Grade 10, 2004             


Andrew Reynosa

Score Point 4

The Winds of November


It was a bitterly cold day of an even colder month.  It was on a Tuesday in November, the day she was diagnosed.  My brother and I drove home from school both yet unaware of the events to come.  From what I remember it was the wind that made it cold, but my recollections of that day still has trouble playing back in my mind.  I gazed out the car window on the ride home; and even with the stereo blaring I could think just fine.  I stared at fallen leaves soaring in the November wind, wondering if one day I could be like them.  If I could be free, not held down by anything or anyone.  My father was sitting on the front porch with a look on his face I had not seen in a long time.  When my brother and I stepped up to the front porch he told us the news.  “Your mother went to the doctor today and … the cancer has returned … except this time it’s terminal.”  My brother almost fell to the ground out of remorse and shock.  My mother was in bed upstairs and the walk to her room was the longest of my life.  Every blistering step brought me closer to painful reality that in less than two months my mother would be gone.  I stepped slowly into the room with a blank stare on my face, and through all her pain she smiled at me. At this I felt relieved, for this showed me that she was not afraid.  We never addressed the illness directly and never mentioned the creeping future.

For two months I lied by her side, playing guitar and singing songs I had written for her, never had I seen my mom happier than those last months.  Towards the end her energy began to fade along with her smile and the light in her eyes.  The pain was too much to bear for her; her time was approaching.  I lie at her side the morning of Tuesday December 24 and what she said next I shall never forget.  She said, “Don’t worry.  I’m not afraid to die.  I find it peaceful and lovely sort of.  I will finally be free of all the pain, like a leaf blowing in the open wind.  The only pain I’ll be left with is the pain of never seeing you or your brother again.  I want you to always enjoy life and live every day to the fullest because you will never know when life will through you a curve ball and a routine doctor’s visit tells you that you have two months to live.  You need to always be free and never let anyone hold you down or hold you back.  I love you both.”  At this, my mother let out her last breaths and a small tear fell from her eye.


She was buried on Dec 26, my parents anniversary.  Both my brother and I took her final words to heart.  My brother is in his third year at United States Military Academy at West Point, and is soon to be married.  I never have let anyone or anything hold me down from my dreams.  I am the free leaf blowing in the winds of November soaring above it all.

Ashley K Pace

Score point 4

The Arrogant, Dumfounded Dog Who Looks Like A Lizard.

One upon a time in down town San Antonio, there was a dog named Smokey.  He would roam the streets day and night, all through out the city.  He was an average size poodle.  His hair was a very curly grayish blue, and he had on a hot pink and lime green bandanna around his neck.  There was nothing anybody could say to him that would make him timid.  The only obstacle in his way was that he looked like a lizard.  This is a very extraordinary trait for such a popular dog.  People would laugh at him continually when they saw him.  This made Smokey very somber.  One day walking through the northside of town, Smokey came across a little girl named Hayley.  She was the cutest thing Smokey had ever seen.  Hayley was nine years old.  She had blonde curly hair with the bluest eyes.  When Hayley saw Smokey she felt sorrowful for him.  Hayley and Smokey became best friends.  They would go to the mall, the park, and even Petco to go try on all the new bandannas they had.  One afternoon while they were at the park Hayley told Smokey that she couldn’t spend time with him anymore because she was moving to Dallas.  Smokey was crushed.  After Hayley moved to Dallas, Smokey would walk through the park unaccompanied by anyone and would soon become very ill.    He desired to see Hayley one last time.  Hayley came back to San Antonio to visit Smokey, but soon found out that he was very ill.  Hayley spent everyday with Smokey in the hospital.  Eventually Smokey got better, because now that Hayley was there he had something to fight for.  Hayley and Smokey played once again in the park they had played in before Hayley left.  Hayley told Smokey that she couldn’t stay, but that she would visit him monthly.  Smokey was so gleeful that he leaped for joy.  So from that point on Hayley would visit Smokey every month and they would play in the same park every time.

Brad A Ballinger

Score Point 4

June 5, 20xx  - Dear Journal,


Man that sounds so hokey.  “Dear Journal.”  I hate this.  Mom’s making me write a stupid journal for the summer.  Of course, getting busted for weed earlier this week didn’t put me in Ma’s good graces.  As punishment she’s making me get in that dorky Big Brother/Big Sister program.  Good bye summer, hello hell.  I can picture my summer getting flushed down the toilet.  No more friends; no more parties.  This totally bites! Ah!  I mean, I got caught with a little bit of weed, not a kilo.  I told Mom, “You know that if Dad was here, I wouldn’t be in trouble.”  She always yells back about how Dad was a loser and how I should never want to be like him.  Well, how about this for a journal entry.  I can’t do this forever.

Jun 12, 20xx  -  Dear Journal,


This whole journal thing’s becoming OK.  I hope my friends never read this.  I met Rick today for the second time. He’s in his twenties, which would normally make him cool, but he’s all religious and stuff.  I can’t stand that dogma junk.  It makes me sick.  I don’t want to think about it any more. I’m sneaking out the window, probably aught to hide this journal.

Jun 30, 20xx – Dear Journal,


All I can think about is Rick; the guy from Big Brothers.  I want to stop thinking about what he said because it makes me weak and sick to my stomach.  I was starting to get to like him.  He didn’t seem so religious the last few times, and he was blaring rock music in his car as he drove me to the movies.  On the way back, though, he started talking about God and all the other stuff.  I can hardly think straight.  I think I’m going to go read that book he gave me since I’m grounded to the house.  He called it a ‘bible’ or something.  I don’t remember.  Oh well.

July 28, 20xx – Dear Journal,


Rick was taking me to me downtown yesterday when I saw some of my old friends.  They were smoking blunts and drinking in an alley.  I wish I would have asked Rick to stop so that I could talk to them about God and how I’ve changed.  Life is great.  I can’t stop thinking about things and ideas and I love it.  Well, I would like to write more, but I have to go to church.  Thankfully Mom’s coming this time.  It’s so wonderful. Laters.

Brianna D Guzme

Score Point 4


The feeling of being on stage dancing with the white lights shining on my face, with every ones eyes on me watching me show off my talent and the rush of butterflies in the center of my stomach, is the greatest thing in the world.  I’ve never been so confident about dancing till one day my mother helped me out.


It all started after a show I had at the Josephine Theatre.  I was in the green room when my mother came to me with roses and said “Brianna, there is a director from Hype that wants to meet you!  Hype is a performing arts group that helps children take the right track in life through entertainment.”  “Hi Brianna, my name is Cindy and I am the director of Hype.  We are having auditions this Friday and would love for you to attend them.”  Hype is a really hard group to get into.  It usually takes a few months and you have to be a really awesome dancer.  Later that night at home my mom had asked me if I was going to go audition.  I told her no because I probably couldn’t make it and I wouldn’t want to handle that pressure.  I remember sitting on the couch that Thursday night still trying to decide.  My mom came out of her room with her heart patterned pajamas with the smell of sweet candy apples.  She sat next to me and asked me again.  I was clueless and stubborn.  Then she said, “Bri, you know you’re a great dancer, and I know your scared but if you don’t try, in your heart you will always wonder what if I had tried and made it, what would I be missing.  You go out there tomorrow and dance your heart out, and you will see.  I woke up the next morning put on dance clothes and went to the audition.  We entered the fluorescent lighted room and filled out papers sat and waited.  There was about 60 contestants and only 12 spots.  Cindy walked into the waiting room with her cherry red suit and jet black hair.  “Brianna we are ready for you.”  I could feel my heart skip a beat a drop to the floor.  I looked at my mom and she knew I was more scared than I had ever been before in my life.  She smiled at me and whispered in my ear, I will be there with you, now go do what you love.  I walked into the other room and there was 3 women sitting at a table.  I gave them my CD and they inserted it into the blue stereo system.  Then I got more nervous and had to go to the bathroom.  My music stated playing and suddenly remembering everything my mom said.  I forgot about everything and it was finally over.  I walked over to my mom and hugged her so tight.  I wouldn’t have been able to go there if I wasn’t for her.  That night Cindy called my house and said, “Brianna welcome to Hype!”  WOW!  What a relief that was.


Now I’ve been with Hype for 2 ½ years already, and we are all like a huge family.  We have shows everywhere.  I think back sometimes and realize what I would be missing out on.  My mother has made the biggest impact on my life, and I love her dearly.

Brittany N Crisler

Score Point 4


“Hit me baby one more time!”  Bridget sang out as we pulled up to the church.  It was a pitiful sight to behold, and I’m not just referring to Bridget’s Britney rendition.  The church was small, surrounded by waist high grasses and junk of all sorts.  There were no windows, just two large holes for doors.  The exterior was all dull gray with an array of graffiti.  As we got out of the big white van we noticed lots of young children playing in the front. The pastor ran out of the shack to greet us, “Hola!” He said more, but it was a blur to me, and in case you’re wondering we are in Mexico on a week long mission trip.  The work we were about to undertake was more than we had anticipated but the experience would have an impact on us that would last a lifetime.  Over the course of the week we were able to transform that desolate shack into a work of art.  Our first task was to cut the weeds down so we could get to the church.  That sure was a task!  It was well worth the cuts and burns because the kids were so happy with that one little thing.  They were smiling from ear to ear when they were able to play soccer there.  Before they’d have to kick it and then make the game to find it in the grass.  We still had many more things to be tended to.  We painted the exterior, we added landscaping, we played with the kids, we brought them games and balls, we picked up thousands of rocks, put up a fence, and even did a little vacation bible school for the local kids.  It was a lot of work, but very worth it.  Some people didn’t believe it was worth all the blood, sweat, and tears until the end of our week when were able to see the impact we had had on those people.  The kids were overjoyed at their new place to play and with all the new balls and games.  They were so poor they had never had any of those luxuries.  The pastor was so grateful we had made his church attractive and a place where the neighborhood would enjoy being.  The locals all came and said a prayer for us.  We found a few weeks later that their attendance had doubled in part because of our efforts.  We had inspired the people their.  However, we too were impacted.  It made us for the first time really fully appreciate all we had and our blessings.  They had so little yet they were so happy and loving, even the kids.  It really made us think about the important things in life.  They were so generous with the little they had they opened their homes to us for lunch and made us feel welcome. The coolest part is that even though we had a language barrier we were still able to impact each other through out actions.  I will never forget the lessons they taught us and their happiness and kindness.  They truly were examples of Christ.

Danielle R Dreher

Score Point 4

AOL Instant Messenger Conversation

Bubbajoe699:  Hey, Tony!

Dimeatone13:  Fred, what’s up, dog?

Bubbajoe699:  Nothing much right now at the moment.  How about you

Dimeatone13:  Nothing much here either.  So what are you doing later today and tonight?

Bubbajoe699:  I’m probably going to go over to Casey’s house then we were planning on going over to the evil lady’s house, Galenda, and were going to toilet paper her home!

Dimeatone13:  What?

Bubbajoe699:  Were going to toilet paper the evil witch ladies house!

Dimeatone13:  When, tonight?

Bubbajoe699:  Late, around eleven o’clock or a little later.  When else?!

Dimeatone13:  Oh, I don’t know.  My head is up in the clouds right now, so excuse my slowness.
Bubbajoe699:  So d you want to tag along?

Dimeatone13:  Ummm … well, actually I don’t think that I should.  Actually, you probably shouldn’t go there.  It doesn’t seem like such a good idea.  You have heard the stories.  She might - 

Bubbajoe699:  What?  Are you chickening out on me?  Chicken, Chicken, Chicken!  Why don’t you want to come along, nothing bad is going to happen.

Dimeatone13:  I just have a bad feeling about doing this.

Bubbajoe699:  Oh, sure, You’ve gone and told on Casey and me now!  Haven’t you?  Haven’t you?  Dang, you are such a complete loser!

Dimeatone13:  Now, wait a minute!  I never said I was going to rat you guys out, and I never was!  But, if you keep this attitude up, then I just might!

Bubbajoe699:  So what, are you coming now?

Dimeatone13:  Heck no!  I don’t want to get caught and end up in Juvenile Hall!

Bubbajoe699:  That is why you don’t get caught.

Dimeatone13:  No!  Ever since you have met that Casey dude, it has been burn this, steal that, toilet paper this house, key that car!  Don’t you understand?  Don’t you see what he is doing to you?

Bubbajoe699:  What?  What has he done?

Dimeatone13:  He has made a huge impact in your life and altered it into cruelness.

Bubbajoe699:  You are just jealous the he and I are becoming better friends.

Dimeatone13:  I could care less right now about jealousy!  I am not taking part in this immature foolishness!  And if you know what’s good for you, you won’t go either.  Or else you can forget about being friends.

Bubbajoe699:  Alright, the only special person I can think of losing is my girlfriend!  Goodbye!  - Signed off (1:56 PM)

Dimeatone13:  Bye to you then!  -  Signed off (1:56 PM)

Elisa Leal

Score Point 4


Once, in a bog not far from here, there lived a toad.  Timothy Toad, they called him, and he was a very nice toad, though not very pretty.  His skin was all brown and warty, and his eyes were yellow and watery.  However, despite his appearance, Timothy had many friends.


One day as he was hopping along merrily, Timothy saw a sight that bewitched him.  He had laid eyes on a fairy.  Not just any fairy, but the Great Fairy of the Bog, other wise known as Magenta.  Timothy instantly fell in love with the Great Fairy.  He admired her pearly, glossy wings and lusted after the deep violet hue that radiated from the pixies fair skin.  Her chestnut hair and light blue eyes beckoned to Timothy and forgetting who and what he was, he stepped forth into the clearing.


Magenta, a beautiful yet narcissistic spite, took one look at Timothy and nearly flew away.  “What business have you here, toad?”  Magenta asked naughtily.


“None, except my wish to look upon your grace, for I believe that I am in love,” answered Timothy courteously.


“Love? Thou believest that one as lovely as I would take interest in thee?  Ha!  Surely you jest, O Squatting One,” Magenta replied most disrespectfully.  She took notice of the many warts that plagued his brown patchy skin.  She became repulsed at the sight of those watery, yellow eyes that looked in admiration up her.  “Oh, what funny legs!”  She thought to herself, “Surely, I, Magenta, the Great Fairy of the Bog deserve better than this beast?”


“Be gone!” she said finally, after a long pause of silence.  “I have no time to sit here and waste my time with one so unworthy as you.”  And with a flick of a glittery wings, she left the poor toad weeping in the clearing.


Timothy was heartbroken.  He wouldn’t eat and wouldn’t sleep.  He stopped conversing with friends and neighbors and became bitter towards all.  When asked why he behaved in this manner, he merely replied, “Blame it on the so called Great Fairy.”  Gradually, his friends gave up and just left him alone.  To this day, he sits alone on his stump and both curses and longs for the Great Fairy, Magenta.

Evan M Black  Score Point 4


In the old days, before there was Sean, I would simply wake up not necessarily happy to be waking up healthy and in a house, but indifferent to it all.  As I rubbed my groggy eyes, I would barely mumble good morning to my parents.


As I look back now, I am stunned that I was so oblivious to all my parents did for me, and I couldn’t even give them a decent “Good Morning!”  But that was before I new Sean.


One morning I woke up as I would any other morning.  “Good morning,” I said unenthusiastically.  It was summer, and on this morning I was particularly not excited to be getting out of bed, and experiencing my blah life.  That day I was going to the UTSA High School Choir Camp.


My mom and dad drove me to my five day prison, where I knew that although I would learn a lot, it definitely wouldn’t be fun.  After saying goodbye to Mom and Dad, I made my way to the room I’d be staying in, but to my surprise, the entryway was guarded by people in choir who I knew of, but didn’t actually know.


Then suddenly seemed to form a line, and are by one they shook my hand, each introducing themselves as happy and sincere as the next.  


But the very last hand I shook was different from the rest, it was small, crumpled and warm.  It belonged to a boy in a motorized wheel chair, who, amazingly enough, seemed to look happier then the rest.  I leaned over a little to reach his hand, because his arm couldn’t extend that far.  He looked straight into my eyes and said, “I’m Sean.”


Once I had unloaded my suit cases, I was greeted once again by Sean, and a girl I met earlier, Anna.


“Do you wanna come exploring with us?” he asked. 


At first I was worried we would get in trouble, but was assured by Sean that we wouldn’t. So for the next hour, Anna and I took turns riding on the back of Sean’s chair, smiling and laughing the whole time.  I was glad to know that during the camp I wouldn’t be alone.


The next day I woke up bright and early, took a shower and walked in the hallway to see Anna already there.  While we walked to breakfast I walked her why Sean was in a wheelchair.


She became real quiet.  Then said, “He has muscular dystrophy.” 


I became real quiet.  I didn’t know too much about muscular dystrophy, but I did know that it’s victims only live about 25 years. 


Then suddenly millions of thoughts sped through my head.  “If everyone had the right to be sulky, it’s Sean, and yet he’s the farthest from it.  I’m so lucky.”


Right then, Sean came up to us smiling.  Next to him stood a huge boy who was about six feet tall and 300 lbs, and yet had a baby face.


“This is Steven,” Sean informed us, “but I call him Seven.”


I later found out that Seven was a freshman, and was eating all by himself when Sean brought him to us.


When I finally got home from camp, having had possibly the best time I’ve ever had, I made sure to tell my parents how much I loved them.


The next morning:  “Hi Mom!  Hi Dad” I said as I kissed their surprised faces.


I knew I could no longer waste a single moment being indifferent; I had to be positive and happy, just like Sean.

Garrett H Houdmann        Score Point 4


I can remember on my 6th birthday, my family was at my house and we were all together, but there was something missing, something was not right, something was out of place; out of context.  I had a feeling a odd nagging inside me.


The phone rang, my mother answered it.  She has a sweet voice, filled with love and life, she was always caring and sincere.  I watched her as the man on the other end spoke to her.  I figured it was a distant aunt or uncle calling to wish me a happy birthday.  But, instead I saw my mother’s face turn pale with color of snow as it falls on your face in the winter time.  Her hand started shaking, and all in one motion she dropped to her knees, the phone falling to the floor and shattering.  At that moment I heard nothing, the hoping and hollering of my father and uncle watching the Sunday football game or the laughter of my friends playing with my toys.  I ran to her, not knowing exactly what had happened.  She began to cry and the cries came to sobs, she screamed out “why, why them. Why them!”  My father noticing all of the commotion came to my mother and comforted her.  She tried to tell him, but was swallowed once more by the pain of the words of the man.


Finally, after what seemed days but, was really merely minutes she began to explain.  The man had told her that her younger sister and her 8 year old son had been in a car crash outside of town.  They were coming to be with us for my birthday.  But they were ran head on into by a man in a drunken rage over his wife divorcing him. His actions of deciding to drink and drive caused my family a great deal of pain.  My aunt and cousin, my best friend were taken from us that day because of his decision.  My mother never did seem to recover from the tragedy and my father says to this day, that man had not only killed my aunt and cousin but killed my mother and family.


The drunken man survived the crash and was charged with intoxicated man slaughter and he must serve for life.  For the rest of his life he has to wake up every morning and deal with the thought of killing 2 innocent people.  His actions had a huge influence in my entire family and his.  He is now living in Bexar County State Penitentiary and life as he knew it is pretty much over.  One action can have a great influence on peoples lifes, this is why we must be smart and think about our actions and how they will affect others.

George D Golightly

Score point 4

A persons actions can have such a small effect on your life while other times it may change your entire life, the way you think, and the way you act.  It’s amazing how just one person you may not even know can come along, when everything in your life is going good, and then mess it up.  If that person didn’t come along on the other hand nothing in your life would ever change and your life would be dull and boring.

My sister had been at college away from home for two year, making me an only child for the time.  Before transferring to another school for her third year she came home to work and spend time with the family.  During that time we did not talk much or even see each other.  In fact during this time my family was in the process of moving to a new house.  With the move happening my sister and I were forced to share a room which led to constant fighting between one another.  As the time was coming for her to go back to school the anger grew between us and we did not think we could make it any longer.

She was finally back at school and I did not have to see her again.  She called once in a while to talk to my parents to let them know she was still breathing.  One night during the summer she called home and told my family that she had just become engaged to some guy, who is now my brother, she had been dating.  Once I heard this I knew my life would never be the same.  I would lose the sister I once knew and gain a brother while I had never met.


I realized that I had wasted the time given to me and my sister, when we share the room with each other, and would not have another chance to spend some quality time with each other.  It was a huge impact in my life knowing that I would not have the family I once knew because of a person I knew nothing about was going to marry my sister.  I regret not spending the last of the time I had with my sister, but I know she would be happy.  At the wedding reception I was given another chance.  We danced for one song and shared one last sibling bonding moment before she stared her new life and new family.


It had never hit me that someday I would lose my sister.  I had always thought that she would always be there, but once that one person came into my life by marrying my sister I realized what I had lost.  The person, who is now my brother in law mad a huge impact in my life by changing my family and how I thought of my sister.  For me I really didn’t know what I had lost until someone else came into my life and made a change.

Jenny M Cook

Score Point 4

Dear Mom,


Over the years the time we shared was unimaginable.  The long walks and evening talks which sometimes lasted into the morning.  It seemed like never ending laughter in our home.  Even the time I lost your favorite pair of earrings.  You still didn’t stop loving me.  The cooking lessons you put me through to prepare me for college life.  How hard you worked to ensure me money for college.  All my extra-curricular activities from volleyball games, to spelling bees you attended.  You were there for me when my first love broke my heart.  Every Sunday you made sure we went to Church.  You instilled discipline and good work ethics in me.  You made sure when I got my license to warn everyone but you still let me drive the car even after I hit the trashcan.  You always told me everything would be ok.  You prepared me to live on my own and taught me how to clean the toilet.  You made sure I was taken care of because you knew one day I would be on my own.  What you taught me I still apply to my life everyday.  I didn’t expect you to leave so soon and knew I understand why you taught me everything at a young age.  Every Sunday I go to Church.  It helps me get a little closer to you.  You were the person who impacted my life the most in everything I do.  Even the simple things make me think of you.   I take a walk every evening and think of all the things you taught me.  I remember the time you had to buy new trashcans because you let me use the car.  You made an impact in my heart like the impact a rock has on the moon.  It was you who made me understand life.




With all my love, 




Your daughter Jennifer

John S Hernandez

Score Point 4


Jennifer Mary Scott was a smart, youthful, enticing girl that made all As and had a full scholarship to Harvard Law.  Her parents were the kind of rich uptight people with 1,000 dollar in their pocket and a Victorian house to live in.  Her father was very picky on who she dated, only clean cut, well dressed, scholarly boys were allowed to court his daughter.  She went to school February 15, 1995 in a pink silky dress with a white clean snow coat on.  Her brown hair shined brightly in the sun and her green eyes marveled all. She expected this day to be like everyday but little did this innocent 17 year old know her affluent ways would soon be skewed.


She walked through the prestigious hallways of Carlan Brown High unsuspecting that she would be changed soon.  While walking through the “T” building she saw Joe McMallin, the major goth and bad news of all fathers with daughters, he smirked as she saw her float across the hallway with her celestial elegance.  He stopped her and said, “Hey Jen, me and my friends are throwing a party this weekend and I was wondering if you could come,” his eyes veered to the ground.  “Sure, sounds like fun,” Jennifer giggled quietly in her mind.  “Cool,” Joe smiled and her heart slowly melted as she felt her dream date with Joe slowly come to reality.  Slowly but surely her dignified future crumbled away as a new darker life come into place in her new future.  She meekly opened the door to see a houseful of stoned, ugly boys prancing around wildly.  Jen was horrified but in the back of her mind she thought of Joe.  She saw Joe smoking weed with a couple of his buds.  Joe quickly introduced her as his friend’s howled and whistled at her hourglass figure.  Disgusted and scared she followed Joe into a room in the back.  The incompetent boy gave her some cocaine to sniff.  She hesitated at first but then she sniffed it.  She felt him all over her as her train of thought was blurred, she was no longer going to be daddy’s Harvard girl.  No longer obeying her teachers and parents she changed.  Her preppy friends were out of the pictures and she was no longer pretty.  She was now Jen of the Smoking Den.


You can still see Jennifer Mary Scott, she sleeps under a bridge in Blueberry Park.  Every once and a while she comes out to beg for money.  She has no pink dress and white snow coat.  Jen now wears dirty men’s shirts and a raggedy shirt that she found in the garbage.  Her eyes are dark blue and filled with sadness and her hair has not been combed in 5 years.  Her 3 children are dead and her hourglass figure is replaced with a saggy old stomach and hips the size of Asia.  Where’s Joe?  Well, he has a new girl to change and misconstrue.  She spends half of her days thinking about Harvard how great it would have been, but she lost that chance.  If only she would have not done drugs.  If only she would have not gotten to know Joe.  If only she would have said no to the date.  If only …

Justin O Gallego










Score Point 4

Fellow Americans,


I President Abraham Lincoln, Leader of the Union, hereby ensure the freedom of all men, women, and children (regardless of color) under the Government of the Union.  Anyone claiming to own a man as property will be arrested and persecuted.  During the duration of these terrible times we must stand together as one whole.  For the time of white and black as been abolished! From this era a new Government will arise.  A time where we will fight side by side.  A time where we will live in peace and harmony as brothers.  These desperate times have tried us all.  I salute those who have bravely died for our country and bless those people who mourn for them.  But as long as there is slavery instated in this land, what we are fighting for will become a meaningless dream.  A memory of that one Great land of America, where freedom comes as common as air.  Where opportunity was not only for the well and righteous but for all who desire it.  For that dream I plead with you join with me and remove our bad deed.  Let us abolish slavery once and for all.  As a great man spoke these powerful words so shall I united we stand apart we fall.






Sincerely,






A Lincoln

Mr. President,


Dear kind sir.  I would like to tell you how grateful I am or you putting a stop to slavery.  I can now live a fulfilled life get married, watch my children grow just as any other man.  I have established my family and am fighting under General Lee.  We have never  lost a battle and fight with a position of true cause.  Every single regiment knows that they are fighting for a true cause.  You can see the courage they get after winning a battle.  There enthusiasm carries them further than any other army in the world.  We believe in you, Thank you.






Commander Ronnie James

Kathryn Legendre                                                Score Point 4


She leaned against an old brick wall and stared blankly out into the street, slowly taking drags from her cigarette.  She thought to herself amongst the honking and cursing of taxi cab drivers.  This wasn’t her idea of the life she’d always dreamed of, but she was making it.  Right?  She looked helplessly at her cigarette and took another drag, in hopes of finding comfort in the poisonous nicotine she inhaled. Some where she had gone wrong, she was just too afraid to admit it.  Why was a lonely sixteen year old spending a lovely afternoon like this?  She shifted her weight, looked up into the clear blue sky and put out her cigarette.  With her hands in her pockets, she started down the sidewalk to the place she called home.


She arrived to a stained pine wood door.  She opened it slowly, closed it with ease, and hurried up the stairs to her room, avoiding any kind of communication with her parents.  She got to her room, her sanctuary, and fell on the bed.  She looked at her pastel pink phone and touched the cord with her fingers.  She ran her hand along the smooth plastic neck and picked it up.  She put it back down.  Who would she call anyway?  She needed to hear a voice; anyone’s but the one inside her head.  She picked the phone up once again and dialed a familiar number.


“Hello?”


“Hey … Kat?”


“Hey Mel, what’s up?”


“Oh nothing, um, I was just wondering if you’d want to come hang out with me and a few of my friends tonight, I’ll pick you up.”


“Yea, that sounds great!”


“Alright cool.  I’ll pick you up at seven.”


And just like that, the voice was replaced with a dial tone.  With a sigh, Mel decided to read until it was time to pick up Kat.


Around seven, Mel pulled up to a rustic stone house and honked.  Kat dashed out wearing (as usual) her biggest, brightest smile. She hopped in the passenger’s seat, and the two were off!


Kat had no idea where they were going, but she hadn’t been worried until Mel pulled up into a dark alleyway in the city.  Kat nervously got out of the car, not quite sure of what to expect.  Mel locked the car, causing it to honk in reply.  The sound echoed off the cold, wet walls that surrounded the girls.  Kat followed Mel, about fifty feet down the alley where they encountered two boys and another girl.  Almost immediately, Mel and the strangers lit up.  Kat stepped back; this didn’t smell like cigarette smoke to her.  She gazed in wild wonder as she watched her friend swallow pills down with alcohol and shoot up suspicious drugs.  What was going on?  She saw Mel’s face turn pale and her eyes roll back.  She had to help her.  In an instant, Kat began flinging her arms and grabbed at Mel.


“We’ve got to get out of here!”  She kept screaming.  She managed to drag Mel alone to the car, and lay her in the back seat.  Kat rushed to the drivers seat and pushed on the gas, she was going to the hospital . . .


. . . Mel woke up to bright lights.  She looked around in a daze, and found her hand clasped in Kat’s.  Kat had fallen asleep like that in the chair.  Mel’s eyes began to swell with tears that eventually formed rivers on her cheeks.  What had she done?  No one had ever been there for her like Kat had; no one had ever cared.  Although she was asleep, Mel whispered to Kat, “I’m so sorry.  I’ll never do anything to hurt you like this again.  You’ll never know how much you mean to me.  You’ve changed my life.  You’ve saved me . . .”

Krystle Harris             Score Point 4


The mournful tears cascaded everlasting from my swollen bloodshot eyes down my cracking face and onto the pink flower pillow on my bed.  She was gone.  Forever lost in an unknown world of death.  I have lost my best friend, and with her, my soul.  We were “a single soul dwelling in two bodies,” her and I.  Days and nights have gone by since the tragedy but it only seems like yesterday that we were gossiping about our silly teenage lives.  Yeah, it all seemed so important then, but now who cares?  Not me, not her, no one.  It’s not like it means anything anymore … or so I thought.  Then, I turned over onto my aching back and a stream of light from the cheerful sun struck me hard on the face almost like a slap from God telling me to get up and move on, but it’s not that easy.  She was my life, my inspiration, my muse, my savior … Before I met her, I was a depressed loner eating at lunch table # 3, in exile territory, but all of that changed the first day of 9th grade.  She was a new girl in school.  She came from Brine, Kentucky.  She was all dolled up from the perfect golden curl on the top of her head to the last primed and pedicured toenail painted Angle-soft pink.  I could tell she was going to be popular. Some 10th grade girls asked her to sit with them, but she apologetically declined and moved gracefully forward toward my lonely table.  She glided to me like an angel, and politely asked, in her southern bell voice if she could accompany me for lunch.  How could I reject such an incredible offer?  So, of course I accepted and we became best friends, just me and her.  I remember stuffing my bra, trying to look pretty with blush and make up and wearing high heels, but I never did look like her no matter how hard I tried.  She was a messenger from God trying to help me.  She taught me the most valuable lessons that I will ever learn.  Things you can’t learn in church, school, or even from your parents.  She taught me the facts of life.  She taught me that you are who you are, but then it happened.  God wanted her back in heaven, so he took her, but I wasn’t angry.  That would go against what she taught me.  You see, she had leukemia, and she past away six months after I met her.  Those six months were great, but the rest of my life will be better because even though she’s gone, she’s still in my heart and she will forever be with me.  I got out of bed knowing that everything will be okay because if it’s not okay, then it’s not the end.

Laurel M Galm                                                          Score point 4

“Tick, tick, tick …” the round clock on the hospital wall sounded as the second hand turned.  Ah time, can’t live with it, can’t live without it, and her time was just about played out.  It seemed like yesterday when Grandma was diagnosed with cancer, and I can remember it vividly.

It was Halloween day, and instead of preparing for Megan’s huge party, I had to take Grandma to the doctor.  She had been having some sharp head pains and although I figured it was just allergies, I figured she’d give me a hard time if I didn’t take her. When we arrived, Dr. Pynne asked the usual questions that doctors ask.  “How long have you been having these headaches?  Are you on medication?” etc.  Soon they ran a series of test which I thought were unnecessary, but agreed to have them done anyways.  When the results were in, the receptionist at the office called the house, asking us to come back to the office for the results.  Not a good sign.  When we arrived, we were invited into Dr. Pynnes office.  The walls were painted a drab brown, but were covered in several spots by drawings of systems and organs.  The desk was cluttered with family pictures, papers, writing utensils, and a coffee cup.  He reached over into the filing cabinet and pulled out a manila folder reading “Clarlee Smith”, my grandmother’s name, on the tab.  He somberly told us about how they found a marble sized tumor in her brain, how it might be cancerous, and that they’ll have to run tests.  That night at dinner we were both silent, afraid that if we might mention the word “cancer” or “death,” that we would cry.  But in fact it was neither one of those words that triggered the tears.  I felt my grandma’s eyes weigh down on me like an anvil, and when I looked up from my pot roast, and saw her troubled eyes, that just did it to me.  I began to weep, and so did she, and we cried together, as if in song.  All that point I felt dirty, and rotten, for treating my grandma as if she were a burden.  We embraced and let it all out – all of emotions of what would be our obstacles soon to come.

After starting chemotherapy, my Grandma’s health got worse.  She weighed a feeble 90 pounds, and was skin and bones.  Now, down to 85, she looked worse than ever.  But deep inside I know the real her is in there.  She taught me that when times are hard, there would always be the love from your family to guide you and support you.  And as the heart monitors line went flat, with a long beep, I can hear her voice telling me that everything will be all right.

Lauren E Jacobs              Score Point 4


Mike was a tough kid.  The kind that flip you over during lunch and steal your lunch money.  A punk.  His dad was a drunk, and his mother suffered from extreme paranoia.  You can see his home life wasn’t exactly making things better.  This is where I came in.  My name is Brian.  I got pulled into the mess of his life by my mother.  “Community Service is a fulfilling pastimes” she always says.  Yeah right.  I just love picking up trash from highways and intersections.  I guess this is how I met Mike.  The thing with community service is that you work without a lot of scummy, troublesome people, (a.k.a. Mike) He was the baddest of the bad.  His school counselor said either that, or short term prison time.  His was the obvious choice.  Okay, let’s talk more about Mike – shall we?  He’s a bad apple, brown hair, blue eyes, and tall.  I wish I was tall.  All the guys want to be him, and all the girls want to be with him not me though.  I’m just Brian.  The regular kid with regular height and regular features.  I’m not new, or exciting.  Mike is though.  He moved here from Detroit, and our small town isn’t used to people like him.


So, anyways, back to the story.  I met Mike on the intersection of I21 and Mortimer.  I remember it so vividly.  There was a fight, Mike vs. Jack.  The favor was with Jack, but nobody showed it.


“C’mon Mike!” yelled all of the Outcasts and Volunteers.  All I could do was watch from the sidelines.  Unfortunately, I’m friends with Jack, which is how I got myself into this mess.  I jumped in between them before they had a chance to start the actual fighting.


“Stop it now!” I yelled.  Jack shoved me aside.


“This is none of your business.  It’s between me and him.”  Jack made a gesture toward Mike.  You could see the fire in his eyes.  Jack had originally been the bad boy of Pleasantville, but since Mike has showed up, Jack’s been watching his back, and planning for this one specific moment to tike with an evasive maneuver.  It seems the time has come.


“No. I am not backing down.”  I held my ground.


“Don’t make me bring you into this!”  He threatened, and turned to me, the fire still burning in those baby blues.


“I said no.  I’m not going to risk either of you getting arrested.”  This is all Jack needed to turn his efforts away from Mike, and on to me.


“Maybe I should kick your ass, Punk?”  He stepped closer to me.  His large body of 6’1” compared to mine of 5’7” was impressive, if not intimidating.  Mike grabbed him and held him back.  Why?  Jack didn’t like this.  He tore free.  By now, our supervisor had seen it, and came rushing over.  When everything was under control, I told her the story, and I didn’t lie.


Later on I talked to Mike.


“That was really brave, y’ know, what you did, stepping in between us like that.  It took guts.  I don’t really know what compelled me to grab him like that.  Maybe it was not backing down.”


Then it hit me.  Mike, the bully I feared, wasn’t all about being a mean person.  He had feelings, too.  It was as thought something had been sparked between us, and it felt good to have a new friend.


Now we look out for one another.  He teaches me things, like mechanics, and I help him with grades.  I help him wok with his temper and he even has a girlfriend, as well as a whole new attitude towards life.

Mathew L Hill

Score Point 4


An intake of ideas and concepts conceived by those around us is inevitable.  Our thoughts make us who we are.  However, not everything we hear from everyone we meet has an impact on our lives, nor should it.  There are some people we get to know very well, though through a relationship with the opposite sex.  Basically, the two genders were designed for each other; boys and girls share the positive traits that make them who they are.  I think dating and marriage is just that – letting in someone from the outside to share and improve upon your character – to influence you and impact you in the best positive way possible. What I’ve experienced with my better half has shown me the best of both worlds.


When I started out – when I first started out – I knew nothing. First of all, I barely knew anything about myself, and second of all, I barely knew anything about her.  I thought we had everything in common.  I thought everything was going for us.  I couldn’t comprehend how a person like her and a person like me could even have anything to argue about.  I started out just like any other guy.  “What could possibly go wrong?”  Well, the first shocker came when I made my first mistake; I left her hanging one afternoon at the movie theatre.  Of course, this was a major disappoint on her part.  She felt that she had to tell me about our differences.  “Differences?” I thought.  She told me what it was:  I was shy, introverted, and unconfident.  She was a fun, bubbly, wonderful girl who had no problems opening up to any person she met.  Naturally, we didn’t dwell on this for too long.  I apologized, and for the most part, we carried on as we had been before the “accident” occurred.  Things were going pretty well, we were pretty happy with each other until school started.  Not only did we have the previous burden placed on us, but now, we were limited to seeing each other on certain weekends.  We didn’t even have any classes together.  To make matters worse, she claimed that I was still in love with another girl that I had been smitten with but not dating previously.  I told her that I no longer had any feelings for this other girl.  “My love is reserved for you” but I guess I just wasn’t a very convincing person – maybe our love wasn’t strong enough.  At any rate, we seemed to be digressing, relationship wise. At this time, this seemed like the worst thing that could possibly happen.  I blamed it on myself, saying that I must have messed everything up, telling myself that I was too quiet, or too stupid.  Essentially I had just given up everything for her, and had essentially become nothing more than a toy a slave to her emotions.


Some time later perhaps with the help of a counselor or possibly knowledge that my friends pushed upon me that I had not seen – I realized what happened.  So naturally, when she broke up with me, I decided that everything happened for the best, and I shouldn’t take it personally.  After all, she wasn’t the one, right?  Weren’t we too different from the beginning?  As it turned out, three days later, she came to me and told me maybe even pressured me to come back to her.  Things were better after that for a little bit.  I recognized soon after that the love was slipping.  It was then that I made two important decisions I decided to be myself and not worry what others said or thought.  This is a transformation that perhaps everyone undergoes once in their life.  Also, I told her that I was going to stop making my emotions so pivotal around hers.  I would love her, but the rest was up to her.  I couldn’t be myself if she was controlling me.  After this revolutionary moment” occurred, yet another impact fell upon us.  Her mom, who was just like her daughter in certain ways, decided that we had to break up.  This was even harder for me than if she had broken up with me herself.  It was as if one of us was moving away from our town of residence. I found myself falling back to her emotions.  It was different this time, though– it seemed like more than just “High School Love,” which to me, is questionable.  I have since been pouring my heart out to her in letters and emails un-read by the world, save for us.  This isn’t a game – this is no where near it.  This is how things are, up to the very point in time.  I still have not endure the true reason that her mom is forcing us to do this – When I do know, it will be just another impacting moment over the span of our spine tingling adventure filled relationship.


Clearly, my love and trust for her has grown.  I addition to this, feel that I myself have been growing up as well.  She has helped out to discover who I am, what I can do, how to be.  In return, she pulls from me a person who isn’t like other people.  Other people don’t care, or maybe they just don’t think.  Impulse can be a dangerous thing maybe I wouldn’t have learned anything if I had acted on it.  It’s true that I have grown as a person, but obviously, I still have a lot to learn.  The events of our relationship continue to shape and impact me as they always have.

Megan N Barnes                Score Point 4


Karleigh Joe was never bitter about life, she just forgot to be appreciative of family, friends, her many possessions and her health.  Karleigh Joe and Samantha Dixon weren’t the best of friends, but often confided in one another about their deepest secrets and problems.  One problem Karleigh Joe would help Samantha with, would drastically change her life forever.


One day at school, Karleigh Joe was sick with allergies and blurted thoughtlessly, “Gosh, I feel like I’m dyin’!”  She laughed off her statement as many of us do.  After class Samantha approached Karleigh Joe muttering something as she handed her a crumpled note with smeared pencil markings on the front.  Samantha walked away with her head down.  Karleigh stuck the note in her pocket forgot about it.


It wasn’t until three periods later when she had history with Samantha, that she realize she still had the unread note.  Quickly she pulled the mass of papers from her pocket.  She sat silently taking each word from the letter slowly.  By the time she finished the note, it could’ve been read twice.  Just then Samantha came in.


Karleigh Joe sat quietly that class period trying to break down and process what was going to most likely happen to Samantha.  Thoughts ran through her mind – needles, latex gloves, cat scans, M.R.I.’s  All torture for a 16 year old girl.  Why did Samantha, one of the most insightful and optimistic people she had known, develop chronic leukemia?


Quotes from the letter filtered through her mind, “Why did you act like dying wasn’t a big deal?”, “It usually occurs in males over 50 … “, “I don’t want to die … this disease will not take me!”  Karleigh blotted her eyes not caring, for once, if her name brand mascara smeared down her cheeks.


Samantha’s been gone for 3 months.  Karleigh Joe no longer believes chores are chores, but helpful to a tired parent, helping her little brother with homework is not an obligation, but a responsibility.  Lastly that she’d rather spend any of her money on Samantha than dumb Abercombie and Fitch.  Because of Samantha, Karleigh Joe believes life is not to be taken for granted and should be lived to its fullest.


Samantha left Karleigh in a better world because Karleigh fought for an Appreciation of Life Foundation in memory of Samantha Dixon to help find treatments for the incurable cancers.  Samantha is truly the one who built the foundation, not Karleigh, it was Samantha’s love for life, through the gifts and the struggles that kept her a live longer and made people realize the simple pleasures in life, comes from all around you, even from struggles.

Melissa M Martinez

Score Point 4


I was fifteen when I fell in love for the first time.  Of course, fifteen was a first for a lot of things.  I was fifteen when I smoked my first cigarette; and I was fifteen when I first lost all respect for myself.  Of course none of this was my fault.  I just wanted him to love me.


Being a sophomore at a school of 5,000 students, I may as well have been seen any of the numerous birds that flew overhead at lunch time.  I was sad, repressed and felt completely alone.  And there I met a boy.  No a boy.  The boy.  It’s quite humorous, looking back that love blinds you to the world’s realities.  He was two years older, and in high school, that only means one thing.  And everybody warned me about it.


When you love someone, you want them next to you as much as possible.  I was willing to do anything to keep Mark by my side.  He, of course didn’t mind.  He wasn’t shy about telling me what to listen to, who to talk to, what to war, and even what to eat.  So I became his dream.  A skinny vegetarian, music obsessed and completely infatuated girl.


My longing for him to say “I love you” turned my world upside down.  Allison, my best friend since fifth grade school, told me she didn’t know me anymore.  I didn’t dwell on it.  I was too busy getting high with Mark to really care about anything.  I lost myself in his image.  I forgot what even made me love him in the first place.  I ignored what he was doing in my life.


The summer of 2001 was a huge blur of drugs, sex and Mark.  He would be going to college in the fall and I was desperately clinging on.  So many high school girls getting dumped when boys go to college, and I refused to be one of them.  We sat in his care one afternoon, the windows rolled down, smoking our day’s last cigarettes.  It was a hot July day when he looked at me and said everything I had heard before in movies, books, and TV, and in the girls locker room.


“Megan, I want to see other people.”  He went on and on, about college, and changes, and maturity, but I wasn’t listening.  I was looking at the past 10 months of my life and mentally kicking myself.


“Mark, shut up and take me home.”  And he did just that.  And slowly I began to realize Megan was gone.  I got home, went to my room and tried to piece my life back together.  I was left with a tortured soul, but also with the knowledge that people should not control me and my life choices the way Mark did.

Naomi M Hernandez                                                            Score Point 4


My eyes are closed, there’s such a clatter going on around me, beeping, yelling, too many voices.  I open my eyes, it makes it worse, a face to match each voice, a machine to match each different beeping, the lights are so bright, I’m moving so fast, my hands are slick and my face is wet with water, or tears.  Then it hits me.  I’m in the emergency room.  They must’ve found me after I lost consciousness.  Why didn’t they just leave me?  I’d slit my wrist.  I don’t want to be here any more …


I guess I lost consciousness again, after I woke up Jilly told me how I got to the hospital. That dog of mine, my only real friend, was barking like crazy, and the little girl next door, Jilly’s daughter, had been insistent to check on the dog.  Jilly reluctantly opened the door with her spare key and came for a look.  She found me knocked out in the bathroom with pools of blood flowing from my wrists.  She was the one who called 911 and saved me …


There just didn’t seem to be anything to live for.  The man who I thought was going to be the love of my life, I found him in my bed with another woman.  He left me.  My best friend, she died two months ago in a drunk driving accident, she wasn’t the one drunk.  My parents had passed three years ago, within six months of each other.  I had no siblings and didn’t know of any other living family members, I was all alone.  No publisher would accept my novel, I was poor, like I said, there just didn’t seem to be anything to live for . . .


I got to choose the rehabilitation program.  It was basically going to old folks homes, sharing my one friend, Miki with them.  She’s a collie-mutt, but I love her.  The people at the homes do too, she’s a very loveable dog.  But there’s one man who acts like he hates here, I don’t know why though.  He’s an old professor of literature, tells everyone to call him Doc.  He’s so grumpy and full of himself.  He thinks he knows everything.  Still, I’ve developed a liking to him, like the grandfather I never had.  Everyday he asks me to read to him some pages from my novel, as I read I look up at him, he’s petting Miki on his lap with no expression on his weakened, old and tired face …


Some weeks later the day after I finished reading my novel to Doc, in fact, I started my rounds through the home.  Mr. Booden, Mrs. Pinky, and Ms Wilson, then I came to Doc’s room.  So that’s why everyone was so quiet and disturbed today, the bed is empty and everything personal to Doc’s is gone.  I knew once I got close to someone they’d leave me again.  The tears start coming and the lump builds in my throat.  I let go of Miki’s leash and curl up on the bed, tears streaming, heart pounding, I can’t stop sobbing.  All those horrible feelings from that day before the hospital well up again.  The self pity floods me once more.  Out of the corner of my eye, I see someone but don’t really register that someone is there till the tears are gone and I notice that a strange woman is holding me.  “I know how you feel, he was an old fart, but if you knew him well, it was too easy to get attached, hi, I’m Mrs. Doc,” she took my hand and we sat there for a minute, “I found this in his desk table.”  It was a copy of my novel, I’d given it to him a while back.  When I opened it I found notes written everywhere, how to improve it.  “I read it last night,” she said, “give me a call,” and with that she left. While flipping through it I found a publishers card and a note from Doc, “I think I can move on now, your novel has touched me and helped me to see that death isn’t something to be afraid of …  PS:  A+” …


The novel went slowly up the charts as people discovered it. Doc helped me to see that life isn’t something to be afraid of …

Pacer D Darilek

Score Point 4


The sweet aroma of freshly baked dinner rolls and pumpkin pie overtake my senses as I waltz into the kitchen.  My mother casts a smile my direction as she takes the turkey from the oven and remarks, “We’re going to have a guest celebrating Thanksgiving with us this year, honey.  I’ve invited a young man serving in the army named Michael since he is way from his home and doesn’t have the privilege of spending today with his own family.  I nod my head in acknowledgement of this.  Little did I know than that Michael was about to change the way I saw myself and the world around me.


That afternoon, once introductions transpired, my family, Michael and I all sat down at the table to enjoy the meal.  The traditional small talk commenced, and Michael began to express his gratitude toward us for opening our home and hearts to him.  He continued onward, depicting how he desperately misses his family who lives in Florida.  He told us that since he is now stationed here in Texas, he hardly gets the chance to ever spend time with his own brothers or mother.  This lack of contact between him and his family hit me like a ton of bricks.  I can’t recall a time when I fell such a deeply intense appreciation for what I had been blessed with as I did at that moment.  Grasping my mother’s hand quickly in mine, I murmured just how lucky I was.


After the meal, my parents suggest that Michael and I walk down to the neighborhood park to get to know each other better.  On the way there, Michael described the shocking contract between his old life and lifestyle he now leads.  He elaborated on how the military forced him to teach himself responsibility and dependability.  He had to learn how to cook, clean, sew, and do laundry among many other unpleasant chores.  Living on his own and managing his own money was an absolute necessity that didn’t come effortlessly.  All of these skills will not miraculously fall into one’s lap without enduring strenuous and arduous ordeals.  These duties shape and mold your character, something that I had not realized until Michael portrayed the clear image of a boy required to mature within a short period of time.  This insight frightened me, yet allowed me to understand I, too, needed to grow up and cease fretting over the frivolous things in life.


Michael paused momentarily and sighed as he looked straight into my curiously bright eyes with fascination.  He resumed speaking, assuring me that he now knew he could undertake anything that he might possibly encounter later in life.  He calmly said, “I’m not afraid anymore.  I’ve tested my abilities, discovered my strengths and weakness, and proved a lot to myself.  I am capable.”  I shut my eyes and let what he has told me echo in my mind.  His statement instilled mounds of confidence into my being, and a brand new attitude of simply involving myself when before I might have hesitated prevailed.


Perhaps Michael never knew that his brief and abrupt visit that day had made the least bit of difference to anybody.  Yet, in numerous ways, he had altered me.  Michael has shown me what qualities I would need to be successful in life, and had exemplified the integrity society today demands.  Possibly the most striking way in which Michael impacted my life from that point on were his values, maturity, and self assurances.

Robert M Pfleger - Score Point 4

Dear Dr. Lynette … “HELP”
As you know my wife has died recently and I’ve been taking it pretty badly.  Ever since she left my life has been on a downfall.  It’s like someone melted the ice beneath me and I can’t get out of the ice hell bound lake.  Since she’s left I have lost my self, I blame one person on this, God.  I have given up my religion for what he has done to me.  At work I’ve been too depressed to work, causing me to be fired.  When she was still here she gave me all the motivation I needed to get through my hard times at work.  It was because of her always believing in me that got me the promotion to vice-president.  Before I “ever” met her I was a wild beast, I did anything I wanted to, anywhere I went.  I was going nowhere in life.  I was in a highly feared street gang doing many crazy things.  My life was out of control, but then out of nowhere I met her, a belle with the most benign voice.  She was the most gorgeous female I had ever seen.  She didn’t like me at first for who and what I associated with, so I changed my life for her.  I told her to trust me, to move away with me to Dallas to get away from all the gang activities, for that was the only way.

Amazingly she did.  In Dallas we were poor, I didn’t want that kind of life for her so I got my high school diploma and went off to junior college.  I got astounding grades and got excepted to SMU.  At the beginning of college I asked for her hand in marriage and she happily said yes.  Ever since then our lives have been wonderful.  She made me believe I was capable of doing anything, but now I can see that I can’t.  I’m like a pencil sharpener. She was the one turning it, but now she’s gone and my life has stopped to a halt.  I don’t know what I should do any more, so I’m writing, asking for your help, to be the training wheels on on my Bike, to help me get rolling again in life.  Please write back, please help me.



Sincerely,




Robert Pfleger

Sarah Hogan

Score Point 4


It’s the second day of school and I’m beginning to meet new people.  I’m in my third period math and I notice a girl behind me crying.


Anna (me):  Hi.  I noticed you’re crying and look rather lonely.  Is there something I can help you with?  What’s your name?


Megan:  My name is Megan and I am just going through a hard time with my parents.  They’ve been married for sixteen years and have recently got a divorce.


Anna:  I know who you feel since my parents divorced a while back.  It’s been hard telling people how I’m living two different lives, since my parents won’t stop arguing.  So I realize how hard it is for you.


Megan:  Yes, my dad has just moved into his new apartment not far away from my mom.  It makes me wonder if they ever thought how it would affect my life.


Anna:  Before my parents split, they both told me that they still loved me, but they didn’t love each other any more.  They never could agree on anything.


Megan:  That sounds bad.  But how do you feel about writing that your parents are divorced on school records and telling your friends two different numbers which house you’re at every weekend.


Anna:  Yes at first it was miserable and I always tried to get them back together, but I got over it.  All the arguing and fighting taught me a lesson --  never marry someone I won’t always love.


(Five minutes left of class)


Anna:  Well, there is not much time left in class, but what do you have next period?


Megan:  Lunch


Anna:  Hey, so do I!  Do you want to sit with me at lunch?


Megan:  Sure.


(Bell rings to let third period out.)


Megan:  It’s nice to know that I’m not the only person whose parents are divorced.  I hate dealing with all the problems they dumped on me, now I have someone to talk to about it.

Sharon N Gloria

Score Point 4


A girl, about mid-twenty, leaned against the railing of the roofed deck, her hands intertwined neatly as they hovered over the wooden frame.  Her soft brown hair swept over her right shoulder, and sorrowful shimmering sky eyes catching light ripples of tears.  She stood there, silent, numbingly drifting into reflective memories as light raindrops proceeded to fall.


“I really enjoyed the rain when I was a kid but all that changed the day it rained my brother’s blood . . . “


I remember, we were fighting on that day.  We always fought, like most brother and sisters do.


“You are such a pain!  How come I always have to look after you?!”


“Because mom and dad like you better!  They always loved you more!”


“You wish!  They don’t care about me!  All I hear; Paige, take care of Adam.  Watch Adam, okay?  Make sure Adam’s alright!  Blah, blah, blah!  Adam this … ADAM THAT!!!”  Paige shouted at the top of her lungs.


“Well, all I hear is; Why can’t you be more like Paige?  Paige, the perfect child.  Our little angel.”


They looked each other straight in the eye.


“WHY CAN’T I BE AN ONLY CHILD?!”  The two yelled in unison, then stomped off and slammed their doors congruently.  It had been the third time this week we fought about our parents.  They were never home, leaving Adam and I alone.  We were but twins at the age of eleven. 


Later, we made up and became friends again.  We decided to go exploring in the forest.  The two of us ran back and forth, happily playing tag.  Paige tagged Adam then ran off quickly to hide.  She spotted a bush and hid silently.  Adam wandered aimlessly looking for Paige.  The sun was about to set and it would be dark soon.  “Okay, come on out now!” he called.  No answer.  “Paige!  I’m not joking.  It’s getting late!  I want to go home!”  Still no answer.


Paige yawned slightly then stood up.


“Adam?”


Paige couldn’t hear Adam calling her nor could he hear her.  A twig snapped as Adam whipped around.


“Ahha!” exclaimed as he began to run in the direction of the noise.  It was getting darker as the sound of a waterfall rushed through the air and the ground became wet.  It was raining.


“Adam!  Where are you?!”  Paige cried out repeatedly.  She feared the worst for Adam.  The earth was slick as Adam continued running.  The path narrowing ahead, he didn’t stop until . . . 


Suddenly, his foot slipped off the edge of the path and he plummeted downward, screaming.  The last thing he saw was a bunch of sharp sticks, points up, planted in the dirt below.  All was silent after that.  


Paige heard the scream and instantly knew whose it was.  Adam.  She dashed toward where the scream came from, her heart beating faster with every step she took.  A million thoughts raced through her mind.  She noticed the ledge and slowed down.  Paige saw something down in the ditch.  She stopped dead in her tracks as to her horror, her eyes looked onto the body impaled on the sharp pikes.  Page backed up, watching the rain wash her brother’s blood down the jagged sticks.  She screamed for help, for someone, anyone, to find them. Alas, she was alone.


Sixteen years later, here she was, standing there in the deck looking out at the very forest her brother died in, “It was my fault.  I should have kept watching . . .”


She sighed then smiled.


“But I’ve decided that I’ll become a doctor, so that I can help others.  Something I couldn’t do for my brother . . .”

Sherilyn M Moore

Score Point 4


“Our Father who art in heaven, hallowed be thy name…”

About a year and a half ago my mother and father got involved in drugs and alcohol.


“Thy kingdom come, thy will be done on earth as it is in heaven…”

My mother helplessly lies on the couch watching and hypnotized by the TV after taking in too much crack or weed.  My dad … well he is a drunkie!!


“Give us this day our daily bread, and forgive our trespasses, as we forgive those who trespass against us…”

On weekdays I have to get what I need myself, because my parents are completely oblivious to the fact that I was ever born.


“And lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil . . .”

I remember when I was younger that my mom would take me to the park and we would have a picnic.  She would make elegant and elaborate meals – not just peanut butter and jelly sandwiches.


“For thy is the kingdom and the power, and glory forever…” 

My name is Katelyn Rashea Dickerson, I’m 11 years old and live in a one bedroom apartment.  As I told you previously, my mom does drugs and my dad drinks to his hearts content.  My father goes out every night and doesn’t come home till 2 maybe 3 in the morning.  When he does … he is like a bull in a china closet, throwing things and slamming doors and yelling at everything.  One night he busted into my room and pulled me to the living room, ran his finger along the entertainment center and said, “Do you see this dust; even though I had not seen anything. I had dusted it earlier that day. “Y-y-yes sir I stuttered.”  “I want it spotless when I get back in here!” he exclaimed.  And of course he isn’t gone long enough for me to finish, Oh NO!! he hits me till I can barely stand … then it is off to the bathroom.  He bangs my head against the mirror and the counter top after a few grueling minutes of punishment, it is over, he has had his fun for the night.  One night he came home in a drunk rage and beat the hell out of me.  He stomped off and got a gun. Two shots, one for him and the other for my mom.


Ever since my father turned into a monster I had been afraid of anyone who tries to touch me – even if they are trying to help. 

…Amen”
Travis M Moncus

Score point 4

Christmas Eve, 9:00, Granddad’s bed time, farmers go to bed early to wake up early.  Granddad always says early to bed, early to rise.  Christmas Eve at my Granddad’s house is always the same.  Everyone is in bed by 9:15 to wake up to the smell of bacon and eggs with biscuits and gravy, my grandma’s specialty.  So my aunts and uncles went to their rooms leaving all the kids on the cold couches in the living room.  Me, I’m not a heavy sleeper and can’t fall asleep with the heater crackling in my ear, right next to my couch.  My couch is old, pink, with green flowers like design on it.  I’m one of the smaller ones, leaving me with the smallest couch doesn’t leave my cousins feeling bad.  The year was 1995, and I was 7 years old.  In my eyes I was old enough to know better, but still too young to care.  I was a pretty quick kid.  People make an impact in your life every day, you have to be smart enough to notice them.  

I got up from my couch and sat Indian style on the cold tile floor to warm my little body.  I was a tanned boy with golden brown hair.  My Grandma called me her “Golden Boy”.  In the back of my mind I remembered that my grandma had made chocolate pudding.  I got up and walked across the cold tile floor that almost felt like it was burning my small feet.  I quickly opened the refrigerator and tried not to wake anybody I reached in and grabbed the pudding.  I closed the refrigerator and reached with my weak arms into the clean dishes in the left part of the sink.  A chill went through me when I picked up the freezing spoon.  I walked over to the big oval shaped table and sat at the end where my Granddad perpetually sits at every meal.  I have always wanted to be just like him, pretty big shoes to fill; since I can remember he has always been my hero, the man that could never die.

I took a few bites out of my chocolate heaven when I heard a low pitched click, I knew who and what it was.  Unusually my Granddad was up and he had locked the bathroom door.  You see the bathroom is connected to his bedroom and the table is right outside both of them, and with the thin, rotten, wooden walls in the pristine house, you can hear anything that makes the smallest noises.  Even my little feet slapping across the tile floor could be heard, had someone been listening.

From inside the bathroom I heard a rattling noise like pills in a little bottle.  I could almost vision him in front of the sink, a cup of warm water, taking a pill for his heart problems.  All at once I stopped eating the pudding and sucked on my spoon.  I began to think about the next morning when I heard a fist hit the wall from inside the bathroom.  I got scared hoping, wishing someone would wake up to help.  No one did.  I could hear him gasping for air inside the bathroom.  I twisted the handle it was locked.  I stabbed the long end of the spoon into the crack of the door where I could see light, and it unlocked.  With my weak innocent arms I through the door opened and looked inside.  It was my most feared imaginable thing possible.  My hero not breathing on the bathroom floor with one hand in the dry tub and the other holding the empty tube of pills palm up I did the only thing I knew to do.  I quickly got next to him on the floor and yelled at the top of my lungs.  “Help !!!” All at once lights came on in the house.  Everyone filled up the bathroom to see me hugging my granddaddy’s chest with tears running down my red face and soaking his white tshirt.  I had never been so scared in my life, I was just a boy.  


My dad and two of my uncles, in nothing but their Christmas pajamas carried my granddad to the truck and took off to the hospital.  Me and my grandmother followed them.  When we got there it was close to 2 o’clock in the morning, Christmas Day.  My mother really didn’t want me to go, but I didn’t give her much of a choice.  I slept in the chair next to my granddad’s hospital bed.  When I woke up Christmas morning to a beeping noise I had a gray, itchy hospital blanket, and a white sheeted pillow to lay my head down on.  I looked over not really aware of where I was and saw my granddad on a long skinny bed with a white hospital gown on.   My eyes began to swell up until I saw the monitor with his heartbeat showing.  I stood on the chair, kissed his forehead and whispered “Merry Christmas.”  I saw a tear roll down his dry red face.  The doctor came in and I wiped the tear away.  He told me if we had gotten there any later he wouldn’t be breathing right now.  He also said I was a bright boy.  

My granddad told me that no one had ever done something for him that meant as much as what I had done.  My hero died this past Christmas left me knowing that no one else would make as big an impact on me or my life as he did.  I just hope he will be waiting for me when my day comes so we can spend it in paradise.
