Grade 7, 2004


Daniel T Barnett
Score Point 4


“If you think this was tough, wait until tomorrow!” exclaimed our region orchestra director, Miss ______, with a comical grin.  We had just completed our first rehearsal from our region orchestra concert.  Everyone there had already passed an audition to even get a chance to play in the concert.  We were the best violas, cellos, violins, and basses in San Antonio at our age level.


Now this goofy toothed lady was explaining dramatically how we would arrive the next day at seven o’clock.  All out practice nonstop until six o’clock PM, which was when the concert began.  Other than lunch and bathroom breaks we would be stuck in that one room all day.


My dad came to pick me up, and Miss _______ continued to dance about on her little podium, explaining to the parents what she had just told us.  After she was done, I picked up my viola and left.


The next morning my dad came to wake me up, despite my blatant display of disapproval.  This was probably the most difficult task in the whole process.  After a long struggle, I gave in and left my mound of blankets.

I threw on my clothes and put my uniform I would later change into on a hanger.  After forcing down a stale pop-tart, I made my way to the car.


When we arrived at Jay High School, where the concert was going to take place, I walked into the practice room only to see that I was ten minutes late.  I hurried to my seat and quickly joined the others.

Miss _______, who was apparently a morning person, had more energy than the night before.  Despite the prospect that we would be in the same room for eleven more hours, she was energetic and lively as a character in a Dr. Suess book.

The day wore on.  We continued to play the same four songs over and over, but they were never perfect. By about lunch time the life was sucked out of everyone except Miss _______.  Then we made a breakthrough, we were ready.


When it was time, we waltzed onto the stage, the violas last in line.  I looked around.  Everyone was silent except Miss _______, who was usually prancing around the stage while telling the audience what an honor it was to direct us.

She then gave us a wink and gestured for us to get in playing position.  We started playing, I moved my bow with all my strength.  We performed our first three songs perfectly, but now came the last song.


It was called “Blue Mountain Barn Dance.”  My selection had a solo.  This was always frightening because there were only ten of us.  We couldn’t mess up.  We played the first part of the song and everything went smoothly.  Then came our solo.  I took a deep breath and … we nailed it!

Pleased with ourselves, we lined up and left the stage hearing loud clapping from the audience.  We met our parents in the crowd of people and observed as the high school orchestra clearly showed up our performance, but we didn’t care.  We were awesome.
Boglarka Bordas
Score Point 4


As you might have already witnessed, lots of different people are able to ride bikes.  Young and old, short and tall, smart and dumb, and this list could go on and on of all the different people that can ride a bike.  For some, it came easily, for others, not so easy, and some people knew it was going to be hard to learn; I know I did.  But once you get the hang of it, it’s actually quite easy!


It happened about seven years ago, when I was about five.  I’d watch with envy as my older sister would ride her sparkly, hot pink bicycle around the neighborhood, laughing as the wind tickled her face.  I’d stare day after day at her, but when my dad offered to teach me, I quickly said no as fear clouded my curiosity and I imagined falling off the seat of a huge bicycle and getting covered with nasty scars.  So day after day I’d refuse, yet each time my dad made the offer, the less scary falling off the bike seemed.


One day I woke up feeling really confident as I watched my sister ride down a steep hill without falling and breaking her neck.  I thought, “If she can do it, then so can I!”  So I ran into the house and yelled for my dad, who seemed really pleased when I told him I wanted to learn how to ride a bike.  He quickly agreed, so we got out the old bike from the garage.  It was pale purple with two little plastic pigs on the inside of each wheel that spun around when the wheels were turned.  It didn’t look that bad, and it was the first real bike I ever rode.

Since I was only five years old, my dad had to do a lot of adjusting to make the bike my size.  All the while I was thinking “How do I work this thing?” I mean, I knew you had to work the pedals and turn the handlebars, but how did you stop it!  How did you slow it down!  These questions made me feel uneasy as I sat onto the seat of the bike.  “Now put one foot on the pedal and when you’re ready, push off the ground with your other foot and place it on the other pedal while pedaling with your other foot.”  It took me a least a minute for this all to sink in, and then I forgot half of it.  “What?” my dad showed me and then walked me through the procedure.  Boy, was it complicated!  Day after day I’d practice it, getting a teeny tiny bit better each day.

Then the day I had been dreaming of came true!  I had been outside practicing, not getting much better, when my sister rode by on her bike, her hair flowing behind her as she flew past me.  I don’t know what happened, but suddenly I felt this burst of energy rush through me.  I kicked off the ground, and actually got my foot on the pedal before falling, and started pounding my legs, trying to catch up to my sister.  Then came the hill.  I zoomed down full speed when I realized I didn’t yet now how to brake.  A shrill scream escaped my lips as I crushed into the sidewalk, did a flip in the air, and landed with a thud in the grass, still clinging to my bike.

Since I landed on soft ground, I wasn’t badly hurt, except for a few scratches and bruses I got when my bike fell on top of me.  That scary experience really effected me, because I no longer wish to ride my bike unless it’s absolutely necessary.  I don’t think that that really surprises you, does it?
Courtney A Clutter              Score Point 4


“Squack,” that was the sound that came out of the bassoon.  Even though it made an unusual sound like a duck I knew I was destined to play it.  I mean I couldn’t play a flute because I got dizzy when blowing into it.  I had too short arms to play the trombone.  My lip muscles were to weak to manage the trumpet.  I was going to play the clarinet but then I saw and played the bassoon.  It was like finding my soul mate only it was an instrument.  I knew playing it would be difficult since it was almost as tall as me and probably weighed quite a deal but I was willing to accept the challenge.


After begging my parents like a child in a grocery store making a scene over a piece of candy they bought me a brand new bassoon!  It looked so elegant with every key in place and the silver so shiny you could see your reflection.  The wood was as black as ashes and my double reed resembled the rainbow.  My parents advised me to wait and play it at band camp.  So I obeyed their wishes since parents know best, most of the time.  Band camp was in a week and I knew I could hold my eagerness in that long.

The day came for band camp.  I couldn’t have anticipated it more.  I told my mom in the car to burn rubber to get there.  When we got there I said my goodbyes and then struggling a bit to carry my case I entered the spacious band hall.  The first thing I saw were all the pictures and trophies that dressed up the walls.  Immediately I went with my band director and the other novice bassoon players.  We went to a much smaller room with a white board, metronome, and a few chairs.  I didn’t really feel like a fish out of water until everyone could play notes but me.  What had happened, I played a few weeks ago?

My band director explained, “Don’t worry about it.  Remember practice makes perfect.”


I just smiled at him to make him think he made me feel better but on the inside I was crushed.  I went home very discouraged telling my family about what happened.  My little brother insisted it couldn’t be that hard so I let him try.  The sad thing was he could play five notes.  I thought if my little brother can play it so can I with practice.  


So I practiced day and night.  I practiced until my fingers were so fragile they were about to fall off and until my mouth felt like mush.  The first day of band came and I was ready than ever.  When my band director called on me I was a little nervous.  Though I took a deep breath and played for him an assortment of tunes.  I could feel everyone’s eyes starring at me in awe.  I responded by putting difficult task but I set my mind to it and I accomplished it!
Tatum M Fritz
Score Point 4


I laugh as Justin jumps onto the couch between David and me, now squishing in four people to a two person couch.  Kim doesn’t find this quite as funny, since she’s being pushed into the arm of the yellow-green couch.  I must admit the color scheme of our church’s game room is, um, let’s just say, bright.  With tie-died wallpaper and yellow and green furniture the place starts to mess with your eyes at six in the morning, which is about the right time.  We were having a church lock in.  I scream as Ashley jumps on top of us bringing me out of ‘la-la’ land.  Already tired, and uncomfortable, we all try to push Ashley off of us.  Her feet being closest to me, I push lightly, and to emphasize lightly let me point out I haven’t slept at all, on her ankle.  Suddenly Ashley’s not laughing anymore, but looking at me like I’m a boxing champion and I slugged her in the ankle.  She let out in a low voice, “Don’t ever touch me there.” I am about to ask why, but in her rage, her pant leg had gone slightly up, and I can see quite clearly straight lined cuts going up her leg, and pinned to the inside of her jeans is a safety pin.

I fix my eyes on hers, and ask, “Why do you have safety pin in your jeans?” even though I already knew.  Ashley looked away and mumbles something about being none of my business.  Kim starts talking to Ashley about how stupid this, and I walk away thinking, she promised not to, she promised she’d stop.


At school I couldn’t even look at Ashley without feeling guilty, without thinking I should talk to her.  But I wasn’t sure I could do it without yelling at her, “Why do you still cut yourself and adding a few choice words to describe how stupid it was, but I knew that wouldn’t help.  So, I avoided her as much as possible to avoid feeling the guilt, but, all the time I contemplated in my head what I should do.  I had made a list in my mind that went something like this; A, talk to her, B, tell her mom; C, write her a note; D, tell my mom; E, go to the school counselor.  I knew I had do something, but I couldn’t imagine doing any of those, without getting Ashley furious.  I couldn’t see telling her mom, who wants to know their child cuts?  I didn’t want to talk to her.  I’m not any good at writing letters and I don’t want mom to think Ashley’s a bad kid.  The only thing I hadn’t crossed off was the school counselor. 

So, during study hall I got a pass from the teacher, and went to see the counselor.  So for the next two hours I missed my afternoon classes, I was busy having long talks.  I had a long talk with counselor, a long talk with Ashley’s parents and finally a long talk with Ashley.  It all ended with Ashley thinking I was the biggest jerk ever, and everyone else telling me I’d done the right thing.


Ashley was crying and yelling all kinds of things at me.  I just stared her in the eyes and said, “I’m sorry you hate me so much, but I would have ended up hating myself if I hadn’t done something.”  She just clamped her mouth and looked away tears streaming down her face.
Jessica Jin                   Score Point 4
Chinese Painting Disaster

Grandmother heaved a great sigh as I ruined another sheet of the delicate paper yet again with a monstrous mass of black paint.

“Ai,Ya!” She cried loudly in Chinese, crumpling up my masterpiece into a tight ball and tossing it away.  I made no objections, and went back to starting all over again.

I was not a happy camper.  I told myself that all I needed was practice.  Yea right!  Getting this down could take years!


I didn’t start out feeling that way.  No, I began this horrible experience enthusiastic and ready for anything.  Chinese painting couldn’t be that hard.  This was going to be a piece of cake.  With this confident state of mind, I began taking art lessons at a nearby art school.  How much more wrong could I possibly be?

Guilin, China is a wonderful place.  The scenery is breathtaking.  A calm river flows through the city and all around are tall, green limestone mountains, formed into different shapes and sizes by age.  I spent my send, third, and fourth grade summers there.  When I am in Guilin I feel at home.  That is where I picked up Chinese Painting.

One bright, scalding hot day in Guilin, mom approached me with the question of whether or not I wanted to learn Chinese Painting.  Thinking it would spare me from boredom, I agreed, and I began to learn.


My first class was a disaster!  I couldn’t even hold my paper straight, let alone understand the teacher, who happened to be speaking very fluent Chinese at a rate of what seemed like a million words a second.


In the United States, you are taught to hold your paper at an angle to help ensure neatness.  The teacher in my class had to keep adjusting the angle of my paper and rush, jabbering away to my on looking grandmother about my habits.  I could tell he was getting annoyed with me, just by the few words that I caught.

Chinese painting required paying attention, using the perfect amount of paint, precise brush strokes, applying the right amount of pressure, and watching out for leaks.  I tried to pinpoint each of these problems, but I missed it everytime.  I used too much water, resulting in the baby chicks  overgrown with leaking into the thing on my paper that slightly resembled a flower.  Even the shrimp that I attempted to paint somehow became a hastily drawn marshmallow.

With an enormous amount of trouble trying to paint bamboo and little birds, I actually created something that almost looked like I knew what I was doing.  As I sat there admiring my work, grandma chose that exact moment to let out an earsplitting sneeze.  I dropped my brush, which made stains on my pants.  I had let out all the frustration that had been bottled up in me for days.  I glanced around, and seeing all these other children about half my age creating works of art, I felt clumsier than a toddler.  Ashamed, I grabbed my paintbrush, and scribbled rough happy faces all over my painting.  That made me feel so much better.  I never took art lessons again.
Maria R Pickett
Score Point 4


I was born in Pasadena, California.  That was also my home for the first nine years of my life.  Then my dad, who is a geologist, got a call from San Antonio.  It was a great job opportunity, but Texas?


My parents and I lived in an apartment until I was three months old.  Then we moved into a house in a peaceful neighborhood with a lot of kids.  One girl was just my age.  Rebecca lived right next door.  Our moms would take us to the park together.  When it came time for preschool, we were in the same class.  My brother, John, was born when I was four.  He and I would go over to Rebecca’s without even knocking and play.  Rebecca’s family had recently adopted a little boy from Vietnam that was my brother’s age.  John really liked teaching him everything that we do in America.  Rebecca and I would go off and play dress up and Barbies.  We went through elementary together, gossiping about the cute boy in Mrs. Taylor’s class and the snobby girl that sat in front of me in math.


That was how my life went until third grade when my dad got “the phone call.”  That night at dinner, March 23 to be exact, Mom and Dad tried to calmly explain to John and me that we had to move to Texas.  Neither of us believed them.  After all, April Fool’s Day wasn’t too far away.  Maybe they were practicing.  But no, they were serious.


“What?!”  I screamed.  My mom started tearing up when she saw our faces.  Which meant my dad was left to explain.  But before he could say anything, I ran to my room, the only room I ever had.  Inside the only house I had ever lived in.  Inside the only city I had always lived in.  Now they expected me to move to another state?

I stayed in my room for two days!  When my mom brought in my lunch, she told me that we would be moving in June to a bigger house.  My dad would get paid a lot more.  I would be able to meet more people.  I tried to listen and understand.  I really did.  But I just didn’t want it to be true.  I started crying, my mom put her arms around me, comforting me.


“I don’t want to move either.  Nobody does.  This is just what we have to do.”  She went to the kitchen and I was left to try and realize we’re moving, that’s all there is to it.


For the next three months, I packed up my room.  Once Rebecca had gotten over the shock, she came to help.  It was definitely the most difficult thing I’ve ever had to do.  Packing away all those memories, reliving them with Rebecca.  The swim team trophies, the many Disneyland souvenirs.  I used an average of four tissues boxes every three days.


When the day came, Rebecca and all her family, the neighborhood, and everyone else we knew so dearly came to say goodbye.  As we drove off, I could see everyone cry.


Rebecca and I kept in touch, but it’s still not the same.  Texas is not California.  San Antonio is not Pasadena.  8542 Chimney Hill isn’t 725 Johnson Rd.  And nothing is like walking into Rebeccas’s house and seeing her smiling.
Ryan P Rodriguez
Score Point 4


Raising my hand in victory, I slowly walked off of the newly painted tennis courts.  I had just beaten my opponent in an exceptionally good match.


Only a couple of years ago, I decided that tennis was going to be my “thing.” Not baseball, basketball, football, or track.  It was tennis.


I was playing tennis with my cousin to start learning how.  I wasn’t hitting any of the balls over the net and after only a few minutes, she started giggling.   This giggling soon turned into hysterical laughter.  She tried to teach me, but couldn’t stop laughing at me.  This made me determined to beat her.

Looking through a local newspaper, I found someone that gave weekly lessons.  With a big, goofy grin on my face, I told my mom about it.  She said that I could do it if I really wanted to play, which I did.


A couple of days later, I met my new coach.  When we started hitting some balls, I still couldn’t hit anything over the net!  He smiled and calmly came over to teach me how to hit.  Afterwards, I was hitting them lightly, but they were at least going in.  “This guy must be a pro!” I thought.  He easily taught me how to hit in five minutes!  Figuring that since I could now hit the ball, I had the whole game down.  Boy, was I wrong.

At the next lesson, I started having difficulties.  “Move your feet!”  He would tell me.  But I had to face the facts, I was slow.  I couldn’t reach the balls in time.  I had to start jogging around the block to build speed, eventually up to the speed he wanted me at.


What I didn’t realize, is although I was hitting the ball in, I wasn’t using any power.  I had to put more into the ball, he kept telling me.  To fix the problem, every lesson he would hit the ball harder, causing me to hit harder.

Those other difficulties were minor next to this one, though.  I couldn’t serve.  If you can’t serve, you can’t play points.  If I couldn’t play points I can’t use the speed and power I was working on.  He told me that I was his only student that couldn’t serve right.  I was once again determined, this time to get the serve down.

I’ve been playing tennis for almost two years and just got the serve right about a month ago.  This really does show what determination can do for you.

Raising my hand in victory, I slowly walked off the newly painted tennis courts.  I had just beaten my cousin in a close match.

Erin L Riley                Score Point 4


“Gross! I’m not picking him up!  I don’t care if he has been lost for a week or not.  I’m not touching him!”


“Oh, Erin!” my mom giggled, “Don’t you even miss your cat?  I bet he misses you!” she smiled at me.


“Yeah right.  Sure he loves me.” I said, rolling my eyes.

“I’m sure Jerry loves you!”


“I don’t care if he loves!  He was rolling around in the mud when we found him.  I am not touching him!”


“Oh Erin!” she picked up Jerry and gave him a hug.  “Look how happy he is to see us!  I bet he wants a bath!”


“A bath?  Cats don’t like water.  We should just take him in to get him cleaned.”


“This kitty cat wants a bath, don’t you Jerry?” she picked him up to her face and gave him a kiss.  Meanwhile, I piled myself into the car and stared out the window.  Does she really think Jerry will take a bath?  She is crazy!  I turned to my mom.  “Mom, you can give him a bath.”

“Erin, he is your cat, you will give him a bath.”


“What?!  I will get torn into shreds!  You give him a bath!”


“He isn’t my cat, and I won’t bathe him.”  She glared an evil glare at me.  I sat back into my seat as we pulled into the driveway.  I hopped out of the car, holding Jerry under my arm.


Together, we walked up the stairs.  We strode into the bathroom and slowly approached the tub.  “Oh, Jerry.”  I said, as I placed him down and locked the door.  “It’s time for your bath!”  I turned on some warm water and began to fill the tub.  I turned off the water after about thirty seconds.  I reached over to pick up Jerry, when I felt a sudden pain in my arm.  I turned in his direction.  “Stupid cat!” I yelled.  “You just bit me!”  I pulled my arm back and tried again.  This time, felt a razor sharp nip in my finger.  I screamed as I pulled my bitten finger out of his mouth. He was starting to make me really angry.


I quickly reached out, grabbed him, and tossed him in the water.  He sat in the water growling and hissing.  How on earth was I supposed to give him a bath when he was acting like this?  I then had an idea.  I aimed the shower head at Jerry.  I counted to three and then turned it on.  The cat jumped forward and landed in my lap.  He froze and gave me a horrible look.  I stared at his coat of black and white fur.  He looked at me and hissed.  I jumped up, unlocked the door, and ran down the stairs.  I plopped down on the sofa.


My mom looked over at me. She smiled and began to ask me a question.  “Erin,” she hummed, “did you clean up Jerry?”

I shot her a dazed and tired look.  “Yes, mom,” I panted, “I washed Jerry!”

Kelsey L Willems
Score Point 4


Fake A!


“Oh no!” thought Karen, as she sat in science class looking at her test that she just received.  “My mom is going to flip!”  Karen’s mom is a teacher herself, but at a college not a middle school.  She really works Karen to the bone at study time.  Last week though Karen decided to go to a party instead of studying for the science test.  She asked her mother, and she said yes, all she had to do was study on her own time, and now her mom is going to find out that she disobeyed her. 


At lunch Karen told her friends about her problem, and how she failed her test.  Her best friend Bess suggested that she should tell her mom the truth, and ask the teacher if she could re-take the test.  Her other friend Alex though suggested that she should take a marker and turn the F into an A.


Karen doesn’t know who to trust, to believe, or to respond to.  She was confused.  “If I follow Bess I could still get punished for not studying in the first place, but if I follow Alex no one will find out.” (Karen figured in her head).  “I … I have chosen to go with Alex!” she announced to her friends.

So Karen goes with Alex.  When Karen got home she took a red marker and turned her F into an A.  She then had to convince her mom about her handmade A.  She hated it!  She hated going behind her mom’s back!  She hated lying to her mom!  She hated choosing her friends like she did!


After Karen showed her mom her fake A, her mom tells her how proud she is of her.  Also how she can go to any party she wanted to, now that she has proven she can study and party, and do well on the test or quiz.  That was it, that one little phrase did it.  She cracked, Karen just couldn’t take it any more.  She had to tell her mom, but after that how could you.  So Karen waited a few days, then a few weeks, then report cards came out and Karen didn’t tell her mom the truth.  So that night before she handed her mom her report card, Karen told her.  She told her how she was in pain and agony for the last 4 weeks, and how she was stupid not to have told her the truth from the start, also how she should have taken a re-take test, but she didn’t.  Karen felt better now that she got that off her chest, but her mom just stood there frozen in shock of what her daughter had said … she finally started talking.  She said “I can’t believe you Karen, you’re grounded for 4 week, because that’s how long it took you to tell me the truth!”  “OK, mom,” was all I could say.


So see sometimes it’s hard to tell the truth, and gets harder to tell the truth when you wait too long to say anything.
Score point 4

My first experience making an omlet was difficult.  At least that’s what I thought.  You couldn’t imagine how bizarre it turned out to be creating this Saturday morning breakfast.


I was just watching Rugrats on the television and I began to feel famished.  I lazily made my way into the kitchen, opened the refridgerator and saw tons of eggs.  I thought about how my mom had made omlets for breakfast last week, and I knew this was going to be tough.  Then, the thought of mom is snoozing and I really shouldn’t be cooking kept going on in my head, but I seized my ingredients anyway.


It wasn’t long before I had started to beat the eggs and put butter in the pan.  A few minutes after, I carefully sifted the eggs into the pan, and the sizzling sound gave me a bit of a scare.  Afterwards I started placing the bacon and cheese across the top of the egg.  “Ouch,” I screamed.  I had slid my arm on the rim of the pan so I decided to toss the remaining portions of ham and cheese into the pan.  After allowing it to sizzle for a few more seconds, I snatched the spatula out of the side drawer; it was time to start flipping.   “Flip one!” I said feeling confident.  “Ow!” I yelled back.  “Two burns!  I just want to quit and have cereal instead.” On my second flip a large piece of egg plopped right down on the floor and hit just a bit of the pantry and refridgerator.  The entire kitchen looked revolting.  Someone could’ve eaten breakfast off the floor and gotten full.  


I felt exhausted.  I had to sit there and clean that huge mess.  I felt really proud of myself though.  I leaned back to watch Disney movies and eat that omlet.


When I though about how hard this would be I had no idea.  Now I’m an expert a making omlets.  I practice with my mom all the time, but she remembers my first time a little different.

Score point four 

Whenever you lose something that means the world to you, it’s devastating.  You may not want to face reality and see that it isn’t there anymore.  I know for a fact that looking at reality is a pretty tough thing to do.  Especially when you want to think that what’s happening is all a nightmare.


I was 9 years old and in 4th grade.  It was a regular afternoon for me and it had been a great day.  Little did I know that, that great day was about to crumble in front of me.  My dad had just picked me up from school and was driving home when I remembered that my cat, Raven, had been taken to the vet that morning.  “Dad how’s Raven?”  I asked.  I figured that everything was okay.  What my dad said next was not what I was expecting.


“Well, the vet called & said that they did an operation, but that they couldn’t fix the infection,” he paused.  “Raven might die, Sweetie.”  The thought was just too surreal.  When we got home my dad said that he was waiting for a phone call from the vet to see if Raven would die.  When we got that horrible phone call, me, my dad, & brother were in the car trying to beat time.  


Raven had always been adventurous.  He would disappear from time to time leaving us waiting anxiously.  He had been gone for a couple of weeks before he came back.  When he did come back he gave us no sign that he was injured.  We figured it out when he got on the couch and just layed there.  He had never done that.  My mom decided that she would take him to the vet the next day.


When we got to the vet and I saw him laying there motionless, the tears started rolling.  I stared remembering all of the memories I had of him.  I remembered when we first found him in our neighborhood, I remembered his playfulness, I remembered everything.  I just sat in a corner of the room they put us in & sobbed.  


The main thing that has haunted me since then is that I wasn’t with him when he died.  The guilt has been horrible for all of these years.  For all I know he could have been scared and hurt.  If I could change one thing in my life it would be to have gotten to the vet on time & be with him in his final moments.


I never did wake up from that nightmare.  That nightmare was real life.  I didn’t want to face the fact that Raven had died.  But I did, and it wasn’t a pretty picture.  Raven may not be here physically but he is with me mentally and emotionally.  He is always with me.


Score point four 

Did you know that some people would rather die than get up if front of a large crowd and talk?  Well I’m one of those people, I get absolutely terrified when I speak in front of a crowd.  My hands get clammy, I start to sweat, I loose my voice, I turn as white as a ghost, and my stomach twists itself into knots.  I can’t stand being in a situation like that so you can imagine my horror when my English teacher, Mrs ____ asked me to give a speech to the seventh grade class.  How can you refuse a honor like that?


“Okay,” I thought, “It’s just a few words that I have to say to a bunch of peple that I know.  What’s wrong with that?”  Then a small voice in my head said, “EVERYTHING!”  “Alright,” I said to my teacher, “What do I have to say?”  “Didn’t I tell you ?”, said Mrs. ______, “You will write the speech yourself.  But don’t worry you write wonderfully!”  It was like a volcano, my mind erupted with thought as it raced over every bad scenario.  I must have looked sick because Mrs. -____ told me to sit down and breathe for a minute.  “Don’t worry, you’ll do fine,” she said smiling.  Her eyes danced like snowflakes on a cold winters day, as she watched me.  “Sure,” is all I could l manage to say.  That night I tried to start writing a rough draft.  I made mistake after mistake and soon I couldn’t tell what was what.  No matter how I wrote it, it just wouldn’t come together.  The next day when I went back to school I asked Mrs. _____ for help.  All she did was take out and add a few words here and there and it sounded perfect.  I started to practice it alone and it sounded fine, but when I practiced it in front of more than a few people, I couldn’t get a word out.  People started to say I couldn’t do it, that they should have picked someone else.  I became so discouraged, I began to feel like I couldn’t do it.  I decided to try one last time, so I got some people together to listen.  I started out fine, but in the middle I completely lost it.  They started laughing and it felt as if a bowling ball flew into my stomach and I couldn’t breathe.  I went to Mrs. _____’s class after school and said, ‘I can’t do it.”  She looked at me as if she were surprised and said, “Don’t be silly.  I picked you to do this because I know you can.  Wait here.”  When she got back she had four of my other teachers with her.  Just block everything else out and focus,” she said.  I read through the whole speech with few mistakes and when I finished, I couldn’t help but smile.  When the day came for the speech to be delivered I was a mess.  I felt like I hadn’t slept for days, all the energy had been drained out of one.  When I went to school I prayed for something to come up, but my luck is just about as good as a wildfire.  Even with my teacher’s reassurance, I was extremely nervous.  I felt sick to my stomach from all the pressure put on me.  Right when I was getting ready to leave, Mrs. ____ came and got me and said it was time for me to go.  I walked out on stage and felt completely sick.  I stood behind the podium and stared into the crowd praying for something to happen when I saw Mrs. _____ smile up at me and mouth “Focus.”  “Hello, fellow seventh grade students,” I began.  I finished reading it and to my amazement, people were claping!  It still can’t believe I got threw it!


The whole experience has taught me that difficulties can be overcome and that people never know what they can do until they try.  I am still happy that Ms. _____ asked me to do this because it made me discover something about myself.

Score point 4
The Little Engine That Could


I could almost see the top of the hill, I think my muscles did too because they stopped groaning and complaining.  My mind raced back to the story that had helped me so many times in the past:  The Little Engine That Could. An ingenius and desperate idea occurred to me.  I could be the Little Engine!  So I started murmmering I think I can over and over again.  As I neared the top of the hill I thought of the sheer power of confidence.


Confidence is the key to success, well at least that’s my motto.  Those six words have affected my life more than anything.  It is my personal experience that motivates me to write this story.


It was a mind-boggeling hot day as I waited outside the gymnastics center and thought of what our teachers had told us.  There was a competition next week and I was aiming to take home the gold.


I had been in gymnastics for seven years and had been waiting for an opportunity to show evearyone how good I could be.  To win this competition, I thought, looking at my scrawny arms I would have to get in shape.  There was only one thing that could get my muscles in tune that quickly, the hill.


I stood at the bottom of a hill that was a mile long and steep as a cliff.  I started to ask myself how much I really wanted that gold medal.  My answer was riding hp to the menacing land form in front of me and getting myself into the most physical anguish that I had ever gone through.


By the middle of the hill getting off and walking sounded like an offer to take a five carat diamond.  It was then that a sudden flashback consumed me.  I was in my room reading the Little Engine That Could.  “Someday,” my little voice said, “I’m going to use this, maybe when I’m in a difficult situation.”  My miniature hand turned out the light and I walk back into reality.  “Well” I said “Here we go.”  So I murmmerd those special words repeatedly and when I was at the top of the hill I knew I had reached my goal.


When I went to the tournament that weekend I won first place.  I owe it all to hard work, life changing bedtime stories, and the confidence to succeed.  My motto has affected me in more ways then I can count.  I do everything with confidence now.  What really made that excrutiating ride up special was the feeling I got when I was at the top of it, complete invincibility.  Confidence and the will to succeed really are the key to success, not to forget life altering bedtime stories!

Matilde Bernabei                           Score Point 4


I saw the green, spring trees waving to me as I rode in my mom’s red jeep.  It was a Saturday and I was heading to school even though it was empty.  I looked around, wanting to go home, but my mom had already gotten out my pink, Barbie bike with little streamers hanging there from the handle bars.


“Oh Momma,” I questioned, “can’t we just do this tomorrow?”  I was going to ride my bike without training wheels, for the first time, today around my elementary school.


My mom smiled at me and said, “You’re going to have to learn sometime, Matilde.”  She came closer and almost whispered in my ear, “Might as well be today.”  I felt my courage drowning at the thought of me falling down and breaking something.


We turned the corner to find a little boy on his bike with his dad watching him ride in circles, figure eights, and straight lines.  The boy looked like he was in kindergarden while I was in the second grade.  I was embarrassed because he made riding a bike look so easy.  I started gaining hope as I thought, “Maybe it is that simple.”


“Mom!  Look at him!  I want to be like him!”  I felt like a wind up toy and got excited.  My mom smiled once more and grabbed my bike and drove it next to me.  I put on my helmet, knee pads, and elbow pads.  My mom held the bike still as I jumped up and onto it.  My spirit lifted as I pushed down on my bike’s pedals.  The bike started to move and I felt the wind pass by me.  I was riding straight!  I went about ten feet without my bike quivering.  Then I turned around to head back to my mom, but it was too fast of a turn and I came crashing down.  My mom ran over to me, worried.  Thanks to my helmet and pads, I wasn’t hurt.  I got up and yelled, “Momma!  Momma!  Did you see me?  Did you see what I did?” 


Relieved, she answered, “Yes, I did!”


After a while, we put my bike in the back seat of the jeep.  On the way home, I saw the same green, spring trees.  I looked over my shoulder at my bike.  I felt like I tamed a wild beast.  I had done it.
