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“A Moment in Time” Student Examples

Read the following student examples. Do they match the text structure of the published pieces?  How? 

Kindergarten
by Taylor Littlehale

I was only five years old, starting a new life. School. Everyone was new to me. I was scared and lonely. I didn't want my mom to leave me. I remember we played with clay and learned letters and songs. We had snack time and played with finger paint. And only for half a day. Now I'm thirteen and in middle school. We have tests and projects. No more snack time or finger paint. I have books to read, homework to finish, and a whole day of classes. Kindergarten wasn't that bad. 


1. Does this narrative match the text structure of the published pieces?


2. How?



Braces
by Christiane Tran

I was at the orthodontist's, waiting to get braces. My friends had braces; I needed them. I thought about how cool it was to have braces; I was wrong. When my orthodontist finished adjusting them, I glanced into the mirror. My teeth, imprisoned. They felt awkward for two hours, but around dinnertime, I couldn't eat. The pain ached so badly, it felt like a horse had kicked my teeth. The next day at school, everyone said, "Nice braces," except for Heather. Heather had hers taken off. She laughed and said, "Let the torturing begin." She was right; braces are torture. 


1. Does this narrative match the text structure of the published pieces?


2. How?
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memories: early, earlier, and recent
obsessions
idiosyncrasies
problems
dreams
itches
understandings
confusions
passions
sorrows
risks
accomplishments
fears
worries
fantasies
family, close and distant
friends, now and then
fads

favorites, now and then
pets, now and then
teachers, now and then
places: school, camp, trips, times away with friends and relatives

hobbies
sports
games
music
books
poems
songs
movies
writers and artists
food
pet peeves
beloved things—objects and possessions—now and then

all the loves of your life




IF YOU LOSE YOUR PEN
Ruth Forman

and all you find is a broken pencil on the floor
and the pencil has no sharpener
and the sharpener is in the store
and your pocket has no money

and if you look again
and all you find is a black Bic
and the Bic you need is green

and if it appears beneath the mattress of your couch
but the couch is dirty and suddenly you want to clean
beneath the pillows
but you have no vacuum and the vacuum is in the store
and your pocket has no money

it is not your pen you are looking for

it is your tongue and those who speak with it
your grandmothers and doves and ebony spiders
hovering in the corners of your throat

it is your tongue
and if you cannot find your tongue
do not go looking for the cat
you know you will not find her
she is in the neighbor's kitchen eating Friskies

if you cannot find your tongue do not look for it
for you are so busy looking it cannot find you
the doves are getting dizzy and your grandmothers annoyed
be still and let them find you
they will come when they are ready

and when they are
it will not matter if your pockets are empty
if you write with a green Bic or a black Bic
or the blood of your finger
you will write
you will write
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when [ was in mid-
e school and
Korea attacked
S¢uth Korea. I'm feel-
ing like I felt when -my
husband’s Army unit
was sent to Europe as
the Berlin Wall was be-
ing built. He came back
in a year. I'm feeling
like T felt when Presi-
dent Kennedy - dealt
with the Soviet Union’s = -
missiles in Cuba. I'm feeling like I felt when my husband left for Viet-
nam. He came back in a year. I'm feeling anxious, angry and helpless.
I'm feeling we haven’t learned a thing.

I 'm feeling like I felt

Myra Britton
Arlington
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n the mirror lining my lips. They were once the
~ [ things T hated most about myself. I recalled school
pictures from sixth to eighth grade with lips sealed
tightly to simulate a smile. “Soup cooler” jokes sent me
flying to my room in tears. Then one day a boy I had a
huge crush on simply said, “You have really beautiful
lips.” Those five words changed my world. Nowadays
women are having cosmetic surgery just to get the lips
God gave me for free.
Crystal Smith
Upper Marlboro

e’re driving past deep woods

in * northern Pennsylvania

when I see a snowy owl. No
mistaking that shape—rounded shoul-
ders, immobile upright posture, pale
and brooding over the wild. Snowy
owls are rare here. I've never seen one
before, never will again. My husband
knows how it is with me. He slows
down while I feast my spirit. It’s like
praying. Then we’re past, and I start

wondering out loud: “A snowy owl? Here? Now? . .. Surely it
wasn't just a plastic bag?” “Want to go back?” he asks. “No,” I say,

“No.Idon’t.”

Maude McDaniel
Cumberland, Md.
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have a great job, abeau- p—

tiful wife, two wonder-

ful kids and a nice
home. I am educated (two
advanced degrees from
one of America’s premier
institutions  of  higher
learning). I am also a cap-
tain in-the Army Reserve.
Any day now, I may be
called to serve in a combat
zone. Many of my col-
leagues (of all creeds and
colors) ask: “Why are you
in the Army Reserve?” “Are you crazy?” “Do you have a death wish?”
Sometimes I give answers like “for retirement and educational benefits,”
etc. But my real answer is: If not me, then who?
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Michael A. Sherman
Woodbridge

am a 74year-old, below-

the-knee double amputee.

| After passing through a
metal detector in an airport
recently, T was told to remove
my shoes. The security guard
was startled when I took off
my leg. Two security guards
held me up while they used
the metal detector on me.
They also took my shoes. It
was quite a spectacle. 'm not
a terrorist, but I'm glad they
didn't check inside my legs. I
stash my money there some-
times.

" William Cartney
E Bowie





