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Sample Representative Profiles: Examples

“Where Should the Piece Start?” and student samples  
========

I. Two leads

   a) “’Life’” has a Different Meaning for Juveniles tried as Adults”

   b) “AN IMAM IN AMERICA: A Muslim Leader in Brooklyn, Reconciling 2 Worlds”

II. Two student samples

   #1) “Story Time with Jill”

   #2) “A Man with a Vision”

========

“Life” has a Different Meaning for Juveniles tried as Adults

June 1, 2011  Penn Points  Penn Manor High School Online News

By Bryan Hess and Sarah Schaeffer       http://www.pennpoints.net/?p=33925

“There is no time to blame only time to grow and learn from what you done wrong.”
These are the words of 32-year-old Anthony Rashan Lewis.  Fifteen years ago, at the age of 17, he was convicted of murder in the second degree after a robbery in Lancaster, Pa. ended in the death of the convenience store clerk.  Lewis didn’t plan the shooting, obtain the weapon or pull the trigger.  Nevertheless, Lewis will be in prison for the rest of his life, just like 472 other juveniles in Pennsylvania – the most of any state in the United States, say criminal experts.  It’s also more than in any country anywhere in the entire world.

Charging juveniles as adults and putting many of them away in state prisons for the rest of their lives is not without controversy even within Pennsylvania which leads the universe with this dubious distinction.  Should these youths, some as young as 11, be given a second chance or will they forever be a threat to society?

Should society attempt a risky rehabilitation or lock them up and throw away the key?

For this report, Penn Points contacted and maintained written correspondence with several juveniles who were charged as adults for their crimes and who are serving a life sentence in adult correctional facilities in Pennsylvania.  Excerpts from that correspondence appear in this story exactly as the inmates wrote.  No changes were made to correct grammar or punctuation.  The decision was made to let the young men tell their stories in their own voice.
“I dropped out of school 3 days into my Senior Year of High School. So with so much free time we just kept on finding ways to get money like burglaries and armed robberies and car thefts. These things eventually led up to what I’m really incarcerated for, a double homicide. So all of these things that I thought was fun and exciting, really wasn’t,” wrote 27-year-old Michael Bourgeois, another juvenile “lifer.”
“As an adult we know how to make the right decisions as a juvenile we struggle about what is the right decision to make, especially when it comes from peer pressure and drugs,” wrote Lewis, now 32 years old, from Rockview Correctional Institution, located in the mountains of Centre County, Pa.
Lewis certainly didn’t make the right decision t he night he agreed with a group of boys he had been hanging out with that a robbery would be a good way to get the money to score some marijuana.

Because one convenience store did not appear to have security cameras, it became the target.  The clerk, 38-year-old Michael Heath, was shot in the neck by one of the boys and bled to death while on the phone with police dispatchers.  He left behind a wife and son.

After Lewis’ trial and his second-degree murder conviction, some jurors said they were surprised that the youths could be sentenced to life in prison without possibility of parole.  The judge had not informed them of the mandatory sentence connected to the conviction of youths charged as adults for second-degree murder in Pennsylvania.

Even so, jurors cited the premeditation of the act, the fact the boys had gone home to get hooded sweatshirtsto wear and gloves, made them clear accomplices whether they were in the store during the murder or lookouts outside. They were unmoved during the trial when defense attorneys brought up the defendants low IQs.

“I was high that day and night but I just met most of my co-defendant’s who I was arrested with that next day,” recalled Lewis, “On the night of may 23, 1996, I was out with some friends and one them came up with a plan to rob someone or a place, like a store, well two of them made the plan inside one of my co-defendant house and came out and told all of us about the plan. I was to high to walk away from them so I stayed there, clueless, and didn’t care. Well that night it was getting chilly so I went home to get a sweatshirt, but the only one I had was the one that my friend give me to hold so I put it on and before I left my house I ask my Aunt for some money and took my medication, I was on.and left back to my co-defendant house. Well later that night we was driven to a street behind a store and that when thing’s took the wrong turn, and it’s funny because I was told be them to check out the store, and report back to them as I did, and I was told to be a look out, outside the store. And than I heard a gun shot inside the store, my co-defendant had shot the guy who was working inside the store. Everyone started to run, I was stuck for a few minutes and ran with them out of fear,” wrote Lewis.
(You can find the rest of the story, with pictures, at the web address under the title.)

NOTE: For this story, the authors won NSPA’s $1000 Brasler Prize for 2011, 

from the five First Place winners in print categories of the NSPA Story of the Year contest. http://studentpressblogs.org/nspa/2011-brasler-prize-winners-bryan-hess-and-sarah-schaeffer/

=================================================================

AN IMAM IN AMERICA

A Muslim Leader in Brooklyn, Reconciling 2 Worlds

by Andrea Elliott       March 5, 2006      nytimes.com/2006/03/05/nyregion/05imam.html

The imam begins his trek before dawn, his long robe billowing like a ghost through empty streets. In this dark, quiet hour, his thoughts sometimes drift back to the Egyptian farming village where he was born.

But as the sun rises over Bay Ridge, Brooklyn, Sheik Reda Shata's new world comes to life. The R train rattles beneath a littered stretch of sidewalk, where Mexican workers huddle in the cold. An electric Santa dances in a doughnut shop window. Neon signs beckon. Gypsy cabs blare their horns.

The imam slips into a plain brick building, nothing like the golden-domed mosque of his youth. He stops to pray, and then climbs the cracked linoleum steps to his cluttered office. The answering machine blinks frantically, a portent of the endless questions to come.

A teenage girl wants to know: Is it halal, or lawful, to eat a Big Mac? Can alcohol be served, a waiter wonders, if it is prohibited by the Koran? Is it wrong to take out a mortgage, young Muslim professionals ask, when Islam frowns upon monetary interest?

The questions are only a piece of the daily puzzle Mr. Shata must solve as the imam of the Islamic Society of Bay Ridge, a thriving New York mosque where several thousand Muslims worship.

To his congregants, Mr. Shata is far more than the leader of daily prayers and giver of the Friday sermon. Many of them now live in a land without their parents, who typically assist with finding a spouse. There are fewer uncles and cousins to help resolve personal disputes. There is no local House of Fatwa to issue rulings on ethical questions.

Sheik Reda, as he is called, arrived in Brooklyn one year after Sept. 11. Virtually overnight, he became an Islamic judge and nursery school principal, a matchmaker and marriage counselor, a 24-hour hot line on all things Islamic.

Day after day, he must find ways to reconcile Muslim tradition with American life. Little in his rural Egyptian upbringing or years of Islamic scholarship prepared him for the challenge of leading a mosque in America.

The job has worn him down and opened his mind. It has landed him, exhausted, in the hospital and earned him a following far beyond Brooklyn.

"America transformed me from a person of rigidity to flexibility," said Mr. Shata, speaking through an Arabic translator. "I went from a country where a sheik would speak and the people listened to one where the sheik talks and the people talk back."

This is the story of Mr. Shata's journey west: the making of an American imam.

Over the last half-century, the Muslim population in the United States has risen significantly. Immigrants from the Middle East, South Asia and Africa have settled across the country, establishing mosques from Boston to Los Angeles, and turning Islam into one of the nation's fastest growing religions. By some estimates, as many as six million Muslims now live in America.

Leading this flock calls for improvisation. Imams must unify diverse congregations with often-clashing Islamic traditions. They must grapple with the threat of terrorism, answering to law enforcement agents without losing the trust of their fellow Muslims. Sometimes they must set aside conservative beliefs that prevail in the Middle East, the birthplace of Islam.

Islam is a legalistic faith: Muslims believe in a divine law that guides their daily lives, including what they should eat, drink and wear. In countries where the religion reigns, this is largely the accepted way.

But in the West, what Islamic law prohibits is everywhere. Alcohol fills chocolates. Women jog in sports bras. For many Muslims in America, life is a daily clash between Islamic mores and material temptation. At the center of this clash stands the imam.

In America, imams evoke a simplistic caricature — of robed, bearded clerics issuing fatwas in foreign lands. Hundreds of imams live in the United States, but their portrait remains flatly one-dimensional. Either they are symbols of diversity, breaking the Ramadan fast with smiling politicians, or zealots, hurrying into their storefront mosques.

(You can find the rest of the story at the link at the top of the story)

==========================
Representative Profile - Student Sample #1

E block    January 21, 2013

Story Time with Jill


An on-screen character twirled around a metal poll, her suggestive movements controlled by a young girl’s fingers tapping away at a library-owned keyboard in Norwich, Conn. Librarian Jill Graboski decided she had to say something. She engaged the girl in conversation, only to discover that the girl’s mother was an exotic dancer, or a member of Norwich’s “eclectic population” as Graboski put it.  “Most of my outreach work [in Norwich] was explaining that the library was free and that it was for them and that it was okay if they didn’t know how to read,” Graboski said. “Here [in Newton], it’s a very affluent community, where people are beautifully in love with the concept of having a library in their town.”

It would be hard to fault a person for assuming at first glance that life as a librarian at the Newton Free Library is cushy. As a veteran of two other library systems since earning her masters in library science at Simmons College, Graboski knows firsthand just how lucky librarians at the Newton Free Library are. For these librarians, abundant resources, from finances to employees, present unique opportunities — but also unique challenges. 


Graboski herself is brown-haired and bright-eyed and uses the sort of wild hand motions that characterize those who are either slightly insane or very in love with what they’re doing. And unlike many of her co-workers, she’s young, “as young as my daughter,” said Sandy Leifeld, an assistant children’s librarian who leads book groups with Graboski.  


For the past two years, Graboski has served as the supervisor of children's services at the Newton Free library, where the operating budget for fiscal year 2011, the latest year on record, was $5,180,892. According to library director Phil McNulty, who is Graboski’s supervisor, this budget is in part responsible for the Newton Free Library’s high level of employee retention. “We have reasonably competitive pay levels. There are not a lot of places to step up to from here,” McNulty said. 

The money also trickles down to the children’s room, where Graboski spends her days among books boasting vivid illustrations and shelves designed for the under-five-foot crowd. With a large budget to buy books specifically for the children’s room, Graboski’s regular struggles include choosing which books to pull from the shelves so she can fit all the new purchases. “Sometimes people feel really emotional about it,” Graboski muttered as she weeded through a shelf of books geared toward professional librarians, some of which hadn’t left their shelf in over a year. “How can you get rid of a book?”


Privilege comes with responsibility, though, and Graboski knows it. With an overflow of old books that won’t fit on the shelves, the Newton Free Library sometimes donates its materials to less affluent communities. This process is not entirely straightforward, however. “It ends up being really racist and judgmental when you’re trying to donate books overseas. If these books aren’t good enough for our kids, they’re not good enough for any other kids,” Graboski explained. “Pluto’s no longer a planet in this country, so it’s no longer one over there.”


Even with a budget large enough to warrant giving away books, financial worries do not disappear. In one sense, Graboski feels pressure to spend more and spend early in the budget cycle, lest another city or library department overspend, thus requiring a transfer of children’s room funds. Yet on a recent afternoon, she clicked through Craiglist.com, searching for a toy train table to put in the picture book room, since those commercially available are too expensive for her to justify buying. Graboski’s opposition to full-price purchasing might also have something to do with her personality. When she wanted to investigate the children’s book buying budget in relation to book circulation at the Otis library in Norwich, where she worked for three years, Graboski, “found a correlation between circulation and budget received. Then she found articles to support her theory. One article contained a formula. She then projected what each budget line should be for each item purchased,” according to Jennifer Rummel, a young adult librarian who worked with Graboski in Norwich. 


Apart from dollar amounts, another statistic worth noting is 562,677, or the total number of print materials in the Newton Free Library’s collection in 2011. The library itself is the most active in the state, as measured in terms of foot traffic. By McNulty’s estimation, approximately 118,000 of the 562,677 volumes belong to the children’s department, rendering that department larger than most libraries’ total collections. “I’d equate [Jill’s job] to almost half the library directors’ in the state, what you have to do in terms of staff that she’s got,” McNulty said. “I could give [her] department twice as much physical square footage, and they would really put it to good use.” 


Graboski leads a staff fitting to the size of Newton’s collection; the children’s room has approximately ten employees. According to Bob Farwell, the executive director at the Otis Library, a librarian’s experience would be very different in a location with fewer employees.  “You probably have to be a renaissance person [in a small library],” Farwell said. “[At the Otis library], we don’t have the availability of resources that other, better-funded libraries would have. With a small library, I’d imagine that’s probably magnified.” When Graboski worked in a Cambridge branch library, she certainly was a renaissance woman, with tasks ranging from children’s book orders to adult reference work. McNulty cited a similar experience in Milton, where he previously directed a staff of one full-time and one-half time employee. “That’s much more typical,” McNulty said. 

Nevertheless, Graboski said, no two libraries are the same. “It depends on the people that you work with, the population that you’re serving, your collection. It’s so different,” she said. At the Newton Free Library, librarians like Graboski have the opportunity to specialize in specific areas of librarianship. Unless she is delivering materials to the library’s circulation hub or picking up new titles from the boxes delivered by Baker & Taylor book distributors, Graboski does not stray far from the children’s room. She can be found in her office, which is perpetually frozen midway through the cleanup process, at the circulation desk specially built so children do not need step stools to see their librarians, or among the stacks, consulting with pint-sizes patrons. 


Graboski even has time for creative programming. Last month, she and Leifeld led a children’s book group on a story about winter activities, its plot driven by cute and furry creatures. In keeping with the theme, Graboski decided the parents ought to wrap their children in toilet paper as snow people. Little Liam, however, had other ideas. As the boy insisted on wrapping his mom, Jill gave a hearty laugh, threw up her hands and just said, “There’s no right or wrong way.” 


Indeed, Graboski tackles all aspects of her job with just that sort of positive attitude. “If they come in with an off the wall kind of request, … [for example], my son is scared to have his hair brushed, we’ll find a book for that,” she said. “It’s supporting people’s right to read about whatever they find interesting, … [and] when you are able to find any sort of information, you feel great that you can really make the world not feel so big for people.”

====================
Representative Profile – Student Sample #2

1/20/13      E Block

A Man With Vision


David Ticchi is a teacher, a businessman, an entrepreneur, a volunteer, a traveller, an exercise buff, a born-and-bred Brockton native, and a devout Red Sox fan.


His office at Legal Sea Foods looks like any other: a phone, printer, and folders rest on his desk, and on the wall hang pictures and posters. Ticchi dresses sharply in a tweed jacket with a bluefish tie. He drinks from a Starbucks cup, reading an email that just came in on his computer.


He graciously welcomes me through the door and gestures for me to pull up a chair. He is alert and poised as we exchange commonplaces; he focuses his gaze in the direction of my voice. Indeed, the meeting is not atypical of any other business rendezvous or interview that I might have. The only anomaly is the long white cane that leans on the wall in the corner next to his chair.


Ticchi is blind.

Now 67, Ticchi currently balances a part-time teaching job at Newton North High School with duties as Special Assistant to the President of the Legal Sea Foods Corporation. Since becoming the first blind person to be certified to teach in Massachusetts back in 1969, Ticchi has paved a path of defiance, dispelling popular misunderstandings of blindness and disability.


“There are inconveniences and nuisances, but the biggest problem that we [the blind community] face is people's attitudes – people think we are less capable.” That is simply not true, Ticchi explains to me. “One can live a life by doing things in alternative ways.”


He notes that “the biggest challenge isn't the lack of sight.” And indeed, Ticchi manages effortlessly in the corporate office, making use of technology to adapt to the demands of the workplace. His Dell computer has a text-to-speech program that spits out the words on the screen at a lightning pace, too fast for anyone without a trained ear to understand. And the printer is equipped with a Braille plate to print out documents in the language of the blind. For handwritten notes, Ticchi uses his stylus to punch out dots in a blue notebook he keeps with him at all times.


Right now, Ticchi is preparing for an ethics class he will be teaching in an hour to a dozen new Legal Sea Foods managers as part of their training. He starts, he says, by reviewing a list of names of the trainees. He produces a plain white sheet of paper that would be blank if not for the code of raised dots etched on its surface. His hands glide over the sheet, reading left-to-right, absorbing the tactile information through his index fingers.


“I like to learn people’s names,” he says, because it helps him connect with students and colleagues. He alphabetizes the roster mentally, getting a fix for who will be at the meeting so he can address them personally later on. He’s good with names, but even better with numbers. “When I retire, I’m going to be a bookie,” he quips.


Ticchi’s facility was not gained without hardship. Blind from birth, and growing up on a farm in Brockton, Massachusetts during the 1950s, Ticchi was initially barred from public school. It was not until 1973 that U.S. schools had a legal obligation to accept disabled students, but his parents pressured the school district to allow their son to attend. Ticchi acknowledges that he “experienced some mean-spirited teasing [that] was intended to hurt feelings or physically,” but that “it went away and I made some wonderful friends.”


He credits his upbringing to his “wonderful parents,” who expected him to help around the farm, doing the various chores of changing water for the animals, collecting eggs, shoveling manure, shoveling snow, and mowing the lawn. “I was blessed,” said Ticchi. “It made me feel good about myself that I was contributing.”


After graduating from Holy Cross University in 1967, Ticchi sent out hundreds of resumes to prospective employers, looking for a job. But he said he “got nothing but rejections.”


“The bottom line was, I was facing some discrimination… for the first time in my life. People were thinking ‘less seeing is less capable,’” he said. According to the Federation of the Blind, the unemployment rate for working-age blind adults is 70%, far above the current U.S. national rate of 7.8%.


Dismayed, Ticchi then travelled to an Indian school in Santa Fe, deferring scholarships to both Cornell Law School and Dartmouth Business School. He “absolutely loved” his time in Santa Fe, and it was there that decided that he wanted to go into teaching.


But at the time, vision tests prevented blind people from applying for teaching certifications. “Many colleges and universities steadfastly refused blind students to major in education,” said Ticchi, but he preserved, obtaining his teaching license in Massachusetts in 1969.


Ticchi initially took up a post at Day Middle School, but he later moved to Newton North High School. Ticchi has taught both math and English, but currently he is involved in the Career/Tech Ed. Department.

Ticchi aspires to create more meaningful experiences for students in Newton North’s vocational program through that department, using his connection at Legal Sea Foods to place students in internships in everything from culinary roles to biology and graphic design.


And Ticchi has not wavered in setting his sights high: another goal is to expand the U.S. history curriculum at North to include more material on disability rights. As he points out, “Disability rights are civil rights [too].”


Mark Aronson, a Newton North Housemaster who has known Ticchi since 1996, says that Ticchi is a “legend”, beloved by his students because “he forms great relationships with [them].”

 
“He has the tricks of the trade,” said Aronson. “He could tell when kids were paying attention, he could surprise kids by saying ‘I see how happy you are’… he formed relationships, and continues to do so now.” Aronson said that he admires Ticchi for his “great integrity, compassion, humanity, and his moral compass.”


In describing his teaching style, Ticchi said, “I was the captain, but we [the class] did everything as a team.” Ticchi has maintained that tenet throughout his life: he believes that building a community and relationships are keys to success. “The bottom line,” he says, “is that no relationship will ever succeed without trust… husband and wife, man and woman, partners, young and old, teacher and student, business and employees. Look at international relations: wherever there’s war and strife, what’s broken down? Trust.”


Ticchi’s belief in trust is perhaps borne out of necessity: single and living in Cambridge, Ticchi relies upon public transportation and carpooling to get around, and upon friends – both blind and sighted – to help him with the everyday tasks of managing his home.


One of these friends is Sandra Simonson, who has known Ticchi for more than 25 years. They have established a routine – at least once a week, Simonson drops by Ticchi’s apartment to read and sort the mail, pay the bills and balance the checkbook, and deliver any supplies or groceries that Ticchi may need that he can’t pick up himself.


“I don't know what she looks like,” says Ticchi of Simonson, “but that’s not the most important thing about her. The most important thing about her is her integrity.” It all boils down to trust: Ticchi and Simonson have formed a bond so close that Ticchi doesn’t even think twice about handing over his credit card to pay a bill, or letting her open whatever envelopes come in the mail.


Ticchi was kind enough to invite me into his Cambridge apartment one afternoon, and put me to work sorting the mail before Simonson arrived. Sun streamed in through the balcony window, hot enough to heat the room on the cold January day. I reclined on the sofa in the sitting room, while Ticchi took the chair in front of his desk where some mail was already prearranged into carefully designated piles.


Ticchi says he likes to keep things neat, and it shows – his apartment is immaculate, and he requests that I remove my shoes after crossing the threshold. Its furnishings look no different than those of any other home, from his home workout equipment to the black easy chair by the window that he so enjoys. And yes, there are light switches and mirrors, too. What is more uncharacteristic are the mementos fixed to the walls: plaques from Harvard, Holy Cross, and the National Federation of the Blind; a framed collection of letters from his middle school class at Day; the Olympic torch that he carried when it passed through Boston in 1996.


We start going through the mail, him handing me envelopes one at the time and I opening and reading the contents aloud. Most of the time Ticchi can tell if something is junk just by feeling its weight and texture, but he passes it over to me anyway just to be sure. He identifies one letter as a plea for money just by noting the presence of a hard, circular object sealed inside. Sure enough, upon opening it, a nickel rolls out, wrapped in an epistle from a charity asking for a donation. Other letters are more personal: late Christmas cards, or correspondence from the National Federation of the Blind, where he is the treasurer. I open all the mail, and, after announcing what it is, either pass it back to Ticchi or throw it into the wastepaper basket at his instruction.


When Simonson arrives, she finishes the task and then proceeds to handle the financial communiqués that arrived, updating Ticchi’s checkbook for him. Ticchi trusts us implicitly, somehow sensing in our character that we mean him no ill will.


The sentiment is mutual: Simonson says, “What started out as doing a favor for a friend who needed assistance has become more about the friendship… David and I, I think, are very much on the same wavelength.”


Ticchi is an “independent, appreciative, and caring friend,” says Simonson. “He’s thoughtful of other people’s schedules, other people’s health, other people’s priorities… and has probably one of the most impressive list of friends of any other person that I know.”


The two share respect for each other. Aronson echoes this impression as well, saying, “I don’t think I’ve ever seen or heard him speak of anybody or act toward anybody in any other [way] than respectful.” It is precisely that quality has made Ticchi so successful, and it transcends his work in the professional setting, the classroom, and his personal life.


As an old 7th grade student of his at Day in the 1970s put it, “If eggs held people hunts, they’d all look hard to find a teacher just like you because you’re the best kind.”

=========
