Adventures in Transferring

A Crash Course in Hoop-Jumping

Mike Tursi


As the fall quarter in the year of our lord 2002, comes to an end, a 31-year-old transfer student takes time to reflect on how he ended up in college, again, for the third time…


If one has ever wondered what life would be like without a college education one need only render services for a glass shop.  For three years this author dedicated his life to the beautification of other people’s homes, asking for a mere fifteen dollars an hour.  Cutting and polishing glass and mirror, sanding down rounded edges to fit those large dinner tables.  Inhaling that wonderful powder I affectionately refer to as “glass-dust”, a substance that makes second-hand smoke seem as healthy as vitamin-c.


Imagine if you would, a razor blade, 10 feet wide and 7 feet tall, weighing in excess of 400 pounds.  Next, imagine carrying said razor blade up three flights of stairs (usually switch-back stairways) into a room where the occupant:

a) needs a mirror that size, and

b) does not appreciate the fact that the person installing the mirror is literally inches from meeting his maker.

Situations like this; coupled with the fact that this author witnessed the amputation of a co-worker’s hand by a mirror like that, lead one to believe that life must have something better to offer.


A college degree would be the first step to any one of a plethora of better offers.


The reader may be surprised to hear, that upon experiencing the levels of hoop jumping involved in going back to school made this author consider on more than one occasion that it wasn’t worth the aggravation, and a job putting your life on the line for somebody who doesn’t realize it seemed suddenly comforting.


I challenge the reader to try and re-start an academic career in San Bernardino from Orange County via the telephone.  Sitting on hold for so long (running up that 10-10-220 long distance phone bill) and being transferred from department to department is frustrating enough.  Once the ball is rolling, driving over a hundred miles for an appointment with an admissions counselor offers a small feeling that something was accomplished, until the counselor asks you “What can I do for you?”


It is then that a certain reality strikes the potential student like a bullet between the eyes, that this person, whose primary function is to assist you, has absolutely no idea that you want to be a student.  Think about it.  Why else would someone make an appointment with an admissions counselor?  To be admitted, maybe?


Next, one is informed that they have to return to campus the following weekend for a math placement test.  I don’t really mind the extra hundred miles on my car.  I drive a Honda.  It’s quite reliable.  What troubles me is all the other math classes I sat through in junior college were a waste of my time.  At least she showed me, on a map, where Jack Brown Hall is.


Admission holds are actually a sign of how creative these people are.  I was informed that unless I received a measles shot, I would not be allowed on campus if there were a sudden outbreak.  What are the chances of that happening?  And if it did, do they really think I would show up and take the risk of getting sick?  So, I had to be stabbed in the arm by a masochist before I could attend school, and injected with a mild form of the very disease that they are trying to prevent.  Go figure.


Between admissions & records, student assistants, games of phone tag, and placement tests on material I studied ten years ago, I came to the startling revelation that you and I, all students, have our academic futures resting in the hands of people with butterfingers, and are not exactly sure how to help us anyway.


Take it from me.  It sure beats hauling glass and mirror.  Stay in school.  If you want a job where you can die for no good reason, get a degree in it first.

