
Farinacci	

A	Collection	of	my	writing	from	Creative	Writing	Fall	2013	

1	

TABLE OF CONTENTS 
 
 

About the Author         Page 3 
 
CHAPTER 1          Page 4 
(Fiction) 
 
Baseball And Writing         Page 4 
(Fiction writing Exercise) 
 
The Tale of the Adams’ Family       Page 5 
(Group Fiction Story) 
 
More than just a Skiing Competition                 Page 12 
(Fiction Story using Dialogue) 
 
A Man Without a Name                             Page 17 
(In Class Fiction Exercise) 
 
CHAPTER 2                               Page 18 
(Poetry) 
 
The Field My Home                   Page 18 
(Line and Meter Poetry Exercise) 
 
My Sister My Guardian Angel                 Page 19 
(Circular Poem Exercise) 
 
Blue And Gold                   Page 20 
(Exploring Your Life Through Poetry Exercise) 
 
In Loving Memory                   Page 21 
(Exploring Your Life Through Poetry) 
 
The Solo                    Page 22 
(Exploring Your Life Through Poetry Exercise) 
 
CHAPTER 3                    Page 23 
(Creative Nonfiction) 
 
Food, Fun, Fellowship: The Ultimate Senior Farewell              Page 23 
(Thrilling Childhood Event Exercise) 
 
My Big Brother And Soccer Star                 Page 24 
(Family Member described by tools/equipment exercise) 
 
 



Farinacci	

A	Collection	of	my	writing	from	Creative	Writing	Fall	2013	

2	

Table of Contents (cont.) 
 
The Home That Is But Is Not My Own                Page 25 
(Creative Nonfiction Kick-Starts Exercise) 
 
The Solo I Wish I Could Erase                 Page 26 
(Creative Nonfiction Kick-Starts Exercise) 
 
CHAPTER 4                    Page 28 
(Drama) 
 
The Fight For Captain                   Page 28 
(Drama One Act Play) 
 
Favorite Quotes                   Page 32 
  



Farinacci	

A	Collection	of	my	writing	from	Creative	Writing	Fall	2013	

3	

ABOUT THE AUTHOR: 
Angela Alexis Farinacci 

 

Life Story 
(Bio) 

 

     Me. I am Alexis. Let’s journey together. Born in Florida. Raised in Fort Pierce. 

Family is important. Friends are too. My sister gone. She was stillborn. It was rough. I 

miss her. Her memory lives on. So much support. Our family grateful. Great friends 

forever. 

     Ministry my passion. My church nondenominational. We dig deep. Our worship 

intimate.  The word true. Awesome worship pastor. She’s my mentor. I’m so blessed. I 

love kids. Youth my heart. Youth leader. Worship team. Spots I serve. Grateful for them. 

Outreach is big. Community service too. A lost nation. Disciples go out. God’s word 

strong.  

     I attended school. St. Anastasia Catholic. John Carroll High. I was involved. My main 

positions. Band Captain. Anchor Club Chaplain. FCA president; Christian service 

secretary. Public Relations assistant. Three years strong. Hence my major. Wonderful 

high school. Loved my teachers. Our staff great. Miss it tons.  

     Now at FGCU. Many from home. We bond together. We stick together. Love our 

group. We have each other. We’re here together. I’m doing communication. Public 

Relations focus. Involved already greatly. Ignite FGCU. Kappa Kappa Psi. I love band. I 

play trumpet. A sophomore here. Soon a junior. Time is flying.  

     Sports my hobby. I referee soccer. It’s my favorite. I enjoy Crossfit. It’s another 

favorite. I’m getting fit. My energy rising. I feel better. I can do more. Baseball another 

favorite. Yankees my team. I attend games. I root them on. 

     My goal PR. A future job. Time is flying. Graduation almost here. 
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CHAPTER 1: FICTION 
 

Baseball and Writing  
(Fiction Writing Exercise) 

 
     Writing is like learning to hit a baseball. When I started playing baseball, I first had to 

learn the basics. When you first begin writing, it’s the same thing. My coach showed me 

how to put on a batting glove, he told me how to bat. He told me how to swing and how 

to focus and hit the ball. Writing is very similar. You have to learn how to write, how to 

space your paragraphs, how to write grammatically correct. They’re both a process and 

an activity you must learn to do. 

     At my first practice I picked up the bat, I put on my helmet; I fastened and tightened 

my batting gloves, I was ready to hit. You do the same thing with writing. You get a 

piece of paper; you find the pen you will use. You are ready to begin. Like writing an 

outline, as I stepped up to the plate, I took my practice swings, preparing myself for the 

task at hand. You take the paper and pen, and begin jotting down your notes: your notes 

of what to write about, your ideas. Now it’s time to step up to the plate. The pitcher’s 

ready, the ball in his glove. As the ball comes out of his glove, the pen cap comes off. 

You begin to write; the ball is hit. Sometimes we’re successful and we get a hit; 

sometimes not so much, and we get out. Writing the same. Sometimes we have a good 

first draft, sometimes revisions are to be made. So when I got out, that’s what I did. I 

practiced what I did wrong hitting the ball straight to the fielder. I learned how to time the 

pitch and align my feet at the plate. The next step is to do it again. Take your first draft, 

see where you made some mistakes; edit it and begin to write again. One day that hit will 

come through; one day that writing will be publicized. It’s a process you must learn. It 

takes time. It takes patience. Go for it; give it a try! I went back up to the plate and nailed 

a double to left center, now it’s your turn.  
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The Tale of the Adams’ Family  
(Group Fiction Story) 

 
On a dark humid Thursday night the Adams family is sitting at the table enjoying 

a nice family meal together in their dining room. It was 9:03, which was later than usual 

for dinner. The two boys of the family piled their plate high with spaghetti and meat 

balls, followed by a tower of garlic bread. Susan, their mother and Rick, their father, were 

opposite them pouring two glasses of Pinot Noir. Meanwhile, their 6-month-old baby 

sister, Emma, named after her mom’s deceased sister, was fast asleep in her bassinet. 

The family was just finishing up dinner and their evening conversations about 

how their days went, at work and at school. It was towards the end of the week and the 

family was arranging their weekend schedule when all of a sudden, they heard the 

upstairs TV turn on in the master bedroom where Emma was sleeping. “Mom. Dad. 

Jackson. Did you hear that?” whispers Michael. “Who left the TV on? Emma is 

sleeping!” sternly Susan asks the three boys. “Not me, I watch TV down here,” says 

Jackson with a frightened voice. “Not me, I just got home from my soccer game!” says 

Michael. “Honey, you didn’t turn it on when you put Emma to bed, did you?” questions 

Rick. “No, sweet heart, I did not,” says Susan. Frightened, Susan begins to go back and 

forth with herself trying to remember her every move. But she had not turned it on when 

she put the baby to bed. She turned it off and put the remote by Rick’s night stand right 

after her evening shower. “Michael,” says Susan, “can you please go turn it off for me 

and quietly check and make sure everything’s alright with your sister while you’re up 

there?” “Sure mom, no problem.” Says Michael. After having been gone a few minutes, 

Michael returns to the dining room table for dinner only with some eerie news for his 

mother. “Mom,” says Michael, “are you sure you left your remote on Dad’s night stand 

like you usually do? Because Emma was fine, but the remote, it wasn’t there on the night 

stand, it was in, of all places, the shower.” Extremely frightened and disturbed, Rick and 

Susan tell the boys to go get ready for bed and that they would see them in the morning.  

Staying busy at work and school make the Adams family’s Friday pass quickly. 

Once homework is done and dinner is eaten the Adams family gets their children ready 

for bed. Emma gets a bubble bath, diapered and put in pajamas. Rick is down stairs 
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warming her bottle of milk as Susan swaddles her and puts on her lullabies. After 

downing half of her bottle her eyelids become heavy, she can hardly keep them open. She 

stops fighting it and they shut. 

Susan heads down stairs to relax with her family. She looks over at the clock and 

it’s 8:33, so she nuzzles up to Rick, her boys come running from their room and pounce 

on the couch. Everyone gets confortable and Rick presses play and Harry Potter begins 

to play. Half an hour into the movie a door slams. Susan looks over at Rick and the 

children look at their parents puzzled.  Susan asks “what in the world was that?” Rick 

gets up and goes upstairs. He walks down the hall into the boy’s room and cautiously 

turns the light on, looks around and sees no one. He opens his door and switches on the 

light. Once again he sees nothing. He checks in the closet, under the bed and in the 

bathroom. Susan is still down stairs watching the movie with the boys when Rick comes 

downstairs he exclaimed “well there is no one upstairs and when I went into our room 

Emma was sound asleep”. Susan responds “weird, maybe we are hearing things who 

knows, all I know is I am exhausted from work, I think I am going to hit the sheets. 

Saturday morning was like any other. Susan caught up on her household chores. 

The bathrooms needed cleaning; she swept, mopped, and dusted the house until it 

sparkled. The evening was approaching quickly. As she folded the load of laundry, which 

accumulated over the last few weeks, dead leaves were falling from the trees outside. She 

stared in awe at the gold, brown and red maple leaves outside the window. The cool 

breeze gently lifted them, right as they were close to hitting the ground, and carried them 

away. Her mind began to drift back to her childhood.  

She used to love playing in the leaves as a kid. She and her sister would rake them 

up in a huge pile right next to the stream. “We just made the biggest pile of leaves in the 

world,” her sister exclaimed. She would then grab Susan’s hand. Together, they sprinted 

as fast as they could toward the magnificent pile. Occasionally, her sister’s long golden 

locks would blow in Susan’s face as they ran. Approaching closer to the pile, the sound of 

the flowing water by it grew louder and louder; so loud that it built their anticipation to 

dive into the leaves.  

The sound in Susan’s brief memory was so loud that for a minute it seemed real. 

She quickly snapped back to reality. It had gotten darker outside. They boys were no 
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longer out playing, and were now sitting on the floor folding their laundry. Something 

wasn’t right.  Susan was still hearing running water; however, this wasn’t a day dream. 

She looked around the corner at the kitchen sink, only to see that it was off. She turned 

back around to face the boys. Their faces wore the same confused expression as hers. In 

between the noise was what seemed to be static, as if the sound was coming from an old 

radio of some sort? She scanned the room and spotted the baby monitor on the table. Her 

blood instantly ran cold. “Rick!” she shouted desperately. “RICK!!!” In the back of her 

mind, she was hoping that he was upstairs in the bathroom running a bath.  Rick quickly 

rushed in through the back door. He saw Susan’s horrified look and his entire demeanor 

changed. “Honey...” he hesitated. Her mind was racing. If Rick wasn’t running the water 

upstairs, then who was? Everyone’s eyes were on her. Rick’s eyes slowly began to widen 

as he realized the events were happening again. The whole room was quiet, except for the 

sound of rushing water coming from the staticy baby monitor. The entire family was 

waiting for Susan to say something, but all she could mutter was, “The baby…” 

 Susan quickly rushed upstairs. Whatever was messing with her family, she 

couldn’t let it harm little Emma. It was completely dark upstairs. As she made her way 

down the hall, a cool breeze blew across her shoulders, making her shudder. The 

hardwood floor creaked under her feet, after each step she made. Rick stayed downstairs 

with the boys. Susan was alone. The door leading to the room was cracked open. The 

sound of the water grew louder as she got closer to the room. The bedroom door creaked 

eerily as she slowly opened it. She made her way straight to Emma’s crib. She was sound 

asleep, untouched, and undisturbed.  Susan wondered why the water didn’t wake her 

oblivious baby.  

She noticed her shadow hunched over the crib and quickly realized there was a 

light on somewhere in the room. She turned and saw that it was coming from the 

bathroom. She didn’t recall leaving a light on when she brought Emma up here earlier for 

bed. The concern she had for her baby almost made her forget about the water. At this 

point, it was loud as ever! It no longer resembled the sound of a running faucet, but that 

of a river…Susan made her way past the bed and toward the bathroom. She clumsily 

bumped into the night stand and stumbled into a room. 
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The tile was cool and wet under her feet. She was in the bathroom. The water was 

no longer running, but the entire room was thick with humidity. Susan’s breathing 

became shallow as she crept toward the tub. What she saw next paled her. The tub was 

overflowed with murky red-brown water that closely resembled old blood. She screamed 

and rushed out of the bathroom. The baby, who was startled out of her sleep, began to 

cry. Rick burst the door toward his frightened wife. “What is it!?” he exclaimed. All 

Susan could do was point toward the bathroom. Rick entered, looked around, and then 

came out within seconds. He stared at her confused. “There’s nothing wrong with the 

bathroom, Susan… other than the tub full of water” She looked at him with wide eyes, 

“You didn’t see the...the blood in the tub!?” she exclaimed. He shook his head, no and 

said “honey, no we all heard the water but you must have left it on, there was no blood. I 

think you’re just overworked and tired.” He comforts her and tells her that it was late and 

she should go to bed. 

 Sunday morning everyone is up early. The smell of pancake and bacon fills the 

house. The sweet aroma of maple syrup pulls the boys from there morning cartoons into 

the dining room. The whole family comes and gathers around the table and digs in. With 

bellies full the Adams family decides they want to have a family day.  Soon enough 

everyone is out the door. The house is quiet for a while.  

After their day out together Susan comes home and makes dinner. As she sets the 

table Rick comes in to help. They adorn the table with mashed potatoes, gravy, yams, 

ham and biscuits. Rick calls the boys to sit and eat. Rick raves about how amazing 

Susan’s yams are. The boys eat more than their share of ham. After dinner and quiet time 

the boys are off to bed and sweet Emma is sleeping.  

Susan is washing the dirt and makeup off from her busy day. As she reaches for 

the towel to dab her face dry she sees something out of the corner of her eye in the 

mirror. She says “Honey is that you, I thought you we were down stairs” There was no 

response. At this point she was kind of freaked out, she creeps out of the bathroom and 

slowly pushes the door open and it creaks. She scans the room and gets to the crib only to 

find a tall, slender woman with long blond hair over Emma’s crib reaching to grab her. 

Susan screams frantically and the figure dissipates in the air. Rick runs up stairs to see 

what was happening and Susan explained that there was someone in the room. There was 
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a woman with long blond hair trying to take Emma. Rick looked at Susan like she was 

nuts. She said “don’t look at me like that there was someone in here. It not the first time 

something odd has happened. We heard water through Emma’s monitor and today I saw 

a woman. Something weird is going on here. During dinner the TV turned on by itself 

and the door randomly slammed shut with no explanation. I’m not going crazy”. He 

responded “I think you are just tired from our day in the sun today. Let’s go to bed”.  

    All Monday Susan could only think about the last four nights of torture, torment, 

eeriness and ghostly activity. She could only hope that her family would have a quiet 

night in their household tonight. But that was the opposite of what was going to happen 

next.  

Rick had just arrived home from work and was watching baby Emma while the 

boys did their homework. Susan wanted to take advantage of the quiet time she had to 

herself so she decided to take a nice hot bubble bath. After she drew her water and added 

bath salts she stepped in, laid down, and relaxed. She closed her eyes and began to fall 

asleep. She felt the water getting colder: it was unbearable. She opened her eyes to see 

dead brown leaves and debris floating in the water. The back of her head starts to throb. 

She gets out of the tub and wraps herself with a towel. Slowly she looks up and a 

reflection in the mirror she sees the blond woman again. She knows this blond woman.  

 I can feel the October wind in my head, I can hear the creek water flowing, I see 

two young girls playing by the water’s edge. I can hear the blond girl tell the other its 

9:03 we should go before mom starts to looks for us. The rest of the conversations was 

mumbled. A fight instills and both girls look disgruntled. The dark haired girl looks 

familiar but I can’t tell if I know her or not she is too far away I need to get a closer look. 

I quietly began to walk towards them as I near I recognize her, the angry little girl is me.  

My little sister Emma, looks upset. There arguing about a boy. Emma yells “he loves me 

he only wants me” I say “no he doesn’t want you anymore he’s mine now find someone 

else” I’m so enraged I began yelling at her at the top of my lungs, and shove her. She 

tumbles into the water. The water around her is stained red. I yell at her to get up and 

she just lays there lifeless, a frantic look covers my face I shake her and no response. I 

run back to the house for help. I tell mom something is wrong with Emma. We run back to 

the creek and she was gone.  
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 Susan stood in front of the mirror stunned, she couldn’t move. “RICK!!!”  She 

screeched at the top of her lungs. “Boys watch your sister, something is the matter with 

your mom!” says Rick with almost no breath as he runs to the master bedroom’s 

bathroom to check on Susan. “Honey, what’s the matter?” asks Rick. “I saw Emma, she 

was in here with me.” “She’s in her crib sleeping” says Rick. She tells him “NO! My 

sister Emma was here.” He knew her sister died when they were young girls. He told her 

“Get dressed then we’re taking you to a hospital to be checked out. The boys are coming 

to put Emma to bed now.” Frightened, Susan hurriedly gets dressed and goes to check on 

baby Emma. 

 As Rick gets the car ready, Rick warns the boys that they must stay home with 

Emma when all of a sudden another screech: “RICK!!! Hurry the baby is being strangled. 

My sister is strangling the baby!!” Screeches Susan. “Why hello Susan, how unpleasantly 

pleasant it is to see you again,” says her sister, Emma. Thinking this can’t be happening; 

frightened beyond her utmost belief, she had screeched for Rick. So Rick comes up and 

he sees nothing, he tells her she really needs to come with him to the hospital. Susan yells 

at Rick to get out that she is going nowhere until this woman is off her baby. “What 

woman, Susan?” “Why hello Ricky,” says Emma. “Emma!?” questions rick with the 

most frightened voice ever. As sweat drips down his face, blood begins to drip down 

Emma’s. “I have been waiting for you. I wanted to get you two alone. Susan killed me 

when we were fifteen years old. I am your wife, not this stupid woman.” “Emma, what 

Susan did thirty years ago was an accident. God means for certain things to happen; for 

certain people to be together. You and I were never meant to be. We were kids. God had 

a plan for Susan and I to be together; NOT you and me!” “Well now it will be you and 

you alone. Rick, I would close your eyes.” With Emma’s ghostly white fangs hanging 

out, her evil claws protruding through her nails, she gets closer. closer. closer to Susan. 

She gives Rick a kiss on the check and says, “Goodbye forever. Your house will now live 

in peace.” “Emma, don’t!” Emma quickly attacks Susan before Rick could get in the 

way; she gouges her in the middle of the heart and down she went. Susan was dead. 

“SUSAN!!!! SUSAN!!!!” cries Rick. “Now we don’t have to worry about who will be 

with you, now do we?? Now you have your precious boys and your little girl. Good luck 

raising them,” says Emma as she disappears into the atmosphere along with Susan 
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leaving no trace of whatever happened and no signs of ghosts ever to again appear in the 

house. 
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More Than Just a Skiing Competition  
(Fiction Story using Dialogue) 

 
     The boys hadn’t talked in years; It was a late Thursday October night in Huntington, 

Florida and Jason was excited that registration for the Winter Throwdown at Winter 

Slope in North Carolina was finally opened. Jason was signing up for the competition. 

His computer booted up, he went to the internet. The registration was finally open! Upon 

checking the standards for the competition while working on His Youth lesson for the 

next day, Jason noticed. “This could be my opportunity,” thought Jason. “He’ll be in his 

comfort zone and I’ll be in mine. I need to find Dominic so we can talk.” 

     He and his old high school friend, Dominic, had not talked in years. Jason moved on 

to college and was heavily involved in youth ministry while Dominic went on to college 

but got involved in things that Jason did not support. He would still care about Dominic, 

but Dominic would no longer associate with Jason. Jason wanted to talk to Dominic; 

restore their friendship; and once again see if by showing the love of Christ, could get 

Dominic to begin going to church with him.  

     That same night, across town, Dominic was signing up for the same competition. 

While signing up for the competition, Dominic noticed that Jason was signed up and 

decides this is the perfect timing for revenge, which is what he wanted. “Oh look, Mr. 

goody good is signed up. He has such the perfect life. We were best friends and now he 

won’t even associate with me,” angrily declared Dominic as he signed up for the 

competition. But this wasn’t it at all. Dominic was jealous of Jason. Jason would 

associate with him and wanted to help Dominic, but Dominic refused. Hitting the mouse 

with his pointer finger with force, like that of a hammer, Dominic was signed up. Now to 

begin plotting. “I’ll show him. This is my weekend to prove that I am doing something 

with my life. He thinks he has it great, doesn’t drink; smoke; do drugs, teaches his little 

kiddies. He’s just Mr. Perfect!” Now angered Dominic couldn’t wait to finally get his 

revenge. He was jealous. He was angry. He wanted to beat Jason and get back at him big 

time at this competition. 
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     Their ski lodge booked, their boarding passes printed out. Their luggage packed in 

their cars, they were now ready to go. Little did Jason and Dominic know, they would be 

more than just competing against each other this weekend.  

     Jason arrived first at the hotel. He checked in, his luggage checked through. He was 

ready to board. They called for early boarding and Jason headed on to the large white 

delta 757 plane leaving that morning for Colorado. He was looking out the window, 

about ready to get some rest when the final boarding was called for and those passengers 

boarded. One after one, families of moms and dad with their children boarded the flight. 

Jason was excited about take off; finally being ten-thousand feet in the air and air-board 

to Colorado. Jason was picturing the white fluffy snow and his skiis cutting through the 

ice as he escaladed down the pearly white hills along the course. In and out of the blue 

and red flags that mapped this extra challenging course. “Jason?” Jason thought he heard 

his name called. Daydreaming about the competition Jason didn’t hear his name called. 

“Jason,” cried Dominic. Dominic was in the same seating section as Jason. 

     “Well look who it is. You sitting in this same section, I’m assuming,” casually asked 

Jason. “I guess so,” said Dominic.  

     Awkwardly Jason moved his bags to allow Dominic to sit down next to him on the 

plaid blue seats of the plane. Sitting next to the wing of the plane, they could see every 

movement the plane made. Jason began to pray and ask the Lord to give him the words to 

speak to Dominic during this trip. Jason was excited and glad to see Dominic this chilly 

winter morning in Florida. Dominic making things awkward, Jason could tell it was 

going to be a long weekend.  

     The boys both in the zone over the duration of the few hour flight to Colorado, they 

did not talk much, but when they did, things were going ok.  

     “Hey Dominic,” said Jason, “lets get lunch in between heats on Saturday. I know it’s 

been a while and we haven’t done much talking, but I think it’s about time we catch up. 

My treat. Come one man, what do ya say? Asked Jason.  

     “I guess so. It might be nice,” awkwardly responded a wondering Dominic.  

     The flight coming to its close, the boys were getting ready to exit the plane.  

     “Hey Jason,” said Dominic, “good luck this weekend. I really mean that.”  
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     Jason who could tell Dominic was beginning to warm up, or so he thought, replied 

back, “ya you too. I’m looking forward to lunch.”  

     The boys had now exited the plane and were off to their separate booked ski lodges 

they would be staying at. The next time they would see each other would be day one of 

the competition. It was go time! 

     Their uniforms on, bundled up and ready to go. The glossy white December snow was 

soft and ready to be cut through by the sharp blades of the skis of the competitors. Heat 

one was done and the times were on the board. Heat two. Heat three. It was finally time 

for the boys to hit the slopes with heat four. 

     “Heat four on the lifts. Heat four on the lifts,” sounded the announcer. Jason loaded on 

the lift first, a few skiers later, so too did Dominic. Starting at different points on the 

slope the boys didn’t even intend on seeing each other unless they came in back to back. 

The first lift almost to the top. “Three. Two One. Ski!” sounded the announcer. Jason’s 

lift reached the top and he was off. A great start for Jason, he was blazing through the soft 

white snow. His skis cooperating great so far he kept moving in and out, through and 

around the blue and the red small flags that showed how the course was going to be 

competed. Low and behold, next comes Dominic. Dominic was on the course, cutting 

through the snow, going not after the win, but after Jason he tried to plow through the 

snow. Around the first flag he flew, Dominic was off to a strong start. Around the second, 

the third, the fourth, Jason was not yet in his sight. Jason almost halfway through this fast 

moving first heats of the completion, and a little ways behind him Dominic took a fall. 

Getting back up Dominic keeps going. Around a few more flags, swerving in and out and 

around competitors. Down he goes again. “Why do I keep falling?” getting frustrated 

Dominic keeps moving through the slopes. Now frustrated and really wanting Jason he 

keeps going. Down he goes again and this time hard. At once Jason has finished the 

competition, coming in second place in his heat. Sitting in good position and wondering 

where Dominic is, Jason hears it. 

     The judge blew his whistle. The competition came to a hault. 

     “9-1-1! 9-1-1! Someone call the paramedics to the blue course immediately!” Shouted 

the announcer. Worried and knowing it could be his competitor and old friend, Dominic, 

Jason rushes back up the steep slope. Forgetting about a lift, he throws his skis off, and in 
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just his snow shoes he rushes back up the slope. “Dominic, dominic!” cries Jason. It was 

Dominic. 

     “Someone call 9-1-1!” cried Jason.  

     “Dominic, Dominic stay with me,” cried Jason. Jason worried and could tell Dominic 

had drank the night prior to the competition. 

     Paramedics arrived at the scene and quickly loaded Dominic into the ambulance. 

Rushing to his car and through traffic, Jason follows closely the rushing ambulance with 

its blue and red flashing lights flashing, its loud sirens blazing. Beginning to pray swiftly, 

Jason hopes all will be well with Dominic. Asking the Lord to please touch Dominic in a 

mighty way, Jason prays for Dominic. Hoping it isn’t too serious, the ambulance arrives 

at the hospital and Jason follows the rushing stretcher carrying Dominic into the nearby 

hospital. 

     It had been a couple hours as Dominic had been rushed into emergency surgery. The 

doctor finally came out. 

     “He tore his meniscus. It was bad, we needed to operate,” said the doctor. “He may 

never ski again.”  

     Contemplating how to deal with this information, Jason begins to pray some more. A 

few more hours had gone by and now that Dominic was out of recovery and in a room of 

his own, awake and alert, Jason went into the room.  

     “Why are you here?” asked Dominic. 

     “Dominic, I care about you. I know you drank last night and should have never been 

skiing today. I could tell when I saw you laying there. I’m just glad you’re alive man,” 

said Jason.  

     “I was jealous of you Jason,” said Dominic. I need to be honest and open with you 

now, J. I wanted to beat you and even injure you that way I would feel like I’m good at 

something. But I’m sorry. I really am. Being kind and cordial on the plane with me, 

giving up the competition to be here at the hospital with someone who despises you, it 

shows a lot. I truly am sorry and I hope you can please forgive me man.” “I need what 

you have. There’s a glow and a light about your life. I’m headed the wrong way, I need 

your help. Please!” professed Dominic. 
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     “Dom, I forgive you; I do. And You can have what I have, you can. Christ sacrificed 

His life and died on a cross to forgive us of our sins. He wants us to love Him; he calls us 

His children. Accept Him into your life and you too can be happy. The drugs, the 

drinking, give ‘em up man. Come clean before the Lord, Dom, and accept Him as your 

Lord and Savior. It’s not a decision I can make for You, but one You need to make for 

yourself. I promise to walk through this with you and keep you accountable, but you need 

to trust me. You need to trust the Lord. We can get you on the right path, it’ll be hard; 

there’ll be challenges and battles, but together, we can do this Dominic.” 

     “Ok Jason, ok. Hey man, thanks for being here. I want to come to church with you 

Wednesday when we get back.” “I need your help.” 

     “Dominic, I’m so glad to hear this. Rest now buddy. Lets get you healthy and home. 

Move in with me for a while and lets get you healthy and healed. I love you brother!” 

 

     “Well welcome back to another night of Engage Youth!” proclaims Jason as he 

welcomes back the teens he minsters to every Wednesday night. “I want you guys to give 

a warm Engage welcome to my good friend Dominic. He’s visiting with us tonight and is 

excited to be here and we’re excited to have him.”  

     As the night goes on Dominic is touched and impacted by the worship; the message; 

the time of communion. Jason had just finished his message on the love of Christ and was 

entering the youth and young adults into a time of ministry time. At this time Jason began 

an alter call asking if anyone wanted to accept Christ for the first time in their lives. 

     Weeping, sobbing, Dominic went up and accepted Christ into his life that day. Asking 

Jason to forgive him and reaccept his friendship as well, Dominic had come across and 

was willing to change. The future looked bright for Jason and Dominic. It was going to 

be a long road for Dominic, but Jason was willing to work with him and help him through 

this time. The ski competition that neither of them completed was the reason for all of 

this happening and clearly that ski trip was more than just a ski trip.  
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A Man Without a Name 
(In class Fiction Exercise) 

 

     I have a photo of a man whose name I don’t know. It came in an anonymous letter 

from a man in the army; He said he was oversees fighting in Afghanistan. All the letter 

started with, was “Dear Taylor, this is your brother.” And it ended in a similar way too: 

“love, your brother.” 

     “I have a brother?” I thought to myself as I sipped my hot cup of cocoa on a winter’s 

morning. My parents, well I guess, our parents, had divorced when I was at the young age 

of two years old and too young to understand what was happening. I don’t remember my 

dad, my mom got full custody of me during the divorce; at least, this is what I’ve been 

told. 

     I continued to read the letter; it said, “I’ll be home for the holidays and would like to 

come see you. I want to do something I should have done a long time ago, explain to you 

what happened when you were so young and finally meet you at an age in which you will 

hopefully remember me. 

     “My mom, well apparently, our mom, I guess, had recently passed away. She battled 

for years with cancer; I took care of her. With the recent passing of our mom and me 

myself trying to handle everything while being away at college now, it seemed to be an 

appropriate time to give my ‘brother’ a chance.” 
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CHAPTER 2: POETRY: 
 

The Field My Home 
(Line and Meter Poetry Exercise) 

 
The field is my home, 

The plate where I live. 

I swing the bat, 

I throw the ball. 

The clay my food, 

The rain my drink. 

I love the game 

The field of dreams is my home 
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My sister My Guardian Angel 
(Circular Poem Exercise) 

 

My sister is forever in my heart. 

Though she’s gone, 

We are never apart; 

Sunrise, sunset, 

She is the pink in the sky. 

I remember the color of her eyes, 

She looked just like me. 

Nine months came and went, 

But she is now forever with me. 

She is in a better place, 

Looking down on each of us. 

She is my sister, 

She is my guardian angel. 

My sister is forever in my heart. 
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Blue and Gold 
(Exploring Your Life Through Poetry Exercise) 

 

Blue and gold through and through 

John Carroll we represent in all we do. 

Seen as leaders 

Sometimes even cheerleaders. 

Ram pride we hold tight 

Our spirits are bright. 

Freshmen to seniors 

To our teachers we stood out. 

Good grades, good morals 

Involvement, role models. 

These things we represent 

John Carroll we embody. 

The Blue and Gold Award we won, 

The top seniors in the school we are some. 

John Carroll we represent, this is true 

Because we bleed blue and gold through and through. 
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In Loving Memory 
(Exploring Your Life Through Poetry) 

 

Nine months came and went 

A baby sister I thought I was going to have. 

My mom and dad, a night in the hospital they spent 

A baby sister I thought I was going to have. 

 

The phone call came that night 

Good news it was not. 

My sister died that night 

Born alive she was not. 

 

Her memory it lives on 

In my heart I carry her always. 

In November we stumble upon, ten years she has been gone. 

In my heart I carry her always. 
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The Solo 
(Exploring Your Life Through Poetry Exercise) 

 

The solo I blew it 

It was not my night. 

Boy I knew it 

My spirit was no longer bright. 

 

It was not my night 

Shame and embarrassment I felt. 

My spirit was no longer bright 

My heart it began to melt. 

 

Shame and embarrassment I felt 

My mentor in the audience, she immediately looked right at me. 

My heart began to melt 

The concert to be over and in her arms crying I wanted to be.  
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CHAPTER 3: CREATIVE NONFICTION 
 

Food, Fun, Fellowship; The Ultimate Senior Farewell 
(Thrilling Childhood Event Exercise) 

 

     Senior year was full of fun, excitement, laughter, and sadness; good times and bad, 

our high school years were coming to an end. But one event really stood out to all us and 

is a memory that none of us will ever forget: our senior cookout after the junior vs. senior 

powder-puff game. Have you ever had a chance to really bond and engage with your own 

teachers and staff? Have you ever had a chance to go slip n’ sliding with them? Well our 

senior year we did. It was your traditional cookout with yummy and sweet watermelon, 

burgers and hot dogs on the grill, and even a deliciously awesome ice cream sundae 

buffet! We started the evening off in prayer, thanking the Lord for everything he had 

done for our class during our high school years and then the food, fun, and fellowship 

began. We all enjoyed the barbeque, which had been prepared by parents of our fellow 

classmates; it was a time of fellowshipping and winding down our senior year together as 

a family. All our teachers there, our entire class together as one. This was our time to say 

our final farewells. Then it was off to the races: football, Frisbee, and slip n’ slide. One 

by one, two by two, three by three we all went down the slip n’ slide. Then the craziness 

began as we all began to group up on our professors and send them a float down it too. 

Many of them not wanting to do it, but let’s be honest, they didn’t have a choice. The ice 

cream was eaten, but there was chocolate left. As we flung it all over each other, the slip 

n’ slide was pretty much your shower. Yes, it was a nasty but thrilling mess! This night 

was an unforgettable night and one that our senior class will always remember. The 

senior cookout, for many of us, was truly the highlight of our senior year and something 

that will go down in the record books as one of the greatest and most thrilling events of 

our four high school years. 
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My Big Brother and Soccer Star 
(Family Membered described by tools/equipment exercise) 

 

     Soccer is his life; it is his ultimate passion and desire. Aaron is a soccer player and 

coach, but to me he is my cousin and someone who has been a big brother figure to me 

my entire life. He and I have always been close; we grew up together, did a lot together. 

We’ve played soccer together since we were kids; we now enjoy the sport of CrossFit 

together.  

     Soccer players have to wear cleats on the field. Like your cleats help you move and 

motivate your feet to kick the ball, Aaron is a motivator. He motivates you to succeed in 

all you do and to do your best and be the best you can. 

     Like shin guards protect your shins from injury, Aaron has always been someone who 

looks after me at all times. When my sister passed away when I was ten years old, Aaron 

was one of the first people to be by my side. When I was transitioning into college, he 

was with me. No matter what he has going on, Aaron is always there when I need him. 

He is someone who looks after me like a big brother and protects me. He does everything 

out of love and is truly a big brother to me.  

     The goals of the field you run towards to kick the ball in and score; Aaron is someone 

I can run to for help, motivation, someone to talk to, or just hug or cry to. Aaron is truly a 

big brother to me in that he is always there for me, no matter the circumstance. 

    Aaron is my big brother and someone who loves soccer. But little does he know how 

much he is truly like a soccer scenario. He is my cousin and big brother.   
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The Home That Is But Is Not My Own 
(Creative Nonfiction Kick-Starts Exercise) 

 
     The house isn’t my own, but every time I stay there it feels like home. I had house-sat 

for them multiple times while they were out of town, but this stay was different then all 

the others. That night I stayed with Ashlie was a great night. We were preparing for the 

large moving sale her and her husband were having the next day. Emptying the house 

was bittersweet; knowing that would be the last night I stayed in that house was sad, but I 

was happy for them at the same time. Her husband, Kyle, is a firefighter and he worked 

that night so it was just Ashlie and I. We started with her son’s room while he was at day 

care, then moved to their room and onto the spare room, also known as my room, 

finishing with the kitchen. We bonded that night and it felt as if we were roommates who 

had always lived together.  

     The spare room I called my room, although I fell asleep on the couch almost every 

night I stayed there. 

     The house smelled like home, the air freshener releasing the smell of fresh flowers 

into the air, their house always smelled like home. There was a welcoming presence 

about that house. Ashlie and Kyle are two of the nicest people you’ll meet; and their son, 

Levi, one of the sweetest little boys, at the young age of three years old. Between their 

wonderful hospitality and the welcoming feeling of their home, I loved going over there 

all the time. I was there almost once a week and slept over almost once every month. 

     The family room’s couch my bed; I stayed there many nights. Ashlie always bugs me 

because she knows how much I love that couch. Trying to wake me up the next morning 

to get ready for the yard sale, you knew we were best friends. As she attempted poking at 

my face, to my side I rolled as she laughed at me and said it was time to get up. Walking 

through the house that morning, going into the refrigerator to find food and Ashlie being 

ok with it, I truly felt at home. That house was truly my home away from home.  

     Although they have moved now, their new house has the same welcoming feeling and 

I am truly blessed to call their family my family. I know I am always welcomed at their 

house and if I need an escape away from school or my house, I know I can always go 

over there. They are my family and their home is my home.  
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The Solo I Wish I Could Erase 
(Creative Nonfiction Kick-Starts Exercise) 

 

     I blew it and I knew it; Man had I absolutely tanked that solo! I practiced, and 

practiced, and practiced some more. I nailed it every time. But the concert was another 

story. I was tired, it was half way through the concert and my lips were done. Having to 

change keys in the middle of a song is not easy for a trumpet player and I knew that, but I 

realized it even more when I couldn’t physically do it that night.  

     It was the Christmas concert of my junior year in high school. We had more students, 

faculty and staff than usual that night, and of all the concerts to nail, this one needed to be 

a good one. We had gotten through the first half of the concert and we were on to the 

second half, which started off with a compilation of popular Christmas carols and I had 

the solo on “Deck the Halls.” 

     I usually don’t get nervous but that night, for some reason I was. My mentor in the 

audience, she knew which song I was soloing. As we got ready to start that song, I looked 

to her and she gave me thumbs up as a sign of ‘you got this!’ The nerves calmed down a 

little, but the butterflies stayed. I had practiced and practiced and practiced and knew I 

was ready for my solo. As my part came I up I tried to get in the zone as I was tired and I 

knew it was going to push me to the limits to change keys. I began my solo and things 

were going good, until the high note. I couldn’t hit the note, my nerves began to hit full 

on, there was awkward silence, then my mentor’s voice telling me, “come on, you can do 

it.” But I couldn’t. I sat down, the tears welled up in my eyes and all I wanted to do was 

run out crying that night. I wanted to run out and cry in the arms of my mentor. I didn’t 

want to play the rest of the concert, but looking out in the audience to my mentor and 

mentor alone, I knew I had to finish. Smiling at me she gave me a sign that there was 

hope. I finished the concert, but not before tears filled my eyes. 

     After the concert I immediately ran to my mentor and into her loving arms. I then held 

her, at the time, three-month-old son, who always made me happy. Many students and 

staff knew I was upset and they came up to me and told me that it was ok, that I had done 
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well.  Leaving that concert I felt down, but the fact that I had my mentor there and had 

the support and encouragement of so many kept me going. 

     I texted my mentor that night and thanked her for her support and then I texted my old 

band conductor. This was the first year he was gone away from us out of state. He and his 

fiancé had moved away, and for some of us, this was a hard transition. I told him about 

the solo and how I had absolutely blown it and he began telling me that every musician 

has that night. He really helped me deal with the anger and embarrassment that I felt. 

That night the butterflies never left my stomach, knowing I would have to return to 

school tomorrow and I was afraid of what others would say to me. But my mentor and 

former band director said, who cares. They reminded me of the strong trumpet player I 

am and told me that I would get through this and that I can learn from this. 

     That night was one of the most embarrassing nights of my life, but it showed me how 

much my high school and my church is truly family to me and how supportive people can 

be. No one said anything the next day about the solo, instead they complimented on how 

nice the concert was.  
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CHAPTER 4: DRAMA 

 
The Fight for Captain 

(Drama One Act Play) 

 

(a windy cool day prior to the start of practice for the East Coast Eagles at Wambach 

Field) 

Jimmy: (putting on his gear prior to practice, with a quiet and kind of soft voice): Hey 

Coach.  

Coach Mike: (getting things organized for practice, with a strong voice): Jimmy, how 

you are son? 

Jimmy: Good, real good. It’s nice to be a senior yet bittersweet that this is the last first 

practice of mine and Aaron’s high school careers. 

Coach Mike: Yeah I’m gonna miss having you two on the squad next year after you 

graduate.  

Jimmy: Yeah we’re gonna miss you too…  

Jimmy pauses putting on his cleats, stands, and gets closer to coach as other 

players begin to arrive. 

Jimmy: Hey coach, I was just wondering, (looking away and with a studdered voice) I 

am captain, this year, right? 

Coach Mike: That’s yet to be determined mate. 

Jimmy: Well… I was just assuming I am, as I was the leading goal scorer last season; 

and I also had a high number of assists. I know I got a lot of cards and my temper can 

flare occasionally towards referees, but lets be honest, I’m your strongest player. 

Coach Mike: Jimmy, you know I hold captains to a higher standard, that’s on and off the 

field. Look son, I have a criteria I base my captain decision off; you’ll know who the 

captain is eventually. Lets have a strong first practice. 

Coach Mike goes on to the field to begin practice, Jimmy finishes putting his gear 

on and joins the crew. 

On the field, ready to begin the stretches. 

Coach Mike: Aaron how are you mate? 
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Aaron: (with a strong and confident voice): I’m good, ready for another season and 

another state title. You know, we may be class 6A now with the school attendance 

numbers, but I think we still have a shot. We got the title in 5A and with the number of 

returning players we have and the talent we have coming in, I think we have a real shot at 

it.  

Coach Mike: I agree mate. You know you and Jimmy have a lot to uphold this season as 

our seniors. With your hearts and leadership, this title is within reach.  

Aaron: Thanks Coach, You know I’m gonna do my best and my hardest to get that title 

for you; I’m excited about our freshmen too and have been thinking about mentoring 

them since there’s only a couple. I see potential in them based on tryouts. 

Coach Mike: I like that attitude son, go for it. Lets get practice started.  

After practice in the locker room 

Coach Mike (over the intercom): Aaron to Coach Mike’s office. 

In Coach Mike’s office 

Aaron: Yeah, Coach? You wanted to see me? 

Coach Mike: Aaron, your heart and passion for this team really showed today; I think 

you grew over the summer and I really see something in you this year; 

(coach mike stands and walks toward Aaron) 

Coach Mike: Captain Aaron. (as he pats the captain’s sticker onto Aaron’s practice 

Jersey.) 

Aaron: (slowly with a studder in his voice): Coach, (pauses) are you serious? 

Coach Mike: Don’t let me down mate. 

Aaron: (fast and proudly) I won’t coach, I promise. Thank you so much, this is a huge 

honor that I will cherish and never take advantage of. This is an honor. As your captain, 

I’m claiming now, the title is ours! Have a good night Coach, see you tomorrow! (shakes 

coach Mike’s hand and walks out of the office) 

Back in the locker room, Jimmy sees the “C” on Aaron’s practice  

Jimmy (with uncertainty in his voice): You got captain this year (with uncertainty in his 

voice)? 

Aaron: Yeah I did, that’s why I was called into the office. (said with excitement in his 

voice.) 
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Jimmy (awkwardly and with sadness): Congratulations, (pauses) mate. Good luck with 

that position this year, you know you’re upheld to a high high standard. 

Aaron (wondering why Jimmy is making things so awkward): Thanks mate, I know I am 

but I feel I’m ready and prepared. (pauses, looks down, then back at Jimmy) I’m gonna 

need your help though, too. You’re a senior too and the boys are gonna look up to you.  

Jimmy: Yeah I know (pauses) and I plan on helping as much as I can. I want that title. 

Aaron: Me too Mate, me too. 

Aaron packing his gear to head home 

Aaron: Have a good night Jimmy, I’ll see you tomorrow mate.  

Jimmy: Ight, peace out dawg. (with sadness in his voice) 

The boys hug and head their separate ways. Jimmy towards Coach Mike’s office. 

Jimmy knocks on Coach Mike’s door. 

Coach Mike: Come in Jimmy 

Jimmy enters the office 

Jimmy: Coach (with a studder, then pauses), I was just wondering, (pause) I thought I 

was captain this year? You already picked? How Aaron? (Fast and with anger) He was 

late to the first practice? I mean we started late which made him on time, but he was late? 

That’s not good for a captain! 

Coach Mike: Have a seat Jimmy, this isn’t a strong way to start the year. 

Jimmy sits down 

Coach Mike: First off, (slight pause) Aaron had to meet with a teacher after class today; 

he cleared it with me, last week at try-outs. His teacher couldn’t meet with him before 

today. He had a legitimate reason that he discussed in depth with me in advance and that 

is why we started late. (pauses) I wanted both my seniors to lead the stretches so I waited 

for Aaron to arrive to the pitch. 

Jimmy: (with anger) But why is he captain? 

Coach Mike: Jimmy, he discussed some things with me that I really liked this year and 

that our team needs. He is my best captain this year; qualities he displays on and off the 

field are what my decision went to. You’re a strong player, Jimmy, you are, I can’t deny 

that; But I saw some things with Aaron and his growth over summer that I really liked. 
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You are still a leader, you’re one of two seniors. You’re still a leader of this team, but 

Aaron is our captain this season.  

Jimmy: Alright Coach. Look I know I had some issues last season and got in some 

trouble this summer, but that doesn’t mean you should treat me differently or not make 

me captain because of. 

Coach Mike: Jimmy, this summer has nothing to do with any of this decision. You’re 

just like me at that age; I see a lot of me in you. How about this: lets meet once a week 

outside of practice and I’ll help you out. I’ll get you on the right path and get you ready to 

play at the college level and be level headed. 

Jimmy: Alright Coach. (with sadness and anger) Thanks for talking with me, I look 

forward to a good season, but I still think you made the wrong decision. I should be 

captain, not Aaron. 

Coach Mike (packing his stuff up): Have a good night Jimmy. I’ll see you tomorrow. 

And hey, bring your A-game and a different attitude. 

Coach Mike walks out of his office  

Jimmy (sighs and says quietly): Yeah, (pause) you too coach. 

Jimmy leaves the office. 
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Favorite Writing Quotes: 

 
• From the book, “Creative Writing – ‘Suspense and Conflict’ ”  

by James Scott Bell: 

 

o  “First Person makes for a very intimate, and potentially memorable, tale. But to 

maximize the potential for conflict, you have to create a strong voice for the 

narrator.” (Chapter 5, pg. 78) 

 

o “Flashbacks, by definition, interrupt the forward momentum of the story. So they 

had better contain enough conflict in and of themselves to sustain reader interest.” 

(Chapter 8, pg. 129) 

 

o “Remember, dialogue in an expression and extension of action. It is a physical act 

by a character in order to serve his purposes in a scene.”  

(Chapter 18, pg. 210) 

 

o “One of the surest ways to create instant conflict or tension in dialogue is to avoid 

the ‘on the nose’ response.” (Chapter 18, pg. 213) 

 

• By Maya Angelou: 

o “There is no greater agony than bearing an untold story inside you.” 

 

 

• By Robert Frost: 

o “No tears in the writer, no tears in the reader. No surprise in the writer, no 

surprise in the reader.” 

 

 


