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OVERVIEW
As preparation for your senior year English class, and/or ACE (Accelerated College Experience), you must read at least ten of the following essays.  Our first unit in September is called, “This I Believe” and it is based on the NPR (National Public Radio) project by the same name.  As part of this unit, you will write your own “This I Believe” essay, which students typically adapt as for use as their college essay.

Directions:  READ TEN ESSAYS and COMPLETE THE RESPONSE ASSIGNMENT AT THE END OF THE PACKET.  

RESPONSES DUE: FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 9TH.

Have a wonderful summer vacation!  We look forward to meeting you in September.
Your English 4 teachers,
Ms. DeGraphenreed		Mrs. Fahey			Ms. Loscalzo
Mrs. Gillings-Gayle
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Introduction
Read about the “This I Believe” project below:
This I Believe, Inc., was founded in 2004 as a not-for-profit organization that engages youth and adults from all walks of life in writing, sharing, and discussing brief essays about the core values that guide their daily lives.
This I Believe is based on a 1950s radio program of the same name, hosted by acclaimed journalist Edward R. Murrow. Each day, Americans gathered by their radios to hear compelling essays from the likes of Eleanor Roosevelt, Jackie Robinson, Helen Keller, and Harry Truman as well as corporate leaders, cab drivers, scientists, and secretaries—anyone able to distill into a few minutes the guiding principles by which they lived. These essayists’ words brought comfort and inspiration to a country worried about the Cold War, McCarthyism, and racial division. (These essays are now featured in weekly broadcasts on Bob Edwards’ satellite and public radio shows.)
In reviving This I Believe, executive producer Dan Gediman says, “The goal is not to persuade Americans to agree on the same beliefs. Rather, the hope is to encourage people to begin the much more difficult task of developing respect for beliefs different from their own.”
Selected contemporary This I Believe essays were featured in regular broadcasts on National Public Radio (NPR) in the United States from 2005 to 2009. The Canadian Broadcasting Corporation (CBC) aired essays from Canadians in 2007.  In 2005 and 2006, USA Weekend invited its readers to participate in our project and published selected essays from their readers. And numerous local public radio stations, newspapers, and magazines have featured essays from citizens in their communities.
Teachers around the country—and around the world—have embraced This I Believe as a powerful educational tool. They have downloaded our free educational curricula, posters, and brochures for using This I Believe in middle and high school classrooms and in college courses. These curricula help teachers guide students through exploring their beliefs and then composing personal essays about them. The students learn about themselves and their peers, and experience the delight of realizing their views and voices have value.

There are hundreds of “This I Believe” essays available on the NPR website:  http://www.npr.org/series/4538138/this-i-believe
Go to the website to read more!

The Power of Hello
Mr. HOWARD WHITE (Vice President, Nike)
I work at a company where there are about a gazillion employees. I can't say that I know them all by name, but I know my fair share of them. I think that almost all of them know me. I'd say that that's the reason I've been able to go wherever it is I've made it to in this world. It's all based on one simple principle. 
I believe every single person deserves to be acknowledged, however small or simple the greeting. When I was about 10 years old, I was walking down the street with my mother. She stopped to speak to Mr. Lee. I was busy trying to bulls-eye the zero in the stop sign with a rock. I knew I could see Mr. Lee any old time around the neighborhood, so I didn't pay any attention to him. After we passed Mr. Lee, my mother stopped me and said something that has stuck with me from that day until now. She said, you let that be the last time you ever walk by somebody and not open up your mouth to speak because even a dog can wag its tail when it passes you on the street. 
That phrase sounds simple, but it's been a guidepost for me and the foundation of who I am. When you write an essay like this, you look in the mirror and see who you are and what makes up your character. I realized mine was cemented that day when I was 10 years old. Even then, I started to see that when I spoke to someone, they spoke back. And that felt good. 
It's not just something I believe in. It's become a way of life. I believe that every person deserves to feel someone acknowledge their presence, no matter how humble they may be or even how important. At work, I always used to say hello to the founder of the company and ask him how our business was doing. But I was also speaking to the people in the cafe and the people that cleaned the buildings and asked how their children were doing. 
I remembered, after a few years of passing by the founder, I had the courage to ask him for a meeting. We had a great talk. At a certain point, I asked him how far he thought I could in go in his company. He said, if you want to, you can get all the way to this seat. 
I've become vice president, but that hasn't changed the way I approach people. I still follow my mother's advice. I speak to everyone I see, no matter where I am. I've learned that speaking to people creates a pathway into their world, and it lets them come into mine, too. The day you speak to someone that has their head held down, and when they lift it up and smile, you realize how powerful it is just to open your mouth and say, hello. 


Connecting to a Global Tribe
Matt Harding - Seattle, Washington 
As heard on NPR’s Weekend Edition, March 29, 2009
I believe globalization is forcing our brains to evolve.
I’ve had the privilege to see a lot more of the world than anyone my age could reasonably hope to. A few years ago, on a backpacking trip, I made a video of myself dancing terribly in exotic locations. I put it on my web site. Some friends started passing it around, and soon millions of people had watched it. I was offered sponsorship to continue my accidental vocation, and since then I’ve made two more videos that include 70 countries on all seven continents. A lot of people wanted to dance along with me, so I started inviting them to join in everywhere I went, from Toronto to Tokyo to Timbuktu.
Here’s what I can report back: People want to feel connected to each other. They want to be heard and seen, and they’re curious to hear and see others from places far away. I share that impulse. It’s part of what drives me to travel. But it’s constantly at odds with another impulse, which is to reduce and contain my exposure to a world that’s way too big for me to comprehend.
My brain was designed to inhabit a fairly small social network of maybe a few dozen other primates—a tribe. Beyond that size, I start to get overwhelmed. 
And yet here I am in a world of over six billion people, all of whom are now inextricably linked together. I don’t need to travel to influence lives on the other side of the globe. All I have to do is buy a cup of coffee or a tank of gas. My tribe has grown into a single, impossibly vast social network, whether I like it or not. The problem, I believe, isn’t that the world has changed, it’s that my primitive caveman brain hasn’t.
I am fantastic at seeing differences. Everybody is. I can quickly pick out those who look or behave differently, and unless I actively override the tendency, I will perceive them as a threat. That instinct may have once been useful for my tribe but when I travel, it’s a liability.
When I dance with people, I see them smile and laugh and act ridiculous. It makes those differences seem smaller. The world seems simpler, and my caveman brain finds that comforting.
I believe my children will have brains ever so slightly better suited to the vast complexity that surrounds us. They will be more curious, more eager to absorb and to connect.
And I believe when they look into eyes of strangers, what they will see before the differences are the things that are the same.
Matt Harding’s videos of himself dancing in locales around the world have drawn more than 20 million viewings on YouTube. He is working on a book about his travels titled “Where The Hell Is Matt.” Harding lives in Seattle with his girlfriend and dog.



Peace Begins With One Person
Ivory Harlow - San Antonio, Texas 
As heard on NPR’s All Things Considered, October 30, 2006

I serve coffee at a counter-style diner in Texas. I often see a look of isolation in my customers’ eyes. They come in the front door, wander to the counter, pick up the menu, and look around the diner for something they can’t short-order: a connection.
In an age of online chat, online shopping, and even online school, it’s no wonder people come into the diner starving for human connection. Most of my customers can remember a time when the milkman came to their front door. As I serve up their eggs and bacon, they offer updates on their grandchildren. They ask me about the happenings in my life.
One day, I walked to the back of the smoking section to pass around a fresh pot of coffee. There was a woman who had been sitting in a corner booth for at least three hours. She asked me, “How much is just one breakfast taco?” I told her I didn’t know, that I’d never served just one by itself. Going back to the kitchen I thought about her rotted teeth and tired eyes, and how she’d consumed enough caffeine for three people already. I offered her a free pancake breakfast. I fibbed that it was a leftover from an order I had messed up. She asked to borrow bus fare and promised to return and pay me back. I handed over tip money from my apron pocket. She smiled a ragged grin on her way out the front door.
Three weeks later she returned my two dollars. She had gotten a job and a friend’s couch to sleep on. She offered to buy me breakfast on my break!
This kind of thing gets me wondering if something as simple as a short stack of pancakes can bring about a small shift in society. I’ll go even further: Can one act of friendliness start to generate peace? I believe it can. Peace begins with one person but spreads like warmed syrup. When I connect with my neighbors, they return it in kind.
So I believe in friendliness and an open ear. For me, it starts with making eye contact when I pour coffee and ask my customers, “How you doing?” and then listen to their answer.
My job is to take care of customers at the counter in a small Texas diner, but I also believe we’re in this world to take care of each other.
Ivory Harlow began working as a waitress after a tour of duty in the U.S. Air Force. She is studying for a bachelor’s degree in business administration. Harlow lives in San Antonio with her husband and dog, and enjoys writing poems and non-fiction.

Numbers Don’t Lie
Martha Stark - New York, New York 
As heard on NPR’s All Things Considered, May 15, 2006
I believe in the power of numbers. I don’t know when my belief in numbers began. Perhaps when I was a child. My high school dropout, bookkeeper dad came home each week to tell us that he had played the numbers — my neighborhood’s equivalent of lotto but lots more complex.
Dad would convert every thought and dream to a number with help from his trusty dream book. You had a dream about mice? Consult the book. “That’s a 12, 17 or 21. What was the mouse doing — climbing out of a garbage can? Well climbing is a 21, 34, or 42 and garbage is a 17, 39, or 32. So, let’s play 12 and 21 (the reverse of each other), 17 (it appeared twice), and 34, the year your mom was born.”
Perhaps it was my mom’s retort to my dad’s obsession with playing the numbers that helped me understand the power of numbers. She cited my dad’s record: “You have hit the number once in the last 150 weeks. We could have used that money to replace the 15-year-old couch.”
Or perhaps it was my mother’s focus on our grades. “You got a 97? What’s your strategy for those extra three points?” Maybe it was my dad’s legitimate number playing, his love of doing his friends’ tax returns to earn a little extra money — a skill he taught his 15-year-old daughter that led to my current job as the New York City Finance Commissioner, aka the tax collector.
But numbers also scare me. What does it mean that my mom died when she was only 46 and I was only 21? What does it mean that my brilliant doctor brother, who told me he would live forever, followed suit and died at the age of 46 on his 17th wedding anniversary?
Maybe it is just that numbers don’t lie. Management gurus often say you are what you measure, which might explain why I haven’t been on a scale in the last year. Whatever the reason, my belief in numbers grows stronger every day: As I try to improve what we do at the New York City Department of Finance, an agency responsible for collecting more than $18 billion in city revenues; as I try to persuade my 17-year-old niece that she has to go to college. Most people wouldn’t expect her to amount to much, as the child of a single mother, but it helps to show her the numbers. Without a college education, she won’t be able to pay for her manicures, pedicures, makeup consultation and the fancy car she so wants.
As I try to live each day as if it could be my last — I turn 46 on June 30 — I know numbers will guide me through the future. Numbers may scare me, but they also tell me it’s likely I’ll make it well past 46 and keep serving my beloved hometown. Knowing that, I’m going to keep believing numbers.
Martha Stark is the first African-American woman to serve as New York City Finance Commissioner. The Brooklyn native studied at New York University and was captain of the school’s varsity basketball team. Stark previously worked for the Edna McConnell Clark Foundation and was a White House Fellow assigned to the State Department




Do What You Love
Tony Hawk - San Diego, California 
As heard on NPR’s All Things Considered, July 24, 2006
I believe that people should take pride in what they do, even if it is scorned or misunderstood by the public at large.
I have been a professional skateboarder for 24 years. For much of that time, the activity that paid my rent and gave me my greatest joy was tagged with many labels, most of which were ugly. It was a kids’ fad, a waste of time, a dangerous pursuit, a crime.
When I was about 17, three years after I turned pro, my high school “careers” teacher scolded me in front of the entire class about jumping ahead in my workbook. He told me that I would never make it in the workplace if I didn’t follow directions explicitly. He said I’d never make a living as a skateboarder, so it seemed to him that my future was bleak.
Even during those dark years, I never stopped riding my skateboard and never stopped progressing as a skater. There have been many, many times when I’ve been frustrated because I can’t land a maneuver. I’ve come to realize that the only way to master something is to keep it at — despite the bloody knees, despite the twisted ankles, despite the mocking crowds.
Skateboarding has gained mainstream recognition in recent years, but it still has negative stereotypes. The pro skaters I know are responsible members of society. Many of them are fathers, homeowners, world travelers and successful entrepreneurs. Their hairdos and tattoos are simply part of our culture, even when they raise eyebrows during PTA meetings.
So here I am, 38 years old, a husband and father of three, with a lengthy list of responsibilities and obligations. And although I have many job titles — CEO, Executive Producer, Senior Consultant, Foundation Chairman, Bad Actor — the one I am most proud of is “Professional Skateboarder.” It’s the one I write on surveys and customs forms, even though I often end up in a secondary security checkpoint.
My youngest son’s pre-school class was recently asked what their dads do for work. The responses were things like, “My dad sells money” and “My dad figures stuff out.” My son said, “I’ve never seen my dad do work.”
It’s true. Skateboarding doesn’t seem like real work, but I’m proud of what I do. My parents never once questioned the practicality behind my passion, even when I had to scrape together gas money and regarded dinner at Taco Bell as a big night out.
I hope to pass on the same lesson to my children someday. Find the thing you love. My oldest son is an avid skater and he’s really gifted for a 13-year-old, but there’s a lot of pressure on him. He used to skate for endorsements, but now he brushes all that stuff aside. He just skates for fun and that’s good enough for me.
You might not make it to the top, but if you are doing what you love, there is much more happiness there than being rich or famous.
Tony Hawk got his first skateboard when he was nine years old. Five years later, he turned pro. Hawk’s autobiography and video games have been best-sellers, while his foundation has funded skate-park construction in low-income communities across America.




Pathways of Desire
Gina Parosa - La Center, Washington 
As heard on NPR’s Weekend Edition, January 4, 2009
The architectural term “pathways of desire” refers to dirt ruts in the grass that people make when they want a shortcut between prescribed routes. If you have a yard, you probably have at least a few of them. I live on a farm and we have dozens: The path between the doghouse and the porch; the tight corner around the house on the south side; horse trails; the line between one gate and the next.
I’m a firm believer in protecting pathways of desire, but I believe we have to be careful of them, too.
On one hand, I hate rules. I’m pretty creative about finding ways around them, and I always think twice about thwarting those of others. I respect desire in my children, and in the animals on my farm—their pathways look to me like individual choices and I respect those. But my respect is double-edged because pathways of desire can also lead us into trouble.
Lately a pathway of desire has led our horses across what are supposed to be impassable barriers: the cattle guards. They want to come into our yard to eat green grass and apples off the trees before the family can. I understand this desire, even though I feed them bales of hay every day and it ought to be enough.
Saturday night, our oldest horse fell while leaping across the cattle guard, and broke his hip. We had to put him down and have his carcass hauled away. The other horses watched the drama unfold. Did they learn anything? No. Today they are back in the yard.
Thwarting pathways of desire is a constant concern of planners and architects, and farmers, too. I’m going to have to pull out and enlarge our cattle guards, excavate deeply under them, paint them bright yellow and pull a strand of electric fence across them until the horses understand that their pathway of desire isn’t available to them anymore.
This is hard for me. It goes against my nature, but sometimes I need to modify my belief based on what I’ve learned. I realize that as a mother, a farmer, and wife, I sometimes must go along with rules.
For instance, my husband and I disagree on a lot: religion, politics, we don’t like the same music. While our pathways of desire might breach our relationship, we put up a cattle guard and we stay obediently on our own sides. It mostly works.
Boundaries are necessary sometimes. Enforcing them takes a lot more effort than it ought to. I believe you have to choose your pathway of desire with care. Get it wrong and the consequences might be fatal. My old horse and I learned this the hard way.
Gina Parosa lives with her family on a commercial hay farm in La Center, Wash. She hand spins her own yarn and knits socks, scarves, and sweaters for family and friends. In addition to horses, Parosa has chickens, cats, dogs, and a donkey on her farm.





Constructing the House of Life
Arthur S. Abramson - Bronx, New York 
Broadcast during the 1950s
On December 27, 1944, during the Battle of the Bulge, I was shot by a German sniper. At that time, it was a catastrophic event. Afterwards to begin the long journey of recovery was even more difficult because I had lost some of the flexibility and formativeness of youth. The road ahead was obstructed with huge barriers such as pride, bitterness, and self-pity. 
My first realization was of being terribly alone. Then came a greater realization, that there were people trying to help me. And finally, much later, I realized that the basic thing was to help myself. And although I must accomplish and achieve through my own efforts, I would never be alone. For the social unit around me would share in my achievements. It helped in my rehabilitation. My next and greatest problem was interpreting what people do and say, because I saw that only by being part of people could I progress. 
In my youth, I had wanted to be an architect, to build. I achieved my wish in another way. As a physician, I remembered the thought that you can’t construct a building without a scaffold. That scaffold, I decided, would be responsibility for service to others as it was to me. Giving of myself would give my life continuity. In offering my experience, perhaps I could help people to eventually respond to crisis in this troubled world. 
Life has been different since that sniper shot me. I believe I am a better man now, because as a younger man, I was moody with little balance—moods that interfered with concentration and achievement. Now, as a doctor working in rehabilitation, life is fuller at all times. Suffering has been good for me, and now I am a doer. My acceptance of my own pain and physical injury and, hence, my desire to do, it completely submerged my bitterness, killed any sense of personal revenge. I know now that I could talk to the man who shot me and feel no rancor. 
Thus, I shall not have to steal through an existence without honor and observation. I believe this to be due to my sense of duty, for if I had not a sense of duty, I should not now be a paraplegic and by the same token, I should not be the man I am. And as such, I should not be able to hold the world close enough. On reflection, I believe I would again undertake the events that led up to the moment which changed my life. For that is the kind of person I am, and experience has shown me that the change was good. 
This then, I believe: that human beings grow up with aspirations and hopes for joy and sorrow, and by the contrast appreciate each the more. I believe that love and mercy and truth are the common property of all mankind, that life is the soul and the soul knows no frontiers, no more than does nature of which we are lucky enough to be the end result. I believe that experience counts most heavily in the construction of the house of life, and not how we are told to build it. 
The spoken word only has meaning for me, which fits my experience. It says truth as I see it. I believe in the powers of communication, yet I am forced to recognize the great barriers of concept, for herein lie the struggle of life, as well as its mercy. I measure my standards by my inadequacies and flexibly discipline myself, for one gains stature not with maturity but with growing. This I believe.
Born in Montreal, Dr. Arthur Abramson trained in Canadian and American hospitals before joining the U.S. Army. After World War II, he led rehabilitation programs at Bronx Veterans Hospital and Albert Einstein College of Medicine. Abramson died in 1982.


Toward a Far, Far Better World
James N. Young - New York, New York 
Broadcast during the 1950s

Many years ago, one of my friends and I purchased 40 acres of land not far from Wilmington, North Carolina, with the intention of starting a small chicken farm. In need of a house, we employed an old colored man to build one for us. We did not discuss the cost. We knew that man was honest. Born in slavery, the old fella could barely read and write, but he drew up the plans and built that house, a good house, honestly constructed, strong, just what we wanted. But when I glanced at the bill he submitted, I was shocked; the sum he asked was so pitifully small. “See here,” I explained, “you aren’t making any profit.” 
The old man smiled. “I’m making plenty,” he replied gently. “Couldn’t rightly ask for more,” and he wouldn’t take a cent more than the bill called for. 
He lived across the road from us. He owned a little cabin, he had a fine wife who had born him many children. He did odd jobs, and the good Lord provided them. He never complained about anything. And although hard times were constantly knocking at his door, he was always cheerful. He owned a huge Bible which he referred to as The Good Book. Reading was difficult for him, but he could do it by spelling out the words very slowly, and every day he read a chapter in The Good Book. Better still, he lived in accordance with the precepts in that book, and I shall never forget him. He was the happiest man I’ve ever known.
Wise men and cynics alike continue to propound that old bromide that happiness is a goal impossible of attainment. But the wisest of men can be wrong, and I believe that despite the sorrows and disappointments and frustrations that all men must endure, happiness is attainable. I believe that all over the world, men and women in various walks of life may be found who are fully as happy as my old colored friend in Carolina.
We human beings have a long way to go, however, before we are thoroughly civilized, and because this is true, an appropriate title for a history of mankind would be “The Martyrdom of Man.” I honestly believe, though, that the good in almost all sane, normal men outweighs by far the evil, and that mankind is slowly but surely growing better. 
I believe we are moving toward a far, far better world than we have ever known in the past, a world in which warfare is unknown, a world in which it will be regarded as unthinkable that man live a selfish, self-centered life without regard to the welfare of others; a world in which intolerance of others—a product of ignorance—because of their race, religious beliefs, or customs, will be a thing—a hateful thing—of the past. This I believe, and I am sorry I cannot render it in terms less platitudinous.
I have other beliefs, of course, and some of them are set down by author Christopher Benson in his delightful collection of essays, “From a College Window,” in these stirring words: “I’ve grown to believe that the one thing worth aiming at is simplicity of heart and life, that one’s relations with others should be direct and not diplomatic. That power leaves a bitter taste in the mouth. That meanness and hardness and coldness are the unforgivable sins. That conventionality is the mother of dreariness. That pleasure exists not in virtue of material conditions, but in the joyful heart. That the world is a very interesting and beautiful place. That congenial labor is the secret of happiness.” 
I like that credo. I believe it is a good one by which to live.
James N. Young was born in Texas and worked as a newspaper reporter in Baltimore and Los Angeles. During World War I, he served on General Pershing’s staff in France. After the war, Young worked for three decades as an editor of Collier’s Magazine



The Dignity of Man
Roger Angell - Palisades, New York 
Broadcast during the 1950s
I state what I believe with seriousness, but with many doubts. I have doubts because I am still a young man, and sureness in the young is unwise and unbecoming. And this is not, it seems to me, a time of certainty, of faiths easily espoused and firmly held. I suspect that this is a good thing, because I am a great believer in skepticism. I think that a man should grasp a belief warily and carry it gingerly. He should always be ready to test its worth against experience and to abandon it without regret if it begins to look ugly, expensive or cumbersome. 
I am, as I said, a young man. I cannot look back, as the generation just ahead of me can, to a quieter and less nervous world. Ever since I can remember, my world has been the one we all know so well today. A place of war and a fear of war. A place of incredible speed and incredible change. A world where the most incredible event of all has been our horrified realization of our own weakness, our lack of civilization, our ignorance and the inhuman violence which we human beings are capable of. If this world is not a jungle, it is often as dark as one, and as frightening. 
Before too many years, I’m afraid, there will be few of us left who will be able to remember a time of stability and accepted values, accepted peace. And yet, even when this happens, I will refuse to believe that this state of cruelty and fright must be a permanent one, that this is the best which man can attain. I will insist then, as I do now, that man is capable of the heights, but he is with infinite slowness and infinite mistakes, edging out of the darkness. 
I believe it is a mistake to take ourselves too seriously as fully developed, fully rational, modern men. It is only dark now, I think, because we are still in a primeval place. All our history, our true greatness, our civilization lie ahead of us. I believe in mankind. 
I base my belief somewhat upon history. I base it more on man himself as I see him. Once in a while, in my dealings with other men, an astonishing thing happens. Something I cannot get out of my head. Suddenly I see straight into a man and find, to my shock, only myself there. This is a rare moment, because men do not often give themselves away, only by accident or in times of great pain and happiness. In that moment, if I dare to look, I see in any man my own desires, my deeply hidden beliefs, my need for love, my inner seriousness, and my hope. This moment is a lightning flash in an unlit room that suddenly illuminates all. After it is gone, I still see, pressed on my eyes for a few instants, the shape, the bright highlights and the true vivid colors of the dark room in which I sit. In that moment, the dignity of man is an almost visible thing. 
Finally, I am a believer in children. I love children, it seems to me, because they have not yet learned to hide their humanity, to protect it behind words and customs, and lonely fears and suspicions. I love it in them because it is visible, and seeing it, I make great plans for them and for all mankind.
During World War II, Roger Angell spent four years in the Army Air Force. He later became a longtime writer and fiction editor for The New Yorker, where he penned essays about baseball, and nurtured writers including John Updike and Garrison Keillor.


The Time to Help Is Now
Maria Zapetis - Miami, Florida 
As heard on NPR’s npr.org, April 21, 2008
Last year my beliefs changed.
Until last summer I had a very comfortable life: winter vacations skiing and summer cruises. My parents spent a lot of money on a private prep school, so they could get me into a competitive middle school, followed by the uber-expensive high school. Everything was about tomorrow, next year, my graduation. We never had to worry about today.
Before last summer I never thought much about the people in the world who live day to day, every day, whose lives are controlled by poverty and hunger. Then I enrolled in a two-week intensive program sponsored by Heifer International. We lived in a “Tribal Village,” in a hot, dry open grassland in Arkansas. I know it was only a simulation, that I could go back to my regular life, but the experience gave birth to a belief in helping others. Today.
I am a tribal member in Mozambique. Every meal, I make the fire for my family, and feel the flames lick up my nostrils as I blow to keep the fuel alive. I cook mush with vegetables. This is all my family is ever given.
I feed the hen and three rabbits their dinner. I grow attached to the rabbits, even though I know I shouldn’t. I name them. 
We are living in a house that feels like an oven with no air conditioning like I am used to, and even though water is available, everyone is too hot and tired to move. I go to the kitchen — an area of dirt floor — to make the fire for breakfast. Again I stir and eat the same unfulfilling mush. It’s a bad dream, over and over and over again. My lungs fill up with smoke, ash blocks my vision, and I can almost see through the eyes of people who really live like this every single day with no hope for change.
I’m not getting enough to eat; it’s time to decide whether or not to kill the rabbits. I feel pain but it’s a privileged child’s pain because I know I will soon be eating again. That’s not true for a lot of other children around the world.
Growing up comfortably in the U.S., I’ve never had to worry about my dinner, and even though this whole process was only a simulation, it changed my life. Now I believe in doing whatever I can to help find practical ways to defeat hunger. Today.
So I’ve become president of Roots and Shoots, a group working to improve local environments for people and animals. I’m also working to create a program at my high school called the “Safe Passage” trip, to help young people in the Guatemala City dump. And I’ve got plans to do more.
If I ever feel lethargic, I remember laboring in the hot sun and think of the millions who still do. Now, I try to live for today and stop worrying so much about the future. When I eat or feel full, I am grateful for this fortunate life and want to extend the same feeling to others.
I believe in offering help to those who need it. Right now.
Maria Zapetis is a senior at Miami Country Day School in Miami, Fla. In addition to her school activities and theatrical productions, Maria works to fight poverty and hunger in her community and around the world.


God Is God Because He Remembers
Elie Wiesel - New York, New York 
As heard on NPR’s All Things Considered, April 7, 2008
I remember, May 1944: I was 15-and-a-half, and I was thrown into a haunted universe where the story of the human adventure seemed to swing irrevocably between horror and malediction. I remember, I remember because I was there with my father. I was still living with him there. We worked together. We returned to the camp together. We stayed in the same block. We slept in the same box. We shared bread and soup. Never were we so close to one another.
We talked a lot to each other, especially in the evenings, but never of death. I believed — I hoped — that I would not survive him, not even for one day. Without saying it to him, I thought I was the last of our line. With him, our past would die; with me, our future.
The moment the war ended, I believed — we all did — that anyone who survived death must bear witness. Some of us even believed that they survived in order to become witnesses. But then I knew deep down that it would be impossible to communicate the entire story. Nobody can. I personally decided to wait, to see during ten years if I would be capable to find the proper words, the proper pace, the proper melody, or maybe even the proper silence to describe the ineffable.
For in my tradition, as a Jew, I believe that whatever we receive we must share. When we endure an experience, the experience cannot stay with me alone. It must be opened, it must become an offering, it must be deepened and given and shared. And of course I am afraid that memories suppressed could come back with a fury, which is dangerous to all human beings, not only to those who directly were participants but to people everywhere, to the world, for everyone. So, therefore, those memories that are discarded, shamed, somehow they may come back in different ways, disguised, perhaps seeking another outlet.
Granted, our task is to inform. But information must be transformed into knowledge, knowledge into sensitivity, and sensitivity into commitment.
How can we therefore speak, unless we believe that our words have meaning, that our words will help others to prevent my past from becoming another person’s — another people’s — future. Yes, our stories are essential — essential to memory. I believe that the witnesses, especially the survivors, have the most important role. They can simply say, in the words of the prophet, “I was there.”
What is a witness if not someone who has a tale to tell and lives only with one haunting desire: to tell it. Without memory, there is no culture. Without memory, there would be no civilization, no society, no future.
After all, God is God because he remembers.
As a teenager, Elie Wiesel was imprisoned in Nazi concentration camps for 11 months. He has written more than 50 books, and won the 1986 Nobel Peace Prize for his work to advance human rights and peace around the world. Wiesel lives in New York City.


Accomplishing Big Things in Small Pieces
William Wissemann - Hastings on Hudson, New York 
As heard on NPR’s Weekend Edition, September 14, 2008
I carry a Rubik’s Cube in my backpack. Solving it quickly is a terrific conversation starter and surprisingly impressive to girls. I’ve been asked to solve the cube on the New York City subway, at a track meet in Westchester and at a café in Paris. I usually ask people to try it first. They turn the cube over in their hands, half-heartedly they make a few moves and then sheepishly hand it back. They don’t even know where to begin. That’s exactly what it was like for me to learn how to read. Letters and words were scrambled and out of sequence. Nothing made sense because I’m dyslexic.
Solving the Rubik’s Cube has made me believe that sometimes you have to take a few steps back to move forward. This was a mirror of my own life when I had to leave public school after the fourth grade. It’s embarrassing to admit, but I still couldn’t consistently spell my full name correctly.
As a fifth-grader at a new school, specializing in what’s called language processing disorder, I had to start over. Memorizing symbols for letters, I learned the pieces of the puzzle of language, the phonemes that make up words. I spent the next four years learning how to learn and finding strategies that allowed me to return to my district’s high school with the ability to communicate my ideas and express my intelligence.
It took me four weeks to teach myself to solve the cube — the same amount of time it took the inventor, Erno Rubik. Now, I can easily solve the 3x3x3, and the 4x4x4, and the Professor’s Cube, the 5x5x5. I discovered that just before it solves, a problem can look like a mess, and then suddenly you can find the solution. I believe that progress comes in unexpected leaps.
Early in my Rubik’s career, I became so frustrated that I took the cube apart and rebuilt it. I believe that sometimes you have to look deeper and in unexpected places to find answers. I noticed that I can talk or focus on other things and still solve the cube. There must be an independent part of my brain at work, able to process information.
The Rubik’s cube taught me that to accomplish something big, it helps to break it down into small pieces. I learned that it’s important to spend a lot of time thinking, to try to find connections and patterns. I believe that there are surprises around the corner. And, that the Rubik’s cube and I, we are more than the sum of our parts.
Like a difficult text or sometimes like life itself, the Rubik’s Cube can be a frustrating puzzle. So I carry a cube in my backpack as a reminder that I can attain my goals, no matter what obstacles I face.
And did I mention that being able to solve the cube is surprisingly impressive to girls?
William Wissemann was raised in Hastings-on-Hudson, NY. A freshman at Bard College, he is studying economics, computer science and photography. When not at school, Wissemann lives with his mother and younger sister.



Not Everybody Can Be A Princess
Melissa - Pennsylvania 
Entered on November 30, 2006
I believe not everybody can be a princess. When I was little, I wanted to be a princess. I imagined a fairy tale world bathed in lavender and pink, where I was entitled to anything I wanted. This included a pony, a canopy bed and an unlimited supply of butterscotch candy. Oh, and gobs of attention.
Then, when I was four, a Native American woman visited my preschool. She sat with us in a circle and talked about her tribe and its customs. Then, no doubt off the top of her head, she bestowed upon each child an Indian name. The boys got strong monikers like Soaring Eagle. The girls got princess names. Princess Moon and the like. But when she got to me she said “You are Rabbit’s Foot.” Not Princess Rabbit’s Foot. Just plain Rabbit’s Foot. 
I looked at the little girl next to me, who had been dubbed Princess Autumn Leaves and wondered what she had that I didn’t have. Whatever the mysterious quality was, I thought to myself, “Not everyone can be a princess.” 
And indeed, whatever I was growing up, I wasn’t a princess. My father never once called me his “princess.” His nickname for me, blond curls and all, was “gator.” At kindergarten, the popular girls – the ones with the black patent leather shoes – never let me sit with them no matter what I wore. This pattern repeated itself through high school and college as well. 
Not being a princess freed me. I didn’t feel it necessary to be the center of attention or that I was the prettiest girl my class. I reveled in nature walks that involved finding toads that I never had the urge to kiss. If all the girls were wearing a hot shoe or handbag or jelly bracelet, I didn’t have to have one. Sure, I occasionally coveted something frivolous and material, but I never felt entitled to it. And if I got praise, I earned it. Princesses, on the other hand, are born to be praised. 
As an adult, I once went shopping for an evening gown. The saleswoman told me “You look like a princess.” The line didn’t work. I also open doors for myself, pay my own bills, and bought my own house. And my dog came from a shelter, complete with a crooked tail and an overbite. 
Recently, I told a friend the story of my pre-school Indian naming. She grinned and pointed out something wonderful. “Rabbit’s Foot means good luck. That’s way better than being a princess.” 
I was stunned. I had been so fixated on my lack of princessness, that I never realized what a terrific name I got. And I am lucky. Lucky to live in an industrialized country with plenty of hot water and fresh vegetables. Lucky my job doesn’t suck out a little of my soul each day. Lucky I’ve never been forced to marry anyone or locked in a tower. And lucky that, every once and a while, I treat myself to a facial or a pair of unnecessary shoes. And because I am not a princess, I don’t expect luxury, joy, praise or love. I just feel lucky when some of it comes my way.


This I Believe
Zhang - Boston, Massachusetts 
Entered on August 18, 2005
This I believe: Find your compass in your roots. 
When I was twelve, my family moved to the U.S. from communist China. For the next six year, I lived in “the Pits.” People have been calling it the Pits because it is dubbed “the underbelly and the armpits” of the town. Our neighbors were new immigrants who were too poor to live anywhere else. 
Most of our neighbors still lived by the customs of the old country. We hung our laundry in the courtyard to dry. We ate sizzling satays over makeshift grills. Whenever a new immigrant family arrived, we showed them how to use the electric stoves and how to get water from faucets. 
We were poor people then, and country people didn’t go to doctors until it really, really hurt. We lived without health insurance for years. We never saw the flu or an upset stomach as an illness – we thought of it as an annoyance. 
Years later, I went Yale for college. When I sat in the oak-paneled lecture rooms, the Pits seemed to exist in a different universe to which I no longer belonged. My friends’ parents were lawyers, senators, and doctors. They had houses – multiple houses – in places I had never head of. People discussed Yeats and Kant and dreams and ambitions over dinner, not paying bills and working over-time. My friends have been to Paris and Aspen, but few have ever heard of the Pay-Day-Loan or seen a food stamp. I never mentioned the Pits. I had felt ashamed and out of place. 
But I saw them still. I see them in the construction workers doing renovations around the campus; I see them working in the dining halls and cleaning our dorms. They didn’t sit in the lecture halls or read in the library, but they belong to the place as much as I did. 
After college, I entered in medical school. I now work in a diabetes clinic that serves mainly Asian immigrants. And I see the people I grew up with everywhere. They didn’t see a doctor until they couldn’t help not to. They quadrupled prescribed dosages thinking that would help the medicine work faster. And they look so grateful and relieved when the staff spoke in their native tongue, bringing them a little comfort and assurance. 
I know what I have is very ordinary. A lot of people go to college and medical school. But each day I’m amazed by how far I’ve gone. I’ll always remember how miraculous it felt the first time I used a fridge, the first time I took a sip of Coca Cola, and the first time I realized that there is so much life waiting for to be lived out there in the world.
Growing up in the Pits showed me that my path is about much more than seeking validation. It serves as my compass – showing me every step along the way where I came from and where I must return. I will never again be ashamed of where I came from. I will always be with the people I once lived amongst – those who have always prayed for just mediocre treatment but often settle for much less.


A Priceless Lesson in Humility
Felipe Morales - Rowlett, Texas 
As heard on NPR’s All Things Considered, December 15, 2008

A few years ago, I took a sightseeing trip to Washington D.C. I saw many of our nation’s treasures, and I also saw a lot of our fellow citizens on the street—unfortunate ones, like panhandlers and homeless folks.
Standing outside the Ronald Reagan Center, I heard a voice say, “Can you help me?” When I turned around, I saw an elderly blind woman with her hand extended. In a natural reflex, I reached in to my pocket, pulled out all my loose change and placed it on her hand without even looking at her. I was annoyed at being bothered by a beggar.
But the blind woman smiled and said, “I don’t want your money. I just need help finding the post office.”
In an instant, I realized what I had done. I acted with prejudice—I judged another person simply for what I assumed she had to be.
I hated what I saw in myself. This incident re-awakened my core belief. It reaffirmed that I believe in humility, even though I’d lost it for a moment.
The thing I had forgotten about myself is that I am an immigrant. I left Honduras and arrived in the U.S. at the age of 15. I started my new life with two suitcases, my brother and sister, and a strong no-nonsense mother. Through the years, I have been a dishwasher, roofer, cashier, mechanic, pizza delivery driver among many other humble jobs, and eventually I became a network engineer.
In my own life, I have experienced many open acts of prejudice. I remember a time at age 17, I was a busboy and I heard a father tell his little boy that if he did not do well in school, he would end up like me. I have also witnessed the same treatment of family and friends, so I know what it’s like, and I should have known better
But now, living in my American middle-class lifestyle, it is too easy to forget my past, to forget who I am, where I have been and lose sight of where I want to be going. That blind woman on the streets of Washington, D.C., cured me of my self-induced blindness. She reminded me of my belief in humility and to always keep my eyes and heart open.
By the way, I helped that lady to the post office. And in writing this essay, I hope to thank her for the priceless lesson.
Network engineer Felipe Morales was born in Tegucigalpa, Honduras, in 1974, and immigrated with his family to Tampa, Fla., in 1990. He now lives with his wife and children in Rowlett, Texas, where he enjoys playing and coaching soccer.
Response Assignment
Choose FIVE essays and answer the following in complete, detailed sentences using support and elaboration from the text.  Each response must be TYPED, 12 pt. font, double-spaced, and on a separate sheet of paper.

Each response should be thoughtful, organized, and at least ONE page in length.

Your response should include the title and author of the essay and the following components:

A. Why did you choose this particular essay?

B. Did you like the essay?  Why or why not?  Explain.

C. What is your connection to the essay?

D. Choose a quote from the essay which stood out.  Explain why you chose it and its meaning.

E. Comment on the author’s writing style.
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