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STUDENT SIGNATURE SHEET
(Required in Each Portfalio)

Please read the Note to Students and Teachers below before signing the following statements.

Required Verification Signature

The pieces in this portfolio are my own original work. | am the author of all the pieces in my
portfolio. | may have talked about my work (through conferencing) with my teacher, family, and
friends, but | have made any changes and corrections myself. | did my own writing, typing,
and/or word processing (unless otherwise indicated by a teacher's signature in the box below
 labeled “IEP/504 Plan/Program Services Plan Adaptations™).

Student Signature

IEP/504 Plan/Program Services Plan (LEP) Adaptations (requires
teacher signature):

Teacher Signature:

Optional Permission

| agree to allow my portfolio to be photocopied for use by others outside my school as an
example of student work. | understand that my name, the names of my schoeol and town, and
any other identifying information | may have used in my writing will be removed before my
portfolio is copied. . '

i e

Student Signature (optional)

Required Verification Signature: It is required that the work contained in each portfolio is the original
‘work of the student. Every portfolio must include the statement, signed by the student, that the work in
the portfolio is his/her original work. This sheet must be placed in the portfolio. If the verification
statement is not signed, the portfolio will receive a performance rating of Incomplete.

Optional Permission: The use of actualstudent portfolios is critical in teacher training and is essential
for quality control checks during statewide rescoring activities. Students are requested, but not required,
to give permission for this purpose and should sign the optional student signature above if they-agree.

Please note that portfolios are included in any statewide rescoring activities even if neither
~ statement is signed. : s ; ; )
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707 V-ball Lane
H , KY 41701 -
April 13, 2007

Dear J. K Rowling,

You have been the main inﬂuencé. in my writing career. Before
reading your books and irﬁitating your styles I wasn’t a good writer. The
Harry Potter series inspired me to want to write just like you. As é young

“writer I feel that your writing styles and topics relate to me more than any
other author. I have read hundreds of other books, but none appeal to me
more than yours. After reading the 5™ Harry Potter book (The order of the
Phoenix) I can’t tell you how many pieces I wrote with the same theory. I
think I actually fell in love with the book. It made me want to grow up to be

- a J.K Rowling replica. |

- I'think I’'m a pretty good writer...Now! A few years ago I was

- terrible; I have writings to prove it. I loved to write, but all of my pieces kept

turning out unclear and mediocre. I knew I had to do something if [ was ever
going to be an excellent writer. I started practicing writing pieces everyday
and read large chapter books weekly. Sometimes to challenge myselfI
would set goals, for example, to see if I could read an eight hundred seventy
page book in one night (accomplished). Goals like this gave me something
to work for-not only that but I improved as a writer and a reader. I started to

- imitate authors’ styles from book I’d read, well tried to. I became a speed

reader from all the books I was reading, but there was still a problem, I
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wasn’t enjoying the books I was reading, I would read to finish a book and
to say I’d read it, not to enjoy it. Which was reflecting on my writings. I
wasn’t able to write well because I wasn’t passionate about my topic. So
there was no way to solve the problem...until one day when a friend of mine
was reading a book by you. I thought I’d try it, and I loved it. I started
reading every book I could find that you’d written. My pieces were turning
out better, they were clear, and actually sbunded alright you had been the

- solution. You had instilled in me the passion to want to write just like you.
My pieces were filled with similarities from yours. People actually started to
enjoy reading my work. They said that I was a good writer, which told me
that one day I wanted to be a world renowned writer. |

This year, not only have my writing skills improved, but also the way
I write. I have started writing in neW styles, use specific details, and going
through a very tough editing system for my pieces. Now instead of writing
about non-detailed objects that are hard to imagine, I give in depth details
that make those who read my pieces able to see eXactly what I do. I have
started to think before I Write, which has saved me a lot of rewriting. Lastly I
have gone through long hours of parent-teacher conferencing, rewritings,
and revising to make my piece as perfect as possible.

Before this year my writings and pieces were sd general. It was very
hard to get a specific detailed picture in your head. From my writing teacher,
I have learned to specify with everything I write so that I, and those who
“read my pieces, will see the same thing. I’ve learned that my readers should
be able to see, smell, taste, hear and know what something I’m describing -
tastes like. I learned that detail is what makes me a writer.

[ don’t Writé the same as I did years ago. Instead of just writing things

down, I have learned to think before I write. I now put sentences and
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paragraphs together in my head to make sure they sound okay or that they
make sense, then write the_rh down on paper. Until recently I thought that’s
how everyone wrote, until I was told differenf. I was told that I'm what’s
called an 'intrdspective writer, which is a writer who thinks before they write.
“This strategy has helped me tremendously through this portfolio process.
. The last thing that helped me improve my writings would be an
editing system. This involves rewriting, revising, and parent-teacher
conferencing. This makes sure my writing on grade level, that they’re as
good as they can be, and it reflects everything I’'m trying to say through my
writings. For example, the start of my Personal Narrative, “Remember”, I
had this sentence “Hello, my name is Tabitha and my best friend recently
died in a dirt bike wreck.” I converted that to: “I remember back to that day,
and tears still fill my eyes, it’s been a little over a year since then, and it
seems just like yesterday, the pain of losing a friend still remains.” I also
changed the sentence “I talked to Dustin on the day of the wreck through
instant messaging, he said that he was going to get off and go ride a while.”
To “I talked to Dustin on the day of the wreck through instant messaging.
Since that day that conversation has echoed in my head.” I changed the
majority of the piece from telling about a conversation, to actual dialogue.
These small changes in my piece have made an enormous difference-in the
quality of my work. | |

My dream for my life and career is to become a famous author. I want
- plays to be made out of my works. I want people to know my name across
the world. I want my world to be appreciated and remembered thousands of
years later. But, most importantly, I want my writings to inspire other young

people like you have me.
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I would like to thank you, not only for reading my pieces today, but
also for inspiring me to write them. I hope that when reading these pieces
that you notice how hard Ive worked on my portfolio this year, and how
much you’re writings have helped with mine. Hopefully, this portfolio will
be good enough to get a distinguished, Who knows? Not me, that’s for
certain, but what I do know, is that even if T don’t get a distinguished, In my

book I’11 have one, because these pieces have been the best ones that I have

ever wrote, thanks to you.

Sincerely yours,

A Grateful Seventh Grade Student -



Remember

I remember that day, and tears still fill my eyes, with memories of the
one that I took for granted. It’s been a little over a year since then, énd it
seems just like yesterday. The pain of loosing a best friend still remains. It’s
obvious to me things will always be like that.

Dustin and I had been friends since I was in 4™ grade, he was in 7%,
He was the type of guy that hated to see énydne upset, or anything but
happy, and anytime he saw anyohe like that he would do his best to‘ change
it. Dustin always had on a smile that stretched from ear to ear. I often
remember those days when we would act crazy in Arts and Humanities even
though he wasn’t in my grade, we had that class together, and it was always
the best class of the day. We were pretty close...and when I lost him, I felt -
lost.

Dustin had many hobbies,A his favorite being riding his dirt bike. He
said it made him feel free, and without that feeling he wouldn’t want to live.
Tcan't help but wonder what if he had known that it was that same feeling
that would one day take his life? Would he have quit riding? Would he still
be here today? Would I still have my best friend? I guess I'll never know the
answers to these queStions, because unfortlinately he had no clue as to what
would happen in his future.

* Ttalked to Dustin on the day of the wreck through instant messaging.
Since that day, that conversation has echoed in my head.

“Hey, I’'m going to get off here and go ride a while.” Dustin said.



- “Okay, I'll talk to you later.” I replied, but little did I know that
talking to him latér would only be a wish that would never come true. His
last words to me were: |

“Alright, I love you sis be good.”

With that _hé logged off and that was the last time I ever talked to Dustin

B . Looking back now I wish I would have said something to try and
stop him from going, something that may have saved his life. I can’t help but
blame myself for what happened to him...

After Dustin logged offline I did too, and I slipped into sleep. I awoke
to my brother shaking me ﬁlriouél.y telling me to wake up, that he had to tell
me something important.

“What do you want?” I asked him angrily.

“I don’t know how to say this...” He replied seeming unsure.
| “Say what?” |

“Dustin was in a dirt bike accident.”

“What happened?” |

He told me that Dustin had been crossing the road and didn’t check to
- see Where he was going. A guy had been driving, and wasn’t paying
attention to where he was going; he Was‘ too busy adjusting the volume of his
radio, and he hit Dustin. Josh said that Dustin was okay for now, that he was |
in the hospital and was put in the Intensive Care Unit. I asked him what was
going to happen now he that didn’t know, and that we could only hope for
the best. |

Josh left and I was left with unbearable silence. All I could do was
think about Dustin, and what was going to happen to him, I wondered if 1
was ever going to see him again. I spent the day Worrying, which only made

me sick. Something in me told me that I wouldn’t see or talk to Dustin again,

b



and inside my heart was breaking. Just the thought of 1oosing him was
tearing me apart. Throughout that day, I reminisced about all of our times
together, and wondered if there would be anymore. '

After hours of worrying and thinking about Dustin, I finally drifted off
to sleep. I slept through the night and half of the next day. At about twelve
o’clock the next day my brother, Josh, came and woke me up. With tears in
his eyes I knew what had happened before he even said a word. -

“Tab, Tab it’s Dustin. ..he...he...he died!’_; he said his voice unclear from the
crying. | |

I stared off into the emptiness and started crying so hard, I was
speechless, what could I say to him? After that he just started rambling on
about how the doctors tried to help him, and that it must’ve been his time tb
go. What did he mean “It was his time to g0?” It couldn’t have been. He was
fourteen years old! He didn’t even make it to college, how coﬁld it Have
been his time to go? I just couldn’t understand. I didn’t see why any Qf this
happened.

After my brother made that statement that sent my mind ina
whirlwind, I asked him to leave. I didn’t want to be around him he was only
making things worse. Aftef he left I asked God, Why? Why had he taken my
best friend? Why had he ended a fourteen year olds’ life? Why‘7 I never
received an answer; looking back I don’t think I could have handled one. To
know that someone had a reason to end Dustin’s life, would have been
something I wasn’t ready for, and I don’t think I ever will be.

For a long tim‘e after that I was angry with everyone, including those
close to me, friends, family, everyone. Having Dustin taken away was like a
punishment for Something I didn’t do. Nothing was the same énymore. Even

going outside to ride a 4-wheeler wasn’t something I could enjoy because
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thoughts of Dustin came in my head. The summer was like a boring class at
school that I dreaded everyday. Each day was the same, unfulfilling hours
that slowly passed with agonizing thought in my head of the accident.
School was fast approaching, which I really wasn’t looking forward to. I
wondered how I would Be able to concentrate on my work and grades. I had
always been a straight “A” student, so my gfades had always been
important...until then. I didn’t care about much of anything those days, and
the idea of school was more like a jail sentence. Those last few days of
sumixer were spent lying in bed watching old movies, overeating, and
enjoying the time I wasn’t in school working. Too bad that privilege was
soon taken away. |

In a few days school started, the first day was imaginably hard. Seeing
all of mine and Dustin’s old hangouts, seeing his locker bréught tears to my
eyes. His voice lingered in my head, those last words. It seemed like I
* couldn’t walk two steps without being reminded of him. I hated being in a |
situation where I was forced to think about him every single minute. I don’t
think there was a second where my eyes weren’t filled with tears. People
noticed, and people asked what was wrong, that whole day I was bombarded
with questions that I didn’t want to é_nswer. I know that they cared and were
just trying to help, but they made things even worse. Needless to say, I
wasn’t Véry worriéd about any school work that day, and I probably didn’t
write two words the whole time. So when the bell rang that signaled us to go
home, I was very relieved. I just wanted to go home, relax and not think
about Dustin at all. | .

The next few days were just as hard, but things became easier with
each day. I guess it’s true; time does heal everything, or at least lightens the

load. After I realized that nothing I did could bring Dustin back, I started to
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move on. I still thought about him with each passing déy, and T still missed
him but I knew he was in a better place, I stopped being so angry with
everyone, and instead cherished every minute I spent with my friends and
my family because I knew they could be gone at any time too. Even though
Dustin is no longer alive, he’s still in my heart, and I love him and always
will, and I still wait for that day when I’ll see him again.

It éounds bad, or even wrong to say, but I suppose I did learn
something from Dustin’s death. T learned that I should never take those who
are élways there for me for granted, because one day they might just not be
there. I should love those who are here for me with all my might with fear

that they could one day be gone. I have learned the value of not only my

friends or my family, but of life itself.







