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The bell rang, the students quickly took their seats, and Mrs. Willhite began speaking
about the upcoming poetry assignment. Little did I know, but this would be the first literacy as a
writer experience in my life. Writing letters home while I was fighting two wars was another
time where my proficiency increased. Lastly, writing saved my life as | transitioned to civilian
life from military service.

| was an interesting student at Sherrard High School. | was always in trouble and could
never fully apply myself. While I cannot remember a teacher ever giving up on me, | can
certainly remember the amazing teachers | was blessed to have. Mr. Kovac a science teacher
was one such example, but Mrs. Willhite, my English teacher, truly stood out as an example of
what a teacher should be. She was an amazing albeit stern woman. The class and | were
assigned to tap into our personal lives and creativity, then construct a rhyming poem that
FRQYH\HG RXU KHDUIV FRQIHQN Dif iKDIl SHULRG LQ RXU HDUON OLYHV = KLOH , do not have the poem
anymore (it was lost quite a long time ago), | do remember how | toiled tirelessly to fully adhere
to the assignment and produce extraordinary results. Through this assignment, the tutelage of
my teacher, and my own inner ambitions, | planned to create a truly unique artistic creation that
QR RIKHU FRX0G FIDLP RU FRS\ULJKI 6RPH RIIKH SRHP HFKRHV LQ P\ KHDG DV , UHFDO0 LIV 0RQJ
GLVIDQI PHPRULHV  36IIDEEHG E\ D EODGH RI GDUNQHW FROG DV D ZLQWHUV QLIKli« = 6KRUI FURSSHG

and disrupted lines of text erupt into my brain. | am slowly remembering! | do hope that



someday the knowledge of that poem will come back to me. On the day that | presented and
read aloud my poem, that old English classroom was filled with the sounds of clapping and
FKHHULQJ 6XFK DV PDUYHORXV VSHFIDFOH i ZDV. OW = LOOKLIH LPPHGLDIHON FRPPHQIHG 3,V Wi
UHDOON GDUN DI \RXU KRXVH™" , ILUHG ULJKW EDFN ZUIK 32Q0\ ZKHQ , IXUQ liKH OLIKIV RIT ~ , ZDV DQG
still am a facetious smartass. After class, a friend asked if she could have a copy of the poem
that | had wrote, and hinted at what it had meant to her. Times like those make me wish that |
could be young again, but the wisdom | have found since then overshadows them, and now | am
merely humbled and left content knowing that | was able, in some small semblance and manner,
IR SRVUILYHON DIHFI VRPHRQH HOVHYV (LIH

Through the rigors of battle, every ounce of my being was tested. My body, spirit,

brain, morals, and innocence were all tested. | saw and did things



sparked me to pursue the art of letter writing. It was in this deployment and method that |
learned how to use words like an artist uses a paintbrush. My letters were always honest,

KHDUIIHOY DQG RYHUON ODYLVK ZLWK UHIDUGV IR WKH KLIKHW KRSHV IRU P\ (RYHG RQHV EDFN KRPH 37R



situations. Inaway, | was learning to live again by finally dealing with my trauma. Later still, |
would find the happy moments in those sad times and create positivity.

My literacy as a writer was greatly influenced by a poem written in a high school
English class, by writing letters home on deployments, and by writing about my combat
experiences. These examples are only part of a truly complex and lengthy path, and my
destination as a writer has not yet been reached. | will continue to develop my skills as a writer
and someday | will write a book based on my own experiences, successes, and failures, all with
the hope of my heartfelt words and most sincere wishes reaching a veteran whose life may be
impacted in a profoundly positive and uplifting way. | do know fully understand the power of
the words | write, but I can hope that they will be useful and bring peace to somehow who has

not known it for some time.



