
You ask me what is poverty? Listen to me. Here I am, dirty, smelly, and with no "proper"
underwear on and with the stench of my rotting teeth near you. I will tell you. Listen to me. Listen
without pity. I cannot use your pity. Listen with understanding. Put yourself in my dirty, worn out,
ill-fitting shoes, and hear me (Parker).

The bank called today and I told them my deposit was in the mail, even though I hadn't
written a check yet. It'd been a rough day. The baby I'm pregnant with decided to do aerobics on
my lungs for two hours, our three-year-old daughter painted the living room couch with lipstick,
the IRS put me on hold for an hour, and I was late to a business meeting because I was tired.

I told my client that traffic had been bad. When my partner came home, his haggard face
told me that his day hadn't gone any better than mine, so when he asked, "How was your day?" I
said, "Oh, fine," knowing that one more straw might break his back. A friend called and wanted to
take me to lunch. I said I was busy. Four lies in the course of a day, none of which I felt the least bit
guilty about (Ericsson).

I don't know whether history repeats itself, but biography certainly does. The other day,
Michael came in and asked me what a "jerk" was-the same question Carolyn put to me a dozen
years ago.

At that time, I fluffed her off with some inane answer, such as, "A jerk isn't a very nice

person," but both of us knew it was an unsatisfactory reply. When she went to bed, I began trying
to work up a suitable definition (Harris).

Do you feel like you're auditioning for the sequel to "Mean Girls"? Have you had it up to your well-
groomed eyebrows with the tricks of your clique? Do you hate following the dress code of your clique but
think you'll be dropped if you don't?

Are you holding back on approaching someone you'd like to be friends with because you
think she's in a group that's out of your league? Are you concerned about whether you'll still be
popular and included this year at school or whether you'll feel like an outcast - or worse, be picked
on?

Whether you're on the outside looking in or the inside wanting out, it can help to know
what makes cliques tick (Lyness).

Anytime the name of my country is spoken, emotions are elicited: joy, wrath, pride,
sadness, hope...the realm of possibilities is astounding in magnitude. This number is rivaled only by
the many varied definitions of what it truly means to belong to such an eclectic, diverse country.
Americanism—or patriotism—is a complex concept to think about. What does it mean? Does
taking pride in America stem from serving in the armed forces and protecting the citizens from
harm? Is an elderly lady active in her church's programs to feed and clothe the homeless a patriot?
Can people show their devotion in its entirety throughout the thirty-odd seconds it takes to recite
the Pledge of Allegiance? The answer is a resounding yes! (Autumn Grove Class of 2009).








