I. Introduction

a.  Everything happens for a reason; every small decision that someone makes affects his/her life greatly.

b.  Anecdote: Describes where I am at in my life right now.

II. Body paragraph 1

a.  What college to go to

b.  Examples/details

i. Applied to UF

ii. Considered playing football up north

iii. USF

c. If I went to a different college, there was no chance of meeting Sam.

III. Body Paragraph 2

a. Where to live

b.  Examples/Details

i. Considered apt

ii. Considered rooming with a known peer

iii. Considered honors dorm

c. Explanation: The only place that I really saw Sam was at the dorm. Not living there would have made meeting her close to impossible.

IV. Body Paragraph 3

a.  Grew some cajones and talked to the “hot girl”

b. Examples/details

i. Late-night volleyball

ii. Common room

iii. Dining hall

c. Explanation: Wasn’t very forward with girls, but decided to give it a try. Important since she isn’t very social.

V. Conclusion

a.  Each small decision from what to wear to where to get a job can affect the outcome of many people’s lives

b.  Had I not chosen USF, the honors dorm, or to talk to the hot girl next door I wouldn’t be where I am at today.

c.  Echo the intro: Where I’m at.
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No Such Thing as a Small Decision

“You moved to Cincinnati from Tampa?” It’s the question I get repeatedly here in Cincinnati, OH. 

“Yeah,” is always my reply. “I moved for my wife.” 

“You’re a good man…most of us would rather move to get away from our wives.”


When I stop to think about where I am at right now in my life – both literally and figuratively – I can’t help but reflect on the small little decisions that affected me. One of the most important decisions that I have ever made was to marry my wife, Samantha. Leading up to that decision was a series of a bunch of small decisions that I made leading up to my first year in college that could have greatly altered my chances of ever even meeting Sam. The littlest decisions in anyone’s life can ultimately determine what happens in the future.

I still remember the time I got my letter back from UF. We appreciate your interest in the University of Florida. We regret to inform you that your application has been denied. “Are you kidding me?” I said aloud as I tossed in in the garbage along with letters from such football powerhouses as William and Mary, Harvard, Dartmouth, and Penn – not Penn State, UPenn. It wasn’t like I really cared. A week prior I had already made my decision to go to the University of South Florida. Tampa is just such a nicer area. There’s the beach, the pro sports, the nightlife. Not to mention that I had the luck of living near two brothers; one old enough to provide a home-cooked meal and one young enough to hang out with. Choosing a college is a big decision for anyone, but for me it was a larger decision than I first thought. If anything had been different – more money offered to play football up north, Gainesville being more appealing, actually getting accepted to UF – it would have definitely been impossible to meet my wife, Sam. It was as if God knew I chose USF but sent me the UF rejection letter anyway, just for good measure.


Once I got accepted to USF, there were still some decisions that had to be made. Like the larger decision that preceded them, these decisions would eventually lead me to having a relationship with Sam. One of these such decisions was to live in the Honors dorm. It was an easy decision to make; the dorms were brand new, so I would be living in a nice and clean room. Lord knows what kind of filth lives on the used mattresses of Delta or Epsilon Hall. I still remember the first day that I moved into my room.


Where the hell is this freaking building? They all looked the same! I knew it was going to happen, but I don’t like “feeling” like a freshman. At least in high school there were room numbers in numerical order. At USF the map certainly isn’t accurate. I must have turned it around three times to make sure that it wasn’t upside down. It didn’t help that I was distracted by the significantly larger numbers of attractive girls than there were at my high school. I look to my left where a girl with Greek letters on a skimpy bathing suit lays rests, golden in the sun, then to my right where I watch as a girl with strong thighs zips past me, her pony tail swooshing back and forth. I’m gonna like it here, I think to myself. 

Finally I find the dorm building that will act as my home for the next nine months. Just as the elevator starts to slide shut, locking me in with everything I possibly own, a feminine hand reaches through the crack in the door to stop it. In walks a girl with pale skin, skinny, and hair untamed by her pony tail. The sweat on her forehead says she’s been moving in for a while now. No smile appears on her face, instead there is the panting of heavy lifting and constant walking. And I’m in love. Thank God I chose the honors dorm. 

I almost didn’t choose the honors dorm. At first it seemed cheaper to live in an apartment. Not only did the dorm cost more, but then I had to share a room. There was the possibility of finding someone from my high school to room with. There weren’t a lot of classmates of mine that went to USF, and I wasn’t necessarily friends with all of them, but if I was worried about not knowing my roommate, it was an option. But, no, I decided to live at the honors dorm. Good decision, too, because I was certain to miss meeting Sam anywhere else on campus.

But meeting Sam was not enough. I had to do something about it. It seemed that every time I wasn’t dating someone, she was. Then it was vice versa. Then back again. It got annoying. One time during spring semester I came off the elevator to see her in the common room. She was sitting alone with her legs crossed and books open in front of her. Normally I would have looked, maybe smiled if she took notice of me walking by, and moved on. But this one day I was in a particularly good mood. Trying to turn over a new leaf – and by that I mean get the hell away from my recently ex-girlfriend – I decided it wouldn’t hurt to step in and talk with her for a bit. If she seems turned off, I’ll just be on my merry way, I thought. No reason why I can’t give it a try. And so I did.

“Hey, Sam! Whatcha working on?”


“Hey,” she sighed. “This stupid assignment for my script class.”


“That’s cool…so how’s your boyfriend?” I’m pretty subtle.


“Oh, we broke up.” 

If she said anything else, I wouldn’t have known; I was mentally jumping up and down for joy. I hadn’t thought of it at the moment, but that small little choice to go say hi changed my life forever. After that moment Sam and I started spending more and more time together until we were officially an “item.” Four years later and we were married.

It’s amazing how the smallest decisions that one makes every day can have such a large impact on his/her entire life. Had I not gone to USF, lived in the honors dorm, or had the cajones to talk to Sam, I wouldn’t be a married man living in Cincinnati, OH, teaching and coaching at Glen Este High School. So now I just smile every time someone asks me about my decision to come to Cincinnati from sunny Tampa, FL.

“I didn’t decide to move here,” I should say. “I just wanted to hang out with the hot girl from next door my freshman year. Next thing I know, I’m here living my life as a married man.”
