Commendable Letter (That flirts with too much complaining)

Dear Assessors,

I’ve always found it weird to talk about myself. To write about myself. I think that the only time I’m ever comfortable with seeing my name on a piece of paper is when it’s scrawled in cramped print, usually followed by a date, on the upper right hand comer of a page. I’ll admit that I can hardly write an accurate, meaningful personal essay. Because when it all comes down to it, I’m sometimes afraid that maybe nothing meaningful has ever really happened in my life—or something that someone else would find meaningful, anyway. Assuming a slouching position over my laptop, my brain rung dry of possible ideas, I often get frustrated at the stupid teachers who decide that writing a personal essay is even remotely a good idea. What if I’ve never experienced a significant learning experience? What if l have amnesia? What if I’m just genuinely not interesting?

You can see this is why I chose not to include one in the pages to follow.

As much as I would love to make up a character with a solid personality and bias to represent myself, this is one place in which I can’t. Writers' works reveals so much about them, even if it’s not exactly from his or her point of view. Each word that has ever materialized on paper has had to be first coined in someone’s brain, and the following pages are filled with ones that were coined in mine. So basically, it’s like you’re reading my thoughts. And that’s pretty cool (and a little bit creepy).

It would be a lie to say that I’ve always loved writing, but I did, however, begin to admire it at a very young age. I remember the constant visits that my dad and I would make to the local library, bringing home stacks of books that were too high to see over as we carried them to the front desk.

It didn’t take me long to realize that I could partake in the activity that authors were given the privilege of: writing. I quickly broke out the 64-pack of crayons and paper, documenting stories about dogs and dinosaurs and firemen. It was fascinating, it was fun, and it could miraculously retain my attention span longer than most activities.

But one day, during the hazy period of my school-age youth, writing about things we didn’t care about was forced upon us. I had always imagined writing to be aligned with one’s thoughts, and if you didn’t take an acute interest in something, then in turn it would be impossible to write about. And I was pretty much right. Soon, my relationship with writing began a sharp downwards spiral.

From then on out, I felt like producing a writing piece was like being an unsuccessful hunter-gatherer in a snow-covered forest: maybe a berry or two here, an idea that I overheard in class there, and a lot of dry, chewy, tasteless bark. 
It took until the end of sophomore year for me to finally decide that it was time for a change, and that my sanity needed – no, depended upon – the rekindling of the healthy relationship that writing and I once shared. I was sick of the tears, sick of the C’s, and sick of the mediocrity. I knew that writing was the only thing that I was actually good at. But if my teachers didn’t know, then what was the use?

And this year, just as I was on the brink of a meltdown, everything changed. I became more open, more relaxed. And for the first time I actually engaged myself in whatever subject matter I had to write about. Instead of soaking up the subject like a sponge (to undoubtedly be dried up by the next morning) I took a cotton swab and put it in a petri dish. I dissected it and watched it grow. And as if the red A’s on the top-right comer of my paper weren’t satisfying enough, I actually felt edified. New ideas were explored that would have never otherwise crossed my mind, and I began to see the reason behind English teachers’ nasty ways. Even though I’m not particularly proud of my timed writing pieces, I found that even those were mildly successful. Included for you are four carefully selected writing pieces that I feel best represent my strengths as a writer. Some were a struggle to accomplish (such as my analysis piece, “What Separates Us from the Animals?”) while others where more of a pleasure to write than I would probably like to admit (such as “To Everyone Listening”).

But then again, my relationship with writing still has its flaws. Some of my writing pieces this year ended up sounding boring and forced and dry, my eyes are glazed over, and writing this letter has failed to sustain my attention long enough for me to achieve a score of 2560 on Asteroids.

And with that, I leave you with a privileged peek into my mind. Enjoy!

Sincerely,

Caroline Gay

Solid 4 Letter (That doesn't lie about loving writing)

Dear Assessor

I'm a lover not a writer.  I love hanging out in the hall with my girlfriend or going to her house after school and making out until her mother comes home.  But you probably don't want to hear about that.  So instead I'll tell you what I want to do with my life.  I want to operate heavy machinery.  Big trucks, backhoes, even big lawn tractors.  Anything that gives that feeling of a big machine rumbling in my hands, the feeling of power running up my arms and into my shoulders.  I love that feeling of power – me controlling the uncontrollable, wrestling it into doing the job that needs to be done.

When I'm driving a full dump truck or digging a rocky ditch with a backhoe, I forget about everything else.  I have to, because if I get distracted, I'll screw up.  And when you screw up with a dump truck full of rocks or a backhoe digging beside a garage, sorry just doesn't cut it.  And because I'm paying complete attention to what I'm doing, I go into a zone.  It feels great!  And when I'm done and nothing went wrong and everything went right, I feel like "Man, I did that!"  It's the best feeling in the world.  Or one of the best.

When I write though, I don't get that feeling.  I'm always getting distracted and forgetting what I'm doing.  And I never go into a zone.  If I drove a truck like I write, the rocks and tree stumps would never make it to the dump.  They'd be sprayed all over the road somewhere when I took a corner too fast or forgot to downshift before going down hill.  With the backhoe I would have knocked down the wrong wall or dug a hole too wide and cracked a sewage main.  If you needed a license to write, mine would be taken away.

The proof of this is on the next few pages.  My essay about The Stranger is terrible.  I wrote about how the Arab was the stranger, you know, because he was different.  He didn't even have a name for Pete's sake.  And my teacher said I had a good idea, but it didn't work.  And the other kids in the class said I was crazy.  "Meurasult's the stranger!"  But everybody was writing that essay and I can't stand writing the same essay as everybody else.  I mean, what's the point?  It's already been done and probably been done better than I can do it.  But I kept forgetting what I was doing and then I'd fill the essay with a summary.  My teacher wasn't buying it.  I guess that worked okay in seventh grade, but it's not good enough in high school.  Anyway I cut out allthe summary so my essay's pretty short, but I like the idea.  I wish I could write it with a backhoe, although I'd need a big field and it would have taken a long time.

My short story's actually based on a true story about a time my brother smashed a mailbox and the old guy who owned it came running out with a gun.  My brother got away, but we always used to laugh and say what would have happened if he fell or something and the old guy caught him.  Would he have shot him?  Or would he just have scared him and then let him loose?  I tried to imagine it in the story.  I'm not telling you the ending, because I don't want to ruin it.  Sorry about the spelling and all the grammar mistakes.  My spelling's terrible.  (The only reason this is spelled right is because my mom went over it all and fixed it for me.  That's why I'm a lover not a speller.  Haha!)

My personal essay has the same problem.  I won't tell you what it's about because you're going to read it anyway.  I'll just tell you it was the scariest day of my life and I haven't been the same since.  I mean if that can happen all of the sudden, you might as well enjoy the days you have, right?

And sorry about my timed writing.  I can't even make sense of it myself.  I need time to write and think and then write some more.  It's like driving too fast to the dump because it's about to close.  It just ends up a big mess.  At least I didn't run over some little sports car or a little old lady.  (Haha!)  Well, that's it.  I need to get back to loving and backhoeing.  Happy reading.  If you ever want to see me doing something I'm good at, come by work some Saturday and I'll show you how to use a jack hammer.  Or come by my girlfriend's house some day.  On second thought that's a bad idea.


Sincerely,


Ralph Kirkpatrick

Very Low 4 Letter (that shows the seams of the letter format)

Dear Assessors,


Hi, my name is David.  I grew up and have remained in Redding all my life.  I live with my parents and I have an older sister.  When I am not in school or doing work, I like to spend time swimming in the summer and skiing in the winter.  My ability to write has improved over the years.  As compared to last year, I noticed that I am writing a lot better.  My attitude when it comes to writing is, I don’t mind it, but it isn’t my best area in terms of what I am good at.  The reason why I don’t like writing is because it gets boring after a while and I don’t have good handwriting.  I would prefer to go hiking or do something more of my interest than to write.  I am not saying I totally hate writing, I just would rather be doing something more fun.

Now that I am a junior, I would like to share my attitude toward writing.  I have found that my writing skills have advanced greatly over the years.  If I were to choose my best writing pieces so far, I would chose “Mysterious Possession”, College Essay”, and “Macbeth: Mysterious Character of Shakespeare.” Each one of these is important out of all the pieces I have in my Junior Portfolio.


First of all, “Mysterious Possession” is one of the first successful play writings I’ve created.  I really think I did a great job on it.  It was a pain to complete, but I still think it was different and important.  This was such a pain to complete because it took me forever to come up with a plot to start me off and come up with a way to wrap up the play.  It turned out to be very long, but I learned a lesson from being patient. I learned to not give up and you will eventually succeed.

I chose “College Essay” as one of my pieces of writing because the writing itself is made up of a few events that actually occurred in my life.  Being non-fiction rather than fiction makes this piece better than other writing I have previously written.  For example, parts like “I quietly sneaked up the second stair and then all of a sudden, ‘BOOM!’” really described the suddenness of the explosion I heard which really revealed my reaction to this.

“Macbeth: Mysterious Character of Shakespeare” is a great example of how I improved in the area of explaining a character in a book.  This essay took a lot of thought and came out really interesting compared to other pieces of writing I have written.  This was interesting because it was the first time I actually understood and wrote an essay on Shakespeare.

These three pieces, plus this letter deserve to be chosen, not because of the grades, I chose these pieces because they were of good quality, clean, and took a lot of effort to complete.  I hope this letter reveals a little background about my writing.









From,









David Marsden

Introduce yourself
Transition to portfolio selections

Discuss portfolio selections

(One paragraph for each paper) 

Conclusion

· 
Show yourself doing something you are good at love to do OR

· A personal anecdote about writing OR

· A metaphor for your writing process OR

· Your strengths and weakness as a writer OR

· The story of developing a particular piece of writing
· Show how the thing you love is (or is not) like writing OR

· Use the story or anecdote as a metaphor for your writing OR

· Apply the introduction to the discussion of your pieces
· Write about three strengths of each piece and one weakness OR

· Extend the metaphor for your writing process by showing how it works for each selection

· Return to the story/anecdote/metaphor of you introduction AND

· Wish the reader well/Good reading/Thanks, etc.

