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1. Does the writer follow through on the requirements of the writing by showing careful 

attention to the writing process in the forms of pre-writing, drafting, significant revision, 

and proofreading? 

 ___ Exceptional  ___  Above average ___  Average  ___ Below Average   __ Unsatisfactory 

2. Does the writer follow through on the requirements of the writing assignment and 

achieve the purpose of the essay as defined by the assigned genre? 

 Exceptional ___  Above average___  Average___ Below Average __ Unsatisfactory 

3. Does the writer define an appropriate audience for the essay and then meet the needs of 

the audience, striking the right tone and attitude toward the audience? 

 Exceptional ___  Above average___  Average___ Below Average __ Unsatisfactory 

4. Does the writer adequately develop ideas through the specific use of details and by constructing 

carefully  organized ideas, paragraphs, and sentences?  

 Exceptional ___  Above average___  Average___ Below Average __ Unsatisfactory 

5. Does the writer avoid grammatical and mechanical errors that detract from the essay’s 

message, and write in a prose style appropriate to first-year college writing? 

 Exceptional ___  Above average___  Average___ Below Average __ Unsatisfactory 

An unsatisfactory in any one of the areas above results in a failed portfolio.  

 Grade: ________ 
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Only the Good Die Young
The band Queen sang “Only the Good die young. They're only flyin' too close to the sun. We'll remember --Forever...” and this quote truly displays how I feel when discussing the saddest, but most memorable event I went through. It all started on March 6, 2004, the day I will never forget. At around 8 am, that Saturday morning I was at my high school, Great Neck South, practicing lacrosse in the gym. I was sitting there after practicing waiting for my mother to come pick me up, when these two men in suits, who looked like detectives, came in the gymnasium doors asking for Coach Morrow, the boys lacrosse coach and one of the school’s deans. I was confused, but I didn’t think twice about what they were doing, it was none of my business.


Later that morning, I was sitting with my mom at Scobee Diner having breakfast after practice. All of the sudden she remembered that she had to call Marco, my brothers best friend, to wish him a happy seventeenth birthday or the “big one-seven” as he called it, even though it was a day late. There was no answer on his cell phone; we both figured it was too early for him to be awake after a long night of celebration, so my mother left a message.


Mid afternoon my dad came to pick me up to go see Passion of the Christ with him. On the way to the movies in College Point, Queens, I received a call from my mother. She was frantic on the phone, screaming, crying, and mumbling her words, but she is always screaming. So I didn’t think much of it until I finally heard those two words that I could understand, “Marco’s dead”, but in shock my father and I said I probably misunderstood what she said. We 
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headed back to my house to figure out the situation, and for those 15 minutes or so I had so many thoughts going through my head. I walked into my kitchen to see my mother crying, her black 
mascara was running down her face, and she said those two words again “Marco’s dead, he was in a car accident, he’s dead”. My brother was sitting at the kitchen table in tears saying “Dad, please make some calls to the local hospitals figure out what happened”, since my father is a surgeon. Instead my dad called Marco’s house, and his face went completely pale, like he couldn’t figure out what to say to my brother. He explained to my brother that Marco died in a car accident earlier that morning on Lakeville Rd. My brother immediately broke down; waterfalls were flowing out of his eyes. 
This impacted my brother, my family, and myself so much because Marco was my brother’s best friend for a long time, they spent everyday together causing ruckus and being teenagers. At one point in middle school they even looked alike with brown hair, brown eyes, and both were overweight waiting to have that growth spurt to six foot. Marco turned out to be such a handsome,” Italian stud” in high school.  My mom treated Marco like her own son. In the spring and summer I always used to wake up in the morning on weekends to the sound of my brother and Marco jumping on the trampoline, doing all sorts of flips. I would hear my mom screaming “Be careful” and “Don’t do that, you could break your neck!” They spent practically everyday together from my house, to upstate on skiing trips, to classes in school. Even when Marco had a girlfriend he still made time to hangout with my brother and come by the house. It seemed like I always had two older brothers, but only one by blood. The ironic part is a brother is supposed to be strict and protective over his little sister, but instead my brother wasn’t and his best friend Marco was. Marco acted like a big brother to me, he always tried to keep me in line 
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and keep me away from things that could harm me. At times I hated it, but now I look back and realize he just wanted the best for me. I remember when Marco even pulled me out of a party when I was a freshman; he came running up the stairs with a crutch because his friend had a broken leg. I swear I thought he was going beat up all those kids with a crutch or at least anyone near me. He didn’t want me exposed to that atmosphere. I wish I had never gotten mad at him for such childish things.

I couldn’t stay in the house anymore, I couldn’t handle or comprehend what was going on, and it was just so unreal to me. So my father took me to the movies, and ironically on that day we went to Passion of the Christ. I don’t think I remember any parts of that movie because my mind was somewhere else. After the movies I went with my mother to the site where Marco’s car hit the tree, and all his friends were also there. They told us that Daniel, my brother, was at Marco’s house with his family. My mother insisted that we don’t go inside the house; she thought we would be intruding plus she didn’t think she could handle what was going on in there. I forced her to go inside and try and deal. Right when she walked in she ran to Marco’s mother, Gail, and just broke down crying. Gail was crying and screaming, “where’s my son, I need my son”. After calming down, my mother and I went back to the site, to light a candle and say a prayer for Marco. Trying to sleep that night was impossible. I fell asleep crying thinking about the fact that Marco was dead. I kept thinking it was a nightmare and if just fall asleep I would wake up from it the next morning and everything would be back to normal.

The next day, was just shitty, sorry for my language, but that is how I felt. It wasn’t a nightmare, it was real. It didn’t feel like Marco was really gone. As my mother and I were going though pictures, we decided to laminate them and place them on the site of the car accident, 
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along with candles, flowers and other memorabilia of Marco. I don’t think my brother slept home either night when this happened, he said he needed to be with his friends, who were going through the same thing he was. Throughout the day though details on what exactly had happened were arising, including a broadcast on the news. Marco was on his way back from dropping his girlfriend off at her house early that morning so she could be home in time for Driver’s Education. His mother screamed at him out of her window saying, it’s too early don’t drive, but he didn’t listen. On the way back from dropping her off, he fell asleep at the wheel and crossed lanes on Lakeville rd. a few blocks from his house, until he hit a tree. A two by four went through his steering wheel to hit his chest, but not puncture it. He was pronounced dead at the scene. I hoped that it went quickly, so he didn’t feel any pain from the accident.


On Monday I decided to go to school to hear the morning announcements. It ended up that my brother, Marco’s girlfriend, close friends and I, were all put in the conference room along with the guidance counselors, school psychologists, and some faculty. They had breakfast there for us, and if any of us needed help or comfort they were there for us, but I didn’t really want to talk to anyone at the time. After we all went through pictures and talked, I left school with my brother’s friends to go have lunch, before the wake, and stopped to get wristbands made in memory of Marco. They were green, red, and white (the colors of the Italian flag) and had M.L imprinted on them, which stood for Marco Lazzinnaro.


The four wakes were probably the hardest part of this whole ordeal. I had never seen a dead body before in front of me, especially someone I loved and thought of as part of the family. Marco just didn’t look the same, I always knew him to have a smile on his face, instead he was cold to the touch, very serious looking, and had a pale face, but you could tell that his face had a 
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tint of black and blue to it from the accident. For his seventeenth birthday Marco got a gold watch, but sadly he only got to wear it in the casket. There were pictures and other memorabilia in the casket.  It seemed like a nightmare, and that he wasn’t really dead that was just a dummy model of his body. Everyone was sobbing and crying, the line to go up to the casket was out the door. I held my tears until the last wake, when I realized that it was going to be the last time I saw Marco.


Norte Dame Church in New Hyde Park was not only the place I made my communion when I was younger, but ironically the church for the funeral mass. It was packed, there were no seats left. Fellow students and faculty, friends and family, all came to give their respects. I sat with my mother and father and that was the first time I saw tears come out of my dads eyes. My brother walked down the aisle with the casket in tears, along with Marco’s close friends and family. Originally I thought they would carry the casket down on their shoulders, but I guess it was unsafe to do that since everyone was crying and weak. I can’t imagine the pain my brother was feeling inside, having to walk his best friend down the church aisle in a casket. Marco’s older brother gave such a touching speech, and stated certain memories he shared with Marco, that it put everyone in tears. You couldn’t see his eyes though; he wore sunglasses to cover his emotion. Outside the church people were hugging anyone, who just looked like they need some extra comfort. I remember my brother receiving a hug from one of his classmates that he really didn’t get along with, this shows that in a time of sadness, people you don’t expect to be there for you, will be no matter the circumstances. 
After the mass, most of his close friends, and family went to the burial, at St. Johns Cemetery, where my grandfather was buried as well. When the casket was lowered and roses 
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were thrown, it really hit me that he was gone, he was in Heaven and this was the closing of his life. I don’t think I’ve ever cried so much, or seen so many people, or ever my brother cry as much. I knew everyone was hurting in some way and I still don’t think it was fair for someone so good to die so young. 

Marco’s Mass card states “Fill not your hearts with pain and sorrow, but remember me in every tomorrow, Remember the joy, the laugher, the smiles, I’ve only gone to rest a little while”. Each and every day, I think of Marco. I always wonder, what if he didn’t drive that morning? What if he just waited till later that morning? Maybe he wouldn’t have had that accident. But always wondering “what if’s” can cause a person to go insane. You can’t let yourself wonder what if, but rather you have to accept what happened and try to pull through it. You don’t have to forget though, just remember the good times you shared like the joy, the laughter, and the smiles. Marco always said, “Live life to the fullest.” I never let little things get me down because I know I’ve experienced worse.  Marco’s death has helped me grow up. Even though Marco is not here anymore to guide me like he always did, he still left a huge impact on my life and still influences me each day. This event taught me that in the end I am still here; I am still living each day, and I should live my life to the fullest possible for him because now he can’t. I know Marco is still watching over me each day, but he just isn’t able to talk to me. I think before I make certain choices, and I try to make sure I am not doing the wrong thing. I don’t let a bad test grade, or a stupid fight bother me because there is always a way to fix things, but there isn’t for Marco, until I am with him in Heaven.
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Forza Italia!


I’m sitting here on these cold metal bleachers inside this big bubble like structure that I never knew even existed. It was in Cunningham Park in Queens, behind the tennis bubble that had been there for years. It was like an indoor stadium with two fields of turf. I was freezing because the air conditioning was blasting so the players didn’t get too hot. I guess the maintenance people weren’t very concerned about the spectators getting too cold. Men were walking in with business suits on; I could only assume they had just gotten off work. Even my friend was in his dress clothes from work, he had to rush to the bathroom to change. All the coaches and fathers were speaking Italian, “Affrettarsi su i ragazzi” (Hurry up boy’s). I was sitting there looking around like “What the hell are these people saying?” Before the game even got underway I noticed the other team on the field were speaking Spanish, because as time was running out on their game, one player kept screaming over and over again “Pase la pelota del fútbol”( Pass the soccer ball).

The team name was Cosma E Damiano, which stands for two Italian saints. When they finally got on the field, they didn’t have much time to shoot around besides a few shots to warm up the goalie, who happened to be my friend Pasquale. I asked him right before the game started if he was nervous, all he had to say was “Of course not, I’ve been doing this for years duh!” Their coach was screaming “Venete qui uomini, andiamo” (Come here boys, let’s go!) because the game was about to start. You could tell right off the bat that the opposing team wasn’t that 
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good or as into the game, and they were also so much younger, I’d say about sixteen or seventeen years old. All the players on Pasquale’s team were about twenty to thirty, rocking the same hair style, the “fo hawk”. It’s supposedly a very European hair style, but to me it just made all the guys look like they had a sharks fin on their head. 
The first pass turned into the first goal for their team. Pasquale’s team was playing so well, passing as much as they could and not joking around. I already knew that they wouldn’t be joking around because of the way they were warming up before the game; they did everything to the tee. The other team tried so hard to steal the ball from them, but they couldn’t seem to get a break. It was more like a game of keep away because the opposing team just kept running after the ball after each pass. They also subbed in players a lot, to give each other a break. You hear the players scream out the players name and go “Uscire” (Come out). Now once the score was 5 to 0, their coach yelled to them “Passare intorno, non sparare altrettanto” (Pass around, don’t shoot as much). So Pasquale’s team started to work on passing around and not scoring because that shows good sportsmanship, but the spectators, who were the father’s of some of the players kept yelling “Segnare uno scopo” (score a goal), every time they got a chance. 
The other team had a few chances, including a penalty kick on Pasquale, and they scored. The father’s had no idea what was going on, they kept asking me “Perché il calcio di punizione?” (Why the free kick?). I had no idea what these men were saying, until one of the father’s asked me in English, and I still had no idea why the opposing team got a free kick. I must have looked like an idiot or something. The score became 6-2 still in the first half, which was only thirty minutes long. Pasquale’s team continued to score goals all the way to 10 to 3. 
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The second half came around, and Pasquale’s team still had a lot of energy and all the players were still determined to play their best even though they were winning. The game itself started to become boring, because the other team became lazy and kept letting in goals. There was one play that confused the fathers sitting next to me and myself. The opposing team got another penalty shot, but we had no idea why. After the game Pasquale told me that he had stepped out of his box and touched the balls with his hands, but because I was on the sideline none of us could tell that’s what he did. Another play I remember was when Pasquale received the ball and decided to be cool and take the ball up himself and leave the net open. His coach screamed “Nessuna nessuna fermata si trastulla” (No no stop messing around). Pasquale laughed it off and ran back to the net after passing to his fellow teammate. The game ended with a score of 15 to 4, and obviously Pasquale’s team was the team with 15 goals scored.

After the game I asked Pasquale all the things he was saying, and he just laughed when I tried to speak Italian. When I played for NY HOTA for a few seasons, my coach used to scream in Spanish to certain players such as myself, and one other girl, who understood what he was saying. It’s good to have those capabilities because than the opposing team probably won’t understand what the coach is trying to get the player to do.

I know that when I used to play indoor soccer, it was to keep in shape through out the winter season in preparation for the coming spring. I wouldn’t take it seriously at all though because it was more for fun than a game we have to win. This team’s goal was they have to try their best and win every game because they loved the feeling of winning. They didn’t take it as just a fun game that they can joke around while playing. They were having fun playing the best they could and trying to win because playing soccer is what they love. It was just a little weird 
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that I had no idea that men in their thirties, with families took time out of their day to drive to this hidden bubble in Cunningham Park to play a little futból Americano.

The most interesting part of the game was hearing his coach scream in Italian and somehow all the players understood what the coach was saying, meanwhile I was sitting there not understanding anything. I really enjoyed watching this game because it’s not like other games I’ve seen, the players connected so well, spoke in another language, and showed so much passion in the game. It also caused me to miss playing soccer like I used to as much as I got tired of it theirs always a part of me that would like to kick around a soccer ball every so often.

When I look back at all the teams I’ve been on and the games I’ve played I’m able to compare this game to it. I was on the New Hyde Park Lady Tigers starting in fourth grade and this team was the only team I can really say resembled Pasquale’s team. All the players on my team connected so well, but only because we had been playing together for about six years, until I was in 9th grade. Some of us played together even before fourth grade. We all loved the game so much when we were younger, and we were the top team to beat at the time. As years passed though we lost interest, and you could see it through our playing. We didn’t practice as much, and on the field we didn’t take the game seriously. I feel that since we all started high school we didn’t have as much interest in spending our weekend mornings playing soccer. Than in 9th grade the team broke up because none of us seemed to want to play anymore, but some of us like myself went to another team to continue our soccer career. The reason I found this game so intriguing was because even at age twenty and thirty these players still had so much passion for the game, even when playing guys half their age right after work, and sometimes I still had such a passion for the sport.
