Student Diana Concepcion_______________ English 1000C Essay Number_1________

ESSAY COVERSHEET
Instructions: For each essay, complete a coversheet after you have written a discovery draft and then submit the coversheet with all subsequent drafts of the essay, revising the coversheet as needed if your approach to the essay changes.  You may write on the back of this sheet if you need more room.
1.
In a word or phrase, describe your topic. Maturing ________________________

2.
In a word or phrase, give your working title. Student_______________________

3.
Complete the following sentence that tells why you are an insider on this subject; that is, what qualifies you to write on this subject?


I am an insider on this subject because it is about my own experience and is a clearly remembered story I am retelling an audience.

4.
In two to four sentences complete the following, which should describe your target audience in specific terms: class, gender, race, age, educational level, geographical location and the like.


My target readers are my peers to trigger s sense of youth.  I want my readers to remember their childhoods and become aware of their notable change of child to adult.  I want them to also become aware of what childlike qualities they still have and are important to hold onto.
I have chosen this specific audience because as a young adult I know my peers are still are learning from life experiences and are only beginning to become aware of priorities.  Young adults have a strong sense of childhood because they are recently getting out of it. 

5.
Complete the following statements that indicate (a) the purpose that you want to achieve in writing this essay for this specific audience and (b) the response you expect from this audience.



My purpose in writing this essay is to trigger childhood memories and family appreciation.

I hope my audience will respond by being amused and touched. 
6.
Complete the following sentence to indicate what value your essay holds for its readers.


My readers will benefit from reading this essay by becoming aware of dreams and a love of future and life.
7.
In a word or phrase, identify the role you are playing as the author of this essay:  Are you writing in your role as a university student, new parent, concerned citizen, dedicated worker, or what?

Young adult

8.
In a complete sentence, state your thesis.  Be sure that this statement is the same thesis that appears in your essay.

“I didn’t realize at the moment just how significant the night would turn out to be: in my eyes I walked into that hall as a mature child but in my mother’s eyes I walked in as a young woman.”

Fifteen Candles, My Mother and I

I can still feel the weight of my dress, straps of shoes squeezing my feet and lights in my eyes as I walked into Bruno’s on the Boulevard on March 13, 2004 prepared for the evening that waited.  It was now five days past my fifteenth birthday, the one my mother and I had planned for years to celebrate.  I didn’t realize at the moment just how significant the night would turn out to be: in my eyes I walked into that hall as a mature child but in my mother’s eyes I walked in as a young woman.  


That morning, I awoke to a smell of roses and coffee expanding from the kitchen into the entire first floor of the house.  My mother was completing the last touches of pins and decorations for the party containing red and white roses.  Red is the color of passion and ivory is the color of purity, sincerity.  These colors are characteristics of my mother, characteristics I only began to respect and admire as I matured.  As a young teenager I chose them not because of what they symbolized but because they looked beautiful together.  They were used, for the gowns and tuxedos to be worn by my court (the friends and cousins who made an entrance and danced with me as an opening to the party), the cake, my souvenirs, my decorations, and my fifteen candles.  As much as I wanted to help my mother complete her tasks, I had to take my dancers and myself to Christy’s house to prepare like princesses for a ball in my dreamy state of mind.  Christy is an old friend of the family who held a salon in her home.  At ten in the morning six girls arrived at her house and at five left with hair dues and make up.  My mother stayed home exhausting herself without a problem.


Our next task was to go home and get dressed.  When we arrived at my house, the other half of my court, the young men sat in my living room with tuxedos and the polished shoes we selected together.  My mother and I got dressed in her room, me particularly needing extra help with my hundred pound dress. But first, I opened a white box and removed the blue fabric covering my pearls, the pearls I have only worn twice so far.  I took them out with careful delicacy as they were the most expensive piece of jewelry I have ever worn and most importantly were significantly given to me by my godmother who watched me with pride.  Mami slipped the pearls around my neck, then into my ear piercing.  She looked amazed as she told me in Spanish that I looked precious.  She instructed me on how to carefully put on my dress and closed it behind me.  I’ll never forget the look in her eyes.


Soon a twenty-passenger limousine arrived at my house.  Behind me, family was carrying the back of my dress and my date Abel helped me walk down my porch stairs, across the sidewalk and into the limo.  We sat in the last seat facing the rest of the limo, my parents, my brother, my court, my godparents and my photographer.  I was slowly sinking further into my skirt but I kept reaching up to change the radio as my mother complained for me to lower it because my godmother who was not in condition to hear loud, nerve-racking music was in the limo.  Although she frustrated me, she had always had good intentions.  Soon, we pulled up to the hall.  My stomach was in knots but somehow I managed to force myself out of the limo.  A hand reached out to me.  First came out my hair, my head, my arms, and then the remaining weight from my skirt.  


Inside was a small waiting room in which the court waited for the guest to arrive in order to make our grand entrance.  We sat on the couch laughing, joking, talking and eating.  From inside, I could hear the arriving guests.  When the door opened, some peeked inside.  Soon we had to make our entrance and my choreographer began to prepare us to do so.  The announcer, who was the owner of the hall, began with presenting my parents, then each couple within my court in size order beginning with the shortest.  They entered to a fast pace song.  My partner and I entered separately.  I entered to a slow instrumental with a feeling of both excitement and nervousness mixed at the pit of my stomach.  The tears began to role down my face and I struggled to walk my skirt across the dance floor, up to my seat.  I stood and faced the hall, my family. 


The next step of our grand entrance was the changing of the shoes symbolizing my changing from a child to an adult.  My father changed my ballerina slippers to my high heeled shoes and like any man he needed help buckling them.  My mother ended up tying my shoes.  I laughed at this with tears still dripping from my eyes.  He stood from the floor and I from my chair to then proceed walking to the center of the dance floor, precisely below the large, golden bright chandelier.   I was proud, satisfied, and happy and wasn’t paying any attention to the watching eyes surrounding the dance floor.  It was only my father and I.  Then my cousin’s son interrupted.  Ever since he was an infant I would dance him to sleep and as he grew he didn’t like for me to do the same with anyone else, not even my father.  I picked him up and he laid his head against mine.  We all danced together.  My father was now ready to walk me to my date.


Abel took my hand and we lead the court into our organized positions for the dance.  My mother was on the other side and watched me with pride, having same expression my godmother had when I put on my pearls.  I smiled at her. When I turned around I could see the court ahead.  I barely remember thinking about what I was dancing.  We had practiced so much that in a way it just came to me.  I see now from watching the video how amused we all were during a particular part where the girls were spun in constant circles around the floor.        

The night continued to quickly pass.  I don’t remember sitting down except for when I ate.  The majority of the night was spent dancing with my family members, mostly my brother.  I can still see the crowded floor and Abel competing with a child.  The party was over too quickly.  

Still pumped up from the days work and excitement, my friends and I decided it would be fun to have a sleepover that night.  Of course, I needed my parents’ permission but my mother said we couldn’t do it and I didn’t understand why.  She told me there was no space because we already had family from Puerto Rico and Dominican Republic sleeping over who visited for my party.  I was furious.  So much work, so much planning directed by my mother and she wouldn’t even let me have a sleepover?!  My frustration led to feeling like I let her take complete control over this event that was supposed to be controlled by me.  My friend Natalie comforted me.  After a talk with her I calmed down.  She made me realize I didn’t really explode out of anger for my mother but because the entire planning of the event built up my stress.  

We went to my house with my parents after the guests were gone.  Since my house was crowded with visitors, Natalie and I had to sleep on a mattress in the living room.  Before going to bed, she helped me open my presents, cards and count money.  We ate cake and went to bed.

I woke up the next morning to the family that had spent the night at my house.  I was ready to separate my fifteen candles which are traditionally dedicated and handed to important people by the birthday girl.  I found most of them missing and asked my mother where they were.  She sent them to my grandparents and some other family members in Dominican Republic! This time I was even more upset and argued with her. I stopped myself and lay down on her bed which was the closest to try and relax.  I began to cry and she entered the room crying as well.  She told me that all she wanted was for my birthday to be special.  She didn’t know I planned who I was going to give the candles to because I had told her before that I didn’t know.  I wanted to individually give them to people who are part of my every-day life in to show my appreciation for them but I couldn’t any more.  They were given to people I barely even see, who barely know me.  She apologized and tried to think of ways to fix the situation but nothing could be done.  She honestly did not think I would mind and what she did was another way of her showing our shared love for the family.  I thanked her for everything and said it was ok that I love her.  I now realize that day was not only important to me but just as meaningful to my mother.  She was proud and happy.  The entire night was designed by me but led by her.  She was my guide as she has been my guide throughout my life and for that I could never be angry.      

I had the sense of youth, love and appreciation for everything and every person around me.  I wanted the world that my parents always made me believe was reachable.  I now realize one has the world by the way in which life is led and how he or she accepts that regardless of age, one is constantly learning and growing with the belief that all is possible including a passion for the simplest aspects of life, family, dreams and love.  Within my mothers eyes I see love, dreams and everything I have come to stand for as I have matured into the woman she saw me as the night of my Quinceañera.

Diana,

This is a touching story, and you have somehow managed to describe it in a way where your emotions and feelings about your mother come across as authentic. That’s hard to do, so congratulations on that. I’m glad to see how hard you are working on this project. You have really made some significant changes. I hope you like it better.  I know I do. If I were to give this paper a grade now, it would be a B. Keep on improving it by looking for places where you can still make it come more alive for the reader. Just a little more work and it’ll be ready to go! It is coming along nicely.

