!  It was like having a Bottled Healing Fairy.  It was like having the “Another Guy.”  Besides, accumulating veteran insight is essential to this endeavor.  I got all kinds of battle tips from my brethren –  from a different way to hold my shield, to specific ways to handle Like-Likes, to what to do in the event of a zombie apocalypse (the latter is literal; we actually discussed different places in town that would be adequate zombie-proof strongholds).  

But I’ve yet to extrapolate that which gave me the most internal strength.  
The familiarity I felt during my first tutorial was uncanny.  I found that tutoring in this setting was second nature.  But how can it be?  I’d never wielded a weapon of this magnitude, i.e. been in a position of serious high-level tutoring.  But wait . . . Perhaps the path into this most happy of basements is not a trek into a foreign land.  It seems to be more like an expansion and a recycling of past experiences, only at different angles and heights.   I have studied and read and written before, analyzed and procrastinated before.  I’ve worked for and with people before.  I’ve proofread and global-issue-hunted.  And I’ve burned my tongue before.  As I watch myself grow and assimilate, I am reminded of what I see when I watch my video game characters in the third person.  They run, they dance, they grow in size and battle skills, but all the while they are performing similar motions slightly modified to navigate through different environments.  
I had prepared myself without knowing it.  And so have you.  Perhaps you haven’t yet fought at TLC caliber.  But perhaps you used a little dagger or a Deku stick, i.e. you learned essential facts about writing, examined writing styles, or informally gave another writer advice.  But every time you used those little weapons you became stronger and channeled your energy a bit more effectively.  Those acts are what contributed to the Shaping of You, and they helped to get you to where you are today.  The knowledge, the vocabulary, the experience you will gain here – they are not the key to mastery.  They are the magic staffs and broadswords that don’t give you power, but help you to unlock your potential within.  They are the fruit of a past quest that you, as the compassionate and intellectual individual that you are, have embarked many moons ago.  
So, take another look at the cartridge you plugged to begin your TLC experience (or disc, or chip, or whatever new-fangled contraption you kids use these days).  You’ll notice that your game is not the first installment in the series.  Congratulations on having completed the preliminary installments of Tutordom, and good luck with the rest!  Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’ll just finish up this level if you don’t mind watching a bit more.

[unpauses game]

A great change that had been coagulating within me was solidifying.  I was about to discover that which would open the gateway to success.  Somewhere around that moment, I decided to cast away my shackles of apprehension.  I’ve always known I was strong and competent, I just was too aware of my flaws.   It has been far, far too long that I have let my fear of inadequacy restrain my success.  No longer would trepidation loosen the grip of the sword in my hand.  I felt ready.  And if the Ancient Tree Sages trust me with this power and responsibility over all the other elves in the village, then by golly, I am fit for the quest!  I will stand on the shoulders of my past incarnations, and rise to achieve my full potential!   
















































Title may involve:



True/truth
Heart
Blood
bleed
Time
Heart beyond time
True blood
Shadow of the minx never lies [that’s just silliness]
Despair and hope
Lies
Love
Promise
Forever
Diamond 
Cold farewell to lies
Goodbye
Meeting
Rendezvous
Hello
Twilight
Night
Secret
Wander
Forward
Onward


*In the story, I focused on the themes of lies/truth.  I don’t want to give that away explicitly, nor the fact that a vampire is involved.


