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“The sign of maturity is no longer seeing things as strictly black or white.”  Mrs. Dempsey’s casual remark was more powerful than her most emphasized assertions.  Startled by the statement, I expected my class to be also, but my friends remained indifferently silent.  They must not have heard her, or were only concentrating on the mechanics of the college essay, but I was confident that she would say it again and this time generate a response.  “Avoid trite language and include explicit detail,” she cautioned, returning to her lecture on the college essay technique.  I realized that the remark meant something only to me; the group was not interested in discussing it.


How come I had never thought about the meaning of “maturity” if it was so important to the way I saw myself?  I knew that because I was mature I no longer resorted to fits of screaming or crying to have my way, I did not giggle when reproduction was discussed in science, and I felt comfortable if included in adult conversations, but these were simply some of the side effects of a much bigger change.  Now I knew what that change was.  I no longer viewed things as either black or white.  I was able to accept ambiguity, to see shades of gray.


For the first time I had recognized an aspect of my emotional growth.  As a child my entire world had been divided into two categories, good and bad.  Parents, grandparents, and friends were good.  Doctors, dentists, and babysitters were bad.  I liked Her because she had gone to Paris.  I loathed Her because she kissed boys.  There were not inbetweens.  But now my outlook is not so simple and narrow.  Maybe it was the impact of my grandfather’s death, or my parents’ high expectations, or just the knowledge and experience which is gained with time that made these classifications unworkable.  Whatever the reason, it no longer seems legitimate to separate my world in two with seals of approval and brands of rejection.  


Now I try to look at people as people, rather than items to be indexed and filed.  My purest whites and darkest blacks have been reopened for consideration.   Somehow my father is not the same almighty man he was when I was a child.  His opinions are not worthy of my unconditional acceptance, yet they are deserving of recognition and consideration.  Someone is not bad just because she drinks, or smokes, or lies, even though these may be faults.  There are fewer right and wrong, good and bad, and more and more “maybe that is right for him, but it is wrong for me,” “maybe that is good for me, but is bad for her.”  My mind is freer, my eyes are more questioning, and my world is more vulnerable.

Curry, Boykin, and Brian Kasbar, ed.   Essays that Worked: 50 Essays from Successful Applications to the Nation’s Top Colleges.  New Haven: Mustang Publishing, 1986.

BELIEFS

There are two ways to slide easily through life: to believe everything or to doubt everything; both ways save us from thinking. -- Alfred Korzybski

All personal breakthroughs begin with a change in beliefs. -- Anthony Robbins

In the space below, brainstorm at least three of your beliefs.  Draw a picture or symbol that illustrates your beliefs.

	
	

	
	


Something Old…Something New…

Man is what he believes. -- Anton Chekhov
If you don't have solid beliefs, you cannot build a stable life. Beliefs are like the foundation of a building, and they are the foundation to build your life upon.
--Alfred A. Montapert
Reflect on Melissa Holmberg’s essay, in which she describes a seemingly ordinary moment and the reflection it inspired. As a result of this moment, Holmberg essentially reevaluated herself and her world view.

Spend a few minutes brainstorming the values, attitudes, and ideas that define your character. Then, thoughtfully complete the chart below listing at least three beliefs for each category. 

	I have always believed…
	· 

	I have changed my beliefs about…
	· 

	I have recently come to believe…
	· 


From the chart above, choose 3-4 beliefs (old, changed, or new) that seem most important or interesting to you. In the chart below, brainstorm moments in your life that led to these beliefs. 

	Belief--
	Belief--
	Belief--
	Belief-- 

	
	
	
	


Writing to Show

When writers write, they don’t just tell the reader something; they show the reader what is meant. What are the pictures and images writers see, hear, smell, touch, and taste?

A TELLING Paragraph

He gets ready for the race by tying his shoes. Feeling pretty nervous, he examines his shoes. His ankle hurts. He hears the announcer tell the athletes to get ready. After he gets in a position, he hears the gun start the race. All his limbs are moving fast and his feet pound on the concrete.

A SHOWING Paragraph

The muscles in his left leg tense up as he shifts the weight of his body to one side while kneeling down to tie his right shoe. Cross the first with the second, pull. Loop across, bring around, pull, braiding together the frayed gray laces of his Adidas spikes as skillfully as a seamstress weaves with thread. His ankle soon begins to throb with a lack of blood circulation to his foot; in fact, the knot of his shoe is so tightly laced that he can hardly feel his toes suffocating inside his show like sardines packed in a tin can. “Participants in the 100 meters, report to the starting blocks. Third and final call.” The announcement, monotonous and resounding, trumpets over the loudspeaker, abruptly breaking his current thoughts. At once he walks briskly towards the crowded starting line. Crouching down on the red asphalt track, he stretches his hamstrings as a final precaution and positions himself on the starting blocks. “Runners on your marks! Get set! Pop!” The whip-like crack of the metal hammer against the cartridge puts his muscles and joints in action. He shoots off the blocks with a sudden electrical vigor.

Now…what can you do? I’ll give you the telling sentence and you make it a SHOW! 

Writing to Show – Working on YOUR essay topic…
In the space below, write a “showing paragraph” describing a moment that led to one of your core beliefs.  Consult pages 4 and 5 of this workbook for your ideas. Be sure to include a detailed description of the event so that your reader can feel the same way you felt at that moment.  
Worst Days 

This is the story I used to tell. “On my 31st birthday my car was repossessed, my electricity was turned off, my gas was turned off, my phone was turned off, my landlord called to say my rent hadn’t been paid for three months, and my refrigerator full of ice cream planned for my birthday party that night had stopped working.” That was often enough to stop conversations cold. Or delve deeper into why I was in this mess. The day after that birthday I told that story to an acquaintance who was amazed that I laughed when I told it. I was amazed that she didn’t run away. We had to be best of friends after that.


I was 5 months into a separation. My then husband, a Viet Nam vet, was suffering from post-traumatic stress disorder. I had encouraged counseling but he refused. I called the Vet Center but they told me that unless he was willing they could do nothing to help except give me the number for the County Hospital in case of an emergency. He was losing it. He stated repeatedly that he didn’t need to be happy. But I did. We had a two year old son. In an attempt for him to have one sane parent I called it quits and so Dad left.


He had a good job, making $100,000 a year, so when he assured me that he would pay my bills and rent I believed he would. I hadn’t taken into account how expensive cocaine was. I blindly, foolishly handed over the bills, trusting that he would provide. 


On that day I turned thirty-one, I topped it off by opening the mail in the light of the fading sun. I discovered that we owed $10,000 in credit cards for things I hadn’t bought. In California each is responsible for the debts of their spouse. Thus began the phone calls from collection agencies. I was so unsure about this former Marine’s state of mind, afraid of his suicide, that I never passed on his phone number but rather begged for time.


People get through these things. “What don’t kill you makes you stronger” is a motto tattooed to my brain. It is a great truth. I got stronger. Twenty five years later I no longer tap into the anger, fear, hurt of that time. It’s as if it had happened to someone other than me. In a lot of ways it did. I am no longer that me.


I bring this all up because some stories wear out. I think this one has for me. I find this reassuring. It’s good to know that something that can knock you to your knees can almost be forgotten. That the things that have happened in ensuing years have outnumbered, outweighed that event. It was, after all, one day. One horrible day preceded and followed by other horrible days that were later outnumbered and outweighed by days of friendship, joy and the happiness I knew back then I needed. 

Contributed by Laura from Storrs, CT

From This I Believe, Inc.

http://thisibelieve.org

Organization
I look back and forth and see potential endings and titles and leads.  I’m looking for a trail through the material I have… -- Donald Murray.
· Organization gives your writing direction.
· Writing should begin with a strong lead.
· The content should build in intensity and importance.
· Details should be revealed carefully.
· The writer should avoid extraneous details.
The Right Words in the Right Order
On the chart below, list the details of a day that was particularly stressful, but that had a happy conclusion.  In the left column, write out every detail you can remember in the order they occurred.  Go back through the list and mark with a * the details important to the point of the story.  In the right hand column, arrange the details in the most effective order to tell the story. 

	Chronological Order
	Effective Organization

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	


My Stressful Day
In the space below, write the introduction to your account of the stressful day. Beginning with the best detail, SHOW your reader where you will be going with the story and give enough of a hint that you leave your reader begging for the rest of the story.
WORD CHOICE
I do not choose the right word; I get rid of the wrong one. – A.E. Housman

· Verbs are the most important of all your tools.  
· Keep the vocabulary natural.    
· Play around with the words until they sound good.
Read the following account of a now-famous incident that occurred at a professional basketball game several years ago.  Underline the important details in the account and then answer the question that follows. (Source: americanrhetoric.com)
Screen Version #1
Chicago Bulls forward Dennis Rodman faces yet another suspension by the NBA for his dangerous tirade in Saturday night's game at Chicago. Rodman was ejected with 1:31 left in the first quarter after receiving his second technical foul. Rodman then proceeded to head-butt referee Ted Bernhardt, catching him just above the left eye. In typical fashion, Rodman then ripped off his shirt and stormed around the court, pausing briefly to knock over a water cooler in front of a group of stunned young boys before finally leaving. 

Screen Version #2

Chicago Bulls forward Dennis Rodman faces a suspension by the NBA for his wild and theatrical behavior in Saturday night's game at New Jersey. Rodman was given his notice of leave with 1:31 left in the first quarter of Saturday's game after receiving his second technical foul. Rodman appeared to have bumped an official during a heated discussion over the foul. Consistent with past heroics, and to the delight of the Chicago faithful, Rodman then removed his shirt as he paraded around the court before finally exiting stage left into his team's locker room. 
On the chart below, list several parallel details in each account.  

	Screen Version #1
	Screen Version #2

	Yet another suspension 
	A suspension

	
	

	
	

	
	


In the space below, write which version paints the most favorable picture of Dennis Rodman and explain why.  Use evidence from BOTH passages for support.

Musical Audience

For this activity, you will write about a school-related topic to a specific audience.  The teacher will announce the topic choices and designated audience for each round.  Write until the music stops and you receive further instructions.
Topic: ___________________

Audience One

Audience Two

Audience Three:  

Audience Four:  

VOICE

Voice separates writing that is read from writing that is not read…Voice is the writer revealed. 

     – Donald Murray

· Voice is YOU.

· Voice is about patterns of language, word choice, and point of view.
· Honesty is important. 

· Think about your reader as you write.  

· Write with confidence.
Celebrity Voices

Listen to the recordings and/or quotations from the teacher and guess who is speaking.

1.

2.

3.

4.

5.

Now Try Your Own

In the space below, write out five sentences about a current event such as the presidential election, gas prices, the Olympics, etc. using celebrity voices.  You may duplicate a voice you heard or choose celebrities of your own.  Remember, you are trying to emulate the word choice and the rhythm of the speaker.  As Chandler Bing would say, “Could this BE any easier?”

	Celebrity
	Quotation

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	

	
	


He Said…She Said
Give an account of an event that happens between a guy and a girl.  This can be a first date, a fight or breakup, a chance meeting, or anything else (school appropriate, of course).  In the first box, write the event out from the guy’s point of view, using him as the narrative voice.  In the second box, write about the same event using the girl as the narrative voice.  Make sure that you are showing rather than telling about the events.

He Said…
She Said…
Putting it All Together

The Camp Essay
Task:
Write a multi-paragraph personal essay in which you explore a belief you hold or no longer hold to be true and the events which led you to this moment.  Your language should reflect the intensity and importance of the event.  Follow carefully the instructions you have received daily throughout the Warrior Writing Camp experience.  Remember to consult the Survival Guide (found on teacherweb) as needed. 

 IMPORTANT:  On the day of camp, please bring TWO copies of your final essay – one to read aloud and one to hand in.

Length:
2–3 typed pages [600-800 words]
Format:
Double spaced



12 point Times New Roman font



MLA heading and margins 
Due date:
Typed rough draft due September 27, 2011 



Final Essay due October 3rd, 2011 --- CAMPFIRE DAY!!!
Look back over the notes and activities throughout your camper workbook as well as the example essays we have read together.  Consider the most important beliefs you hold and decide on ONE CORE BELIEF on which to focus.  Once you have made your choice, fill in the blanks below.
Final Essay Topic:
In the space below, write the belief that will be the focus of your essay.  If you can’t name it in a sentence or two, you might not be focusing on a belief.  Be sure to focus on one core belief.

In the space below, briefly describe the events [or moment] that led you to this belief.

Time to Start Writing
Introductions

Once you have settled on an event, recalled and organized the relevant details, and decided what purpose you would like to convey to your audience, you can start writing your narrative.  
The blank page can be the most unfriendly place to start for many writers because they try to find the perfect beginning to the essay.  Certainly, the introduction is extremely important.  It should make your reader want to read the rest of your narrative and also serve as a roadmap to the final thought.  Consider the many ways to begin an essay: (vivid description, interesting dialogue, poignant quotation, startling event, thoughtful rhetorical question, etc.).  These serve as the initial attention getter for the audience.  One of my favorite opening lines from a student’s essay read, “My grandmother hides cornbread in her armpits.”  Are you curious?  I was, and I kept reading a very heartfelt essay about a grandmother suffering from dementia.

Next, consider the many moments in your narrative tale that can serve as a beginning. For example, not all stories progress in basic chronological order.  Instead, they may begin at a climactic moment or even at the end of the event only to flash back to an earlier time.  Most of the great films we experience give us a picture of where we are going before beginning the narrative.  Consider Forrest Gump, Remember the Titans, and Saving Private Ryan.  
In the space below, begin brainstorming and listing the moments in your story that will provide a suitable place to start the narrative and the type of attention getter that will make your reader unable to put your story down.  Consider several possibilities so you can find the absolute best combination.

Significant moments:




Attention-getters:





	Introduction Possibility #1
	Introduction Possibility #2

	
	


Organization…

Complete the following outline to plan your essay.

I.  Introduction


Attention-getter


Foreshadowing or suspense builder

II.  _________________________________


Supporting detail


Supporting detail


Supporting detail

III.  _________________________________


Supporting detail


Supporting detail


Supporting detail
IV.  _________________________________


Supporting detail


Supporting detail


Supporting detail
V.  Conclusion


Echo back to beginning of the narrative


Clincher:

 Gary Soto from A Summer Life, 1990
I knew enough about hell to stop me from stealing.  I was holy in almost every bone.  Some days I recognized the shadows of angels flopping on the backyard grass, and other days I heard faraway messages in the plumbing that howled underneath the house when I crawled there looking for something to do.


But boredom made me sin.  Once, at the German Market, I stood before a rack of pies, my sweet tooth gleaming and the juice of guilt wetting my underarms.  I gazed at the nine kinds of pie, pecan and apple being my favorites, although cherry looked good, and my dear, fat-faced chocolate was always a good bet.  I nearly wept trying to decide which to steal and, forgetting the flowery dust priests give off, the shadow of angels and the proximity of God howling in the plumbing underneath the house, sneaked a pie behind my coffee lid Frisbee and walked to the door, grinning to the bald grocer whose forehead shone with a window of light.


“No one saw,” I muttered to myself, the pie like a discus in my hand, and hurried across the street, where I sat on someone’s lawn.  The sun wavered between the branches of a yellowish sycamore.  A squirrel nailed itself high on the trunk, where it forked into two large bark-scabbed limbs.  Just as I was going to work my cleanest finger into the pie, a neighbor came out to the porch for his mail.  He looked at me, and I got up and headed for home.  I raced on skinny legs to my block, but slowed to a quick walk when I couldn’t wait any longer.  I held the pie to my nose and breathed in its sweetness.  I licked some of the crust and closed my eyes as I took a small bite.


In my front yard, I leaned against a car fender and panicked about stealing the apple pie.  I knew an apple got Eve in deep trouble with snakes because Sister Marie had shown us a film about Adam and Eve being cast into the desert, and what scared me more than falling from grace was being thirsty for the rest of my life.  But even that didn’t stop me from clawing a chunk from the pie tin and pushing it into the cavern of my mouth.  The slop was sweet and gold-colored in the afternoon sun.  I laid more pieces on my tongue, wet finger-dripping pieces, until I was finished and felt like crying because it was about the best thing I had ever tasted.  I realized right there and then, in my sixth year, in my tiny body of two hundred bones and three or four sins, that the best things in life came stolen.  I wiped my sticky fingers on the grass and rolled my tongue over the corners of my mouth.  A burp perfumed the air.


I felt bad not sharing with Cross-Eyed Johnny, a neighbor kid.  He stood over my shoulder and asked, “Can I have some?”  Crust fell from my mouth, and my teeth were bathed with the jam-like filling.  Tears blurred my eyes as I remembered the grocer’s forehead.  I remembered the other pies on the rack, the warm air of the fan above the door and the car that honked as I crossed the street without looking.


“Get away,” I had answered Cross-Eyed Johnny.  He watched my fingers greedily push big chunks of pie down my throat.  He swallowed and said in a whisper, “Your hands are dirty,” then returned home to climb his roof and sit watching me eat the pie by myself.  After a while, he jumped off and hobbled away because the fall had hurt him.


I sat on the curb.  The pie tin glared at me and rolled away when the wind picked up.  My face was sticky with guilt.  A car honked, and the driver knew.  Mrs. Hancock stood on her lawn, hands on hip, and she knew.  My mom, peeling a mountain of potatoes at the Redi-Spud factory, knew.  I got to my fee, stomach taut mouth tired of chewing, and flung my Frisbee across the street, its shadow like the shadow of an angel fleeing bad deeds.  I retrieved it, jogging slowly.  I flung it again until I was bored and thirsty.


I returned home to drink water and help my sister glue bottle caps onto cardboard, a project for summer school.  But the bottle caps bored me, and the water soon filled me up more than the pie.  With the kitchen stifling with heat and lunatic flies, I decided to crawl underneath our house and lie in the cool shadows listening to the howling sound of plumbing.  Was it God?  Was it Father, speaking from death, or Uncle with his last shiny dime?  I listened, ear pressed to a cold pipe, and heard a howl like the sea.  I lay until I was cold and then crawled back to the light, rising from one knee, then another, to dust off my pants and squint in the harsh light.  I looked and saw the glare of a pie tin on a hot day.  I knew sin was what you took and didn’t give back.

SENTENCE FLUENCY
Clarity.  Clarity.  Clarity.  When you become hopelessly mired in a sentence, it is best to start fresh… -- Strunk and White The Elements of Style
· Listen to the rhythm of the language.

· Cut the deadwood.

· Notice how your sentences begin.  
· Don’t let sentences drift on too long.  
· Read your work aloud.
One of the best ways to achieve fluency in your writing is to combine short, choppy, simple sentences in effective ways.  Use the phrase toolbox to help you combine similar elements in a sentence.

Phrase Toolbox (from Laying the Foundation, AP Strategies).

Prepositional Phrase: (shows relationship between words)


Adjective Phrase:  (which one, what kind, how many?)



The store around the corner is painted green.




The girl with the blue hair is angry.


Adverb phrase:  (when, how, where?)




Oscar is painting his house with the help of his friends.




Sally is coloring outside the lines.

Infinitive phrase: (“to” with a verb.)


To dance gracefully is my ambition.


Her plan to become a millionaire fell through.


She wanted to become a veterinarian.


John went to college to study engineering.

Appositive phrase: (renames a noun or pronoun)


My teacher, a woman with curly hair, is very tall.


Bowser, the dog with the sharp teeth, is coming around the corner.

Participial phrase:  (verb form functioning as an adjective)


Blinded by the light, Sarah walked into the concert hall.


Swimming for his life, John crossed the English Channel.

Gerund:  (an “ing” verb form functioning as a noun)


Walking in the moonlight is a romantic way to end a date.


He particularly enjoyed walking in the moonlight.


Walking the dog is not my favorite task.

Absolute phrase (“ing” or “ed” form of a verb, modify the entire sentence, set off by “,”)

Their minds whirling from the avalanche of information provided by their teacher, the students made their way thoughtfully to the parking lot.


His head pounding, his hands shaking, his heart filled with trepidation, the young man knelt and proposed marriage to his sweetheart.


The two lovers walked through the garden, their faces reflecting the moonlight, their arms twined about each other, their footsteps echoing in the stillness of the night.

Using the Tools…
Using your topic for the camp essay as inspiration, write sentences containing each of the phrases from the phrase toolbox.  Model the sentences as closely as possible to the example sentences from the phrase toolbox and the excellent essay examples in this workbook and pay attention to details and punctuation.  No “wimpy” sentences here… see what you can do with the proper tools.

Prepositional phrase (adjective)

Prepositional phrase (adverb)

Infinitive phrase

Appositive phrase

Participial phrase

Gerund phrase

Absolute phrase

A Changed Life

Five seconds, a kind word, and a changed life. 


The human in me judged her; she was a janitor, slightly handicapped, shy, hunched over, and apparently fascinated with the pattern in the carpet. Regretfully, I placed myself on a pedestal above her. Instinctively I believed I was better. 


This particular time was not unlike many other times in my life when I had done the same thing, and thrown my actions by the wayside. But this time, for the first time, I realized something: it would be just as easy to smile and say hi as it would be to pretend she wasn’t there. I smiled, said hello and complimented her shirt. So simple. Five seconds, a kind word, and a changed life. 


I learned a lesson that day; I believe in the power of a kind word. Then came another day: another person, another story. This girl was walking down the hall with her head drooping slightly. Her shoulders looked as though they had the weight of the world resting upon them. Thinking back to the lesson with the janitor, I made an effort to look for something good in her. Something to compliment her on. I was surprised how easily it came to me. Her hair was golden– a color many girls would kill for– I told her how pretty it was. I’m sure those simple kind words had more of an impact on me than they ever did on her. She wasn’t the only one that walked a little taller, and a little bit straighter that day. I did.


I then found myself in those girls’ shoes. It wasn’t a bad day, just normal. With finals approaching, projects were due, and overwhelming commitments were on my plate. It had been a “hmm....maybe I won’t do my hair this morning” sort of day, just one of many similar days that week. I was just tired. He didn’t have to tell me I looked beautiful, but he did. I’ll never forget it as long as I live. His exact words aren’t what mattered. What mattered most was how it made me feel. My day was turned around, I was happy, and it was all due to a few words.


That was the moment that reinforced the belief I had been developing. I comprehended the power of a kind word.  


Now I know that I’m not doing someone else a favor when I say something nice to them. The favor is really for me. All it takes is five seconds, and a kind word for a life to be changed, but, it wasn’t the janitor’s life that was changed the most. It wasn’t the girl in the hall’s life. It was mine.  


The empowerment I get by saying kind words doesn’t come by building myself up. Power within words comes with each new utterance as I humble myself enough to lift up someone else. Together, we raise each other to a higher platform: the same platform. One where nobody is better than the other. 


I believe in the power of a kind word.


It only took five seconds, a kind word, and my life was changed. 

Contributed by Lindsay from Orem, UT

From This I Believe, Inc.

http://thisibelieve.org

CONVENTIONS
One of the hardest tasks of the writer is to read what is on the page, not what the writer hoped would be on the page. – Donald Murray
· Conventions are the rules of language. 
· Editing is fixing – making sure the text is as error-free as possible.  .

· Writers must…
· Develop a proofreader’s eye.  
· Check everything, then check it again. 
· Have someone else look at their work.  

For the following passage, mark the errors and correct the mistakes.  You should find 

· 3 spelling/usage errors

· 4 capitalization errors

· 3 tense shifts
· 2 comma splices

· 2 apostrophe errors

· 3 fragments 
· 3 comma additions (other than comma splices & fragment errors)
When someone sneezes do you say “god bless you”?  You probably do but you may not no why. One explanation relates to superstition, it is said that early people believed that a persons spirit was in the form of breath contained in the head, thus, a sneeze might accidently expel it. This saying was an appeal to God not to let the spirit escape. On the other hand there are some Experts who claim the custom isnt based on superstition. They believe it started during a great plague that takes place in ancient athens, greece. Since a sneeze was the first sign that a person has become ill. This saying was asking for God's blessing. For someone who is going to die. People may not always realize what their saying. Or where the sayings come from.
Drafting the essay…
On the next few pages, begin writing the first draft of your essay.  Remember to use the outline you created and to include vivid and poignant details.  You are writing to SHOW not tell.  Include vivid and important details that arouse the curiosity and senses of your audience.  Remember you want the reader to be “in” the story the whole way.

The Introduction:
Body Paragraphs:
Conclusion:
Oprah's Relationship With Money

What I Know For Sure     From the March 2008 issue of O, The Oprah Magazine
 
I've always had a great relationship with money, even when I barely had any to relate to. I never feared not having it and never obsessed about what I had.

Like everyone else, I can remember every salary I ever made. I suppose we remember because a salary helps define the value of our service—and, unfortunately, for some people the value they place on themselves.

I first realized I was not my salary when I was 15 and making 50 cents an hour babysitting Mrs. Ashberry's rowdy kids and cleaning up after she pulled nearly every outfit from her closet every time she got dressed. Her bedroom always looked like the end-of-the-day, last-call sale at Macy's, with shoes and brightly colored necklaces and dresses everywhere. Just before flitting out the door (without leaving any info as to where she was going or how she could be reached in case of emergency), she'd say, "Oh, by the way, dear, would you mind tidying up things a bit?"

Well, yes, of course I did mind, and the first time I "tidied up," I did such a great job, I thought surely she'd pay me extra when she saw how I cleaned not only her room but the kids' rooms, too.

She never did. So I moved on and found a job that would pay me more—a job where I thought my efforts would be appreciated. There was a five-and-dime whose name I've forgotten not far from my father's store. I got hired there for $1.50 an hour. My job was to keep things straight, stock shelves, fold socks, etc. I wasn't allowed to work the cash register or speak to customers. I hated it. Two hours in, I found myself counting the hours to lunch. Then how much longer before I was off for the day.

At 15, I knew in my soul this was no way to live or make money. I was bored beyond anything I've ever felt before or since. I wasn't allowed to go near the cash register or talk to customers. So after three days, I quit and went to work in my father's store for no salary.

I didn't like working there, either, but at least I could talk to people and not feel like my spirit was being drained by the hour. Still, I knew that no matter how much my father wanted it to be, that store would not be a part of my future life.

By the time I was 17, I was working in radio, making $100 a week. I would have done it for free. And that's when I made my peace with money. I decided that no matter what job I ever did, I wanted that same feeling I got when I first started in radio—the feeling of I love this so much, even if you didn't pay me I'd show up every day, on time and happy to be here. I recognized then what I know now for sure: If you can get paid for doing what you love, every paycheck is a bonus.

For me, money has always been about an energy exchange, following the law of cause and effect. I give my energy to the work and in exchange am rewarded with a different form of energy—money. This in turn lets me acquire, create, and build other forms of energy, from the necessities of food and shelter to material possessions that enhance the quality of life to endeavors that help others reach their fullest potential.

All these many years later, I still know I am not my income. I am not the lifestyle my income can afford me.

I let money serve its purpose. But I don't live to serve money.

I think that's why we have such a beautiful relationship. 
BELIEVE
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