
I remember him dying when I was in tenth grade, and I remember exactly what that meant to me. I remember 
trying to remember, trying to piece together everything I knew about him, because memories were all I had. Father of 
two, one of whom was my mother. Grandfather of two, one of whom was me. Lover of jazz. (He'd seen concerts by 
Glenn Miller and Benny Goodman both.) Greatest whistler in ten states. 

What I remember most is my grandpa trying to remember. Tangled neurons, clogged with plaque. Alzheimer's. I 
know the medical term. What I remember is the time he and Grandma came over for dinner, and he kept trying to rearrange 
the plates like it was his house-taking them out of the cabinets, re stacking them, putting them on different shelves. 

I didn't ever get angry at him, or cry my sinuses out for him. It wasn't so much like I'd lost him, more like he'd lost 
himself. That's what Alzheimer's is, after all: a loss of memory, recollections fading into gray. You're still there. Your 
memories aren't. 

I remember the week my grandfather died. There wasn't a day I didn't cry myself to sleep. I was remembering my 
grandfather, and how he remembered. 

I know this sounds old. I know you've all heard about how people are sad when they lose their beloved relatives. I 
know you've lost relatives. I know how you felt; you know how I felt. This is all old hat. 

But losing my grandfather was, to me, more than just grief, more than just some simple lesson in holding on to our 
loved ones. It was about something deeper, more personal. It was about memory. 

Everyone tells you that if you remember someone who's dead, they're not really gone. That's wrong. They're gone. 
Nothing can be done about that. But memory isn't about making people come back to life. It's about making your own life 
better-your life, and the lives of everyone else. 

I could try and dredge up some lesson Grandpa taught me about being the best, or never giving up, or taking responsi
bility, or something just as preachy and tired. But my grandfather didn't teach me anything as simple as that. He taught me 
that memory is what shapes this world, that memories of a better time are what drive us to recreate it, that memories of 
better people are what change us into the best of people. 

When a person dies, you want to bring them back. That's what most people feel. You learn to live life to the fullest, to 
never let a moment pass by. 

You have to remember. That's what I learned. You can't bring someone back. Memory is not a substitute for reality
it is a blueprint for the future. 

Memories are what we build upon. Memories of ourselves, our past, our families. You are who you are because you 
know who you were. Losing your memory isn't losing your mind; it's much worse. You forget where you came from, and 
you forget where you are. 

There isn't a day when I don't remember my grandfather. I miss him. But I know he can't come back, and I know that 
grief can't be the only thing you feel. You forget the past, and your future dwindles. You start trying to live only in the past, 
and the rest of your life, your future, just fades into gray. You have to remember. That's what Grandpa taught me. 

N CTE \Vriting Contests 

Promising Young Writers 
This contest is open to 8th graders. Students submit up 

to a ten page piece of their best writing (prose or poetry) and 
complete an impromptu essay, written in a supervised 75 
minute period. Nominations are sent in early January to 
NCTE. Thestudents' writing is sent to the State Coordinator 
by the same deadline. There is a $5 per student entry fee. 
The number of entries per school is determined by the size 
of school's 8th grade enrollment. Each school uses its own 
procedures to select nominees. 

Papers are judged on content, purpose, audience, tone, 
word choice, organization, development, and style. The panel 
of judges is assembled by the State Coordinator. The 
naximum number of winners is equal to the number of the 
state's members in the U.S. House of Representatives. 

For more specific entry details see www.ncte.org/ 
student awards/2003 PYW.shtml 
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vVriting Achievement Awards 
This contest is open to 11th graders. Students submit 

one writing sample of their best work, not to exceed 10 
typed, double-spaced pages. Research papers, term papers, 
or novels will not be accepted. Students also complete an 
impromptu essay on one of two assigned topics in a super
vised setting of not longer than two hours. Nomination 
forms must be sent to NCTE by mid-January. The im
promptu topics are mailed in March, and all best work and 
impromput submissions must be sent to the State Coordi
nator by mid-April. 

Papers are judged on content, purpose, audience, tone, 
word choice, organization, development, and style. The 
panel of judges is assembled by the State Coordinator. The 
naximum number of winners is equal to the number of the 
state's members in the U.S. House of Representatives. 

For more specific entry details see www.ncte.org/ 
student awards/achieve.shtml 
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