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Dedication

To all the teachers who took it upon themselves not only to teach, but to enlighten my soul, thank you for everything.  Sharing your patience and care along with your knowledge, you are a major reason I am who I am today, personally as well as intellectually.  I thank you from the innermost depths of my heart, mind, and soul.  This portfolio is for you all, a reflection of your teachings throughout the years.

Yesterday is a dream, tomorrow but a vision. But today well lived makes every yesterday a dream of happiness, and every tomorrow a vision of hope. Look well, therefore, to this day. 

--Sanskrit Proverb—



Appreciation

Dear Grandpa,


I miss you so much.  It has been years now since you passed away, and I should have forgotten by now.  But I haven’t.  We had the greatest times when you were here: catching moss fish in Pioneer Park, telling stories on your back porch in the middle of a raging thunderstorm, shopping at goodwill, and driving way too slow in your awesomely ugly orange Dotson.  All those great times, and I know you were aware how much I loved you, and how much I idolized you.  But, as I have grown I have noticed your influence where I didn’t before.  All those stories you told, all the times you read to me from the Bible; I did not realize the significance it would have on me.  In my teenage years, my faith life and my church have become so important to me, and I had no idea how your words and memories would guide me in my everyday life.  I thanked you for a lot while you were still here on earth, here with us, but I didn’t know to thank you for the future.  For all these new amazing things I am discovering about your importance, and your influence.  I guess that’s why I am writing to you now, to thank you for continuing to be there for me as I grow.  Your words reverberate in my head with every decision I make.  Thank you so much for being there for me still.  Everything that I do, everything that I am, is striving for your approval.  I love you and miss you so much.

The greatest of all appreciation,

Jake Beck



I am from…

Ahh! As I cascade, fall, tumble into brilliantly frigid waters, expelling a tremendous explosion on impact

I am from…

Dust particles hanging in the air, the fading sunlight sparkling off each individual speck, as I barrel down the winding dirt road into peaceful oblivion

I am from… 

The camaraderie of sweat, blood, and tears shared on a hallowed field

I am from…

The rolling knot of everlasting competitiveness buried deep within my gut.  The manipulation, mind games, and deviance that come with it.  “The will to win” and all its wicked accomplices.

I am from…

Shadows of the dawn cutting their image sharply into the overhead of a tent, protecting for a moment the last remaining drops of the morning dew

I am from…

Too many people talking at once…noise, confusion, cramping, and the flawlessness of a much too large family

I am from…

The last dying rays of a sunset, striking out from their source with such authority and emotion, and gripping my soul with a tender warmth

I am from…

Steadfast allegiance to all whom return it: an unspoken, unheard, understood oath of undying loyalty.

I am from…

Rosary beads worn to mere nubs, as proof of my susceptibility, as well as God’s ingenuity

I am from…

A relentless supply of “so what’s,” “who cares’” and “life goes on’s”

I am from…

The relief of a pine-needle woven comforter beneath a ceiling of real glow in the dark stars

I am from…

Nowhere

I am from…

Anywhere

I am from…

Right here.  Right now.  With all of you.  Living life, loving life, and having fun.




Elementary School Piece

Elementary school work is actually somewhat of a tender issue at the moment.  After searching and searching and searching, it appears that all of my elementary school work was lost while we have boxes full of my brother’s.  Very peculiar if you ask me.  I decided to write about a high school work instead, because I managed to keep some of those out of the trash.  My elementary school work most likely would have been a report on Conestoga wagons that I did that would have been typical of me at this age.  Half was done beautifully, researched and cited.  The other half was total plagiarism.  Elementary school years were marked by inconsistency, but always just enough to get the A, except for the occasional high B.


Middle School Piece

“Memories”

Catching moss fish in the park

Playing hide and seek in a tree

His soft hands caressing me

Sleeping on the back porch

Telling stories way past dark

His soft hands caressing me

Slowly getting older

Not sleeping in his own bed

Strangers bringing food

His soft hand still caressing me

Middle School Response
"We don't read and write poetry because it's cute. We read and write poetry because we are members of the human race. And the human race is filled with passion. And medicine, law, business, engineering, these are noble pursuits and necessary to sustain life. But poetry, beauty, romance, love, these are what we stay alive for."

--John Keating, Dead Poet’s Society—
Sixth grade was an overwhelmingly tough year.  At the beginning of the year, my Grandpa was placed in a nursing home, and he hated it.  It was an extremely tough decision, and one that put intense tension on the fabric which held my Mom’s family together.  For the first time in my life, everyone that had always been there for me, everything that was certainty in my life, was falling apart at the seams.  The easiest way for me to cope with all of it was to focus on the better times, the happier times.  Yet, however much I tried to forget my problems, they were always there.  A continuous burden on all of my thoughts.  Poetry was a perfect form of expression, and temporary shelter from everything.  It was something I could lose myself in.  This piece reflects my life during this time perfectly, as I am content in my reminiscence but fearful of my reality.


The imagery I used in this poem is hold the most significance, in terms of the poem’s purpose.  This poem was intended to reassure myself, and enlighten others as to just how much my Grandpa cared for me.  When I sat, trying to think of an image that portrayed my Grandfather’s love for me I pictured a great many thing.  I saw him rubbing my hair and laughing at me.  I saw him holding my hand as we crossed the street.  I saw him hoisting me into a tree.  I saw him throwing me a baseball in the backyard.  With every image, there was one recurring hidden image: my grandpa’s hands.  His soft, worn skin perfectly symbolized the gentleness of his companionship, and the method through which his love was expressed.  No matter what, those soft hands were always there to hug me when I needed a hug, hold me when I needed to be saved, or entertain me when I was bored.  They were constant.  Which is why the next major element of the work is equally important, the repetition.  At the end of each stanza the phrase “his soft hand caressing me,” is repeated.  Whether the rest of the stanza has an optimistic or a depressed tone to it, the statement is still there.  This repetition parallels my life, for no matter what my grandpa, his hands, were always there for me.  Whether I was happy or sad, they were there.  Whether it was a good day, or a terrible day, they were always there for me.  It was the love that existed in his hands that got me through this period of my life, and this poem is an expression of what that love meant to me. 


High School Piece
Jacob Beck

12/18/03

I can see a slight glimmer off of a creek hundreds of feet down, past the furriness of the treetops, across the flowing fields, nestled snuggly in a rolling pore of the earth’s crust.  Moving out of the darkness of the forest onto a slab of cool granite jutting abruptly out of the hill, the wind slams into my face with enough initial force to blow my hair back before settling to a low whisper once again.   I stand a speck of time amongst giants.   As the sun rolls almost out of sight, the last dying rays reflect with such authority and brilliance off of the mounds and hollows of the earth, that all at once one cannot bring themselves to look away, but also it is too awe-struck to look directly at it.  The vibrant rays of the sun, losing some of their vigor from their bounding path across the earth, are then smoothly and softly absorbed into the clouds where they can rest until daybreak.  With the sun evaporating before my eyes, a sudden coolness of the forest overtakes me.   A crisp, refreshing breath whistles up through my nose and pours down into my lungs.  I close my eyes and hear nothing.   The loudness of nothing makes my heart skip a beat.  Before moving back once again toward normalcy and everyday turmoil, I take one last draw of the tart evergreen air, let it swirl for a moment within me, and ejaculate it with a smile in the knowledge that there is always tomorrow night. 

My special spot, a cliff along Sheep Creek where I go to watch the sunset, defines me by stripping me.  It strips me of every stereotype, compliment, insult, thought or action by which I am so heavily clothed every day.  It strips me past a point of reflection, to a point of simple idleness.  At this place, no matter what course my life might be on, I can go there and watch the world move by, and be the same me over and over again.   In this regard, the place in fact adds nothing to me, as many perceive something great and amazing must do.   However, when I let out that last deep breath and step towards every day life again; I am myself, not more and no less, and because of that, I am ecstatic.
High School Piece Response
Most of my high school essays have been near perfect once completed.  Perfect grammatically, perfect in form, excellent fluency, superb evidence and insight.  I have been taught to take any paper I write, and be able to change it into a first rate essay.  An essay that, by the book, is most likely near flawless.  This piece is entirely different.  It has never been revised.  It has never been peer-edited or self-edited or teacher-edited.  Jane Schaffer’s influence on writing is no where to be found.  It exists in its purest form to this day, the words and phrasing exactly the same as when the pencil lead first scratched them onto the paper.  By most English teacher’s and grading rubric’s opinions this is no where near my best work of my high school career.  However, this paper has something that no other work of my life has displayed so adamantly: genuine passion.  

I don’t know if it was my personality, or my environment, or my parent’s influence, but, I have never been one to idolize structure.   One of my biggest struggles throughout my education has been forcing myself to confine my ideas within the scope of the teacher’s assignment.  My favorite activity has always been the free-write.  It is one of the few activities in school which gives the student almost unhindered freedom of expression.  This particular piece was written for Mrs. McGraw’s Junior English class, and was written in response to a prompt that was simply: write about your favorite place.  She stressed that form and structure were not important.   All that was important was embracing the English language, and portraying your place. I could barely contain my excitement, I did not have to worry about changing tense, or syntax, or diction.  I could concentrate on taking all of my emotion for this place, all of my passion and love and excitement, and expressing it on paper.  In retrospect, one could easily analyze this piece in terms of its use of the literary devices of imagery, diction, and tone.  However, that would not be doing it justice.  Rather, to analyze this piece, one must read it and describe how they feel before, during, and after they read it.  If their feelings changed at one or more of those points, then the piece was successful.  The true power, the true greatness of any work of art is if one can feel the artist’s passion through the medium. Be able to look past the detail, and feel what the artist must have felt.  To me, this paper is not simply my best, it is a work of art.


Song Lyrics

Looking back now, well it makes me laugh 
We were growin our hair, we were cuttin' class 
Knew it all already, there was nothing to learn 
We were strikin' matches just to watch 'em burn 

Listen to our music just a little too loud 
We were hangin' in there with the outcast crowd 
Headin' to the rapids with some discount beer 
It was a long train tussle but we had no fear. 

Man I don't know, where the time goes 
But It sure goes fast, just like that 
We were wanna be rebels who didn't have a clue 
With our Rock n' roll T-shirts, and our typically bad attitudes 
Had no excuses for the things that we'd done 
We were brave, we were crazy, we were mostly 
Young 

Talked a good game when we were out with the guys 
But in the back seat we were awkward and shy 
Girls were a mystery that we couldn't explain 
And I guess there are some things that are never gonna change 

Man I don't know, where the time goes 
But It sure goes fast, just like that 
We were wanna be rebels who didn't have a clue 
With our Rock n' roll T-shirts, and our typically bad attitudes 
Had no excuses for the things that we'd done 
We were brave, we were crazy, we were mostly 
Young 
Young, Young, Yeah Wishin' we were older 
Young, Hey I wish it wasn't over 

Man I don't know, where the time goes 
But It sure goes fast, just like that 
We were wanna be rebels who didn't have a clue 
With our Rock n' roll T-shirts, and our typically bad attitudes 
Had no excuses for the things that we'd done 
We were brave, we were crazy, we were mostly 
Young 
Young, Hey wishin' we were older, wish it wasn't over.

Song Lyrics Analysis

Everybody has their so called “Glory Days,” of their youth.  The days when no problem seemed to large to solve, obstacles were few and far between, and pleasure was the purpose of existence.   The song “Young” by Kenny Chesney is a simple song, about these simple pleasures of life.  It is designed to give the audience a light-hearted feeling; feelings of hope, ambition, and reminiscence.  This lighthearted tone is set perfectly by a number of literary devices; specifically, diction, rhyme, and imagery.

Diction’s importance to the work is evidenced in the use of simple, short words for a noncomplex feel to the work as a whole.  Shorter, simpler words allow the audience to comprehend the information at a faster rate, and also to not be distracted by the diction.  When the audiences mind is not forced to spend extra time dissecting words and attempting to put a meaning to their placement, it can, instead, focus more on the reminiscence aspect of the song. This reminiscence is the ultimate goal of the song.

The rhyme scheme is important to the work as a whole for much the same reasons that diction is important: it simplifies the music and allows for faster audience digestion.  The song’s rhyme scheme is about as basic as it can get, a series of repeating couplets throughout.  This rhyming gives the piece a very smooth rhythm, and with little unpredictability for the audience, once again they are able to take more of a passive role in terms of comprehending the piece.  Relaxing and enjoying are the activities this song promotes.
Imagery is the last crucial literary element of the song.  The imagery is interesting because it has little to no complexity to it, yet it is still extremely important to the song.  Still further interesting is that the reason the imagery is so important is its lack of complexity.  Imagery such as “Listen to our music just a little too loud” is indicative of this situation.  The imagery at first appears to be very weak, however; the lack of claritive information in the imagery allows the reader to place their own memory into this area of the song, and thus the song becomes more personal.  The song brings a person back to their glory days through this simple imagery.  These recurring trips down memory land return the audience to the near care free state of their youth, and create that overwhelmingly light-hearted tone.


Favorite High School Class
“There is a time in every man's education when he arrives at the conviction that envy is ignorance; that imitation is suicide; that he must take himself for better, for worse, as his portion; that though the wide universe is full of good, no kernel of nourishing corn can come to him but through his toil bestowed on that plot of ground which is given to him to till.”

--Ralph Waldo Emerson--


All teachers are capable of teaching their respective classes.  They all have gone to the appropriate classes and finished the required education levels to become a teacher.  Some have even gone beyond that and received a master’s degree, a doctorate degree, or maybe some extracurricular activities to aid in their ability to successfully teach a given subject.  However, despite common perception, preparation makes a good teacher, but not necessarily a great one.  The greatest teacher’s possess one of the single most coveted qualities of mankind, the ability to inspire.  My favorite class thus far in my education was Contemporary American Problems, a course I took my junior year.  It was not my favorite because of the ease of the class in terms of grade-achievement difficulty, or how well it prepared me for higher levels of education, or even interesting subject matter.  Although I enjoyed all of those areas of this class, none made it my favorite.  This class was great because I was inspired to continue my education.  Not for a grade, but because I was genuinely interested, to a level of being concerned, with the topics discussed during the class.  Once inspired to learn, my natural passion and aggression took over and I became enthralled in the subject matter of the class.  The intellectual debate of the class and the free flow of original ideas was at such a high level, that to avoid one’s ideas as being trivial, or un-original, one had to remain as educated as possible.  The ability of the teacher to harness so amazingly natural human competitiveness and aggression, and use it to further education, made the class the incredible success that it was.  

Another contributing factor to the great success of the class is the freedom and respect that all the individuals within it felt.  Ideas and opinions flowed so smooth and efficiently because everybody felt mutually respected and like their opinions would always be taken seriously.  Exhausting every possible option for the correct answer to a problem became common practice in this class.  I took away from it a greater appreciation for knowledge, for the most informed decisions usually turned out to be the best in the long run.  I also gained an appreciation for the role of “devil’s advocate,” because it is crucial to understanding the opposition to truly be able to fight for something.  

All of the lessons I learned in Contemporary American Problems could be applied personally as well as academically.  The idea that best sums up the point of the class is that an appreciation of the people co-existing in the world around us, and respect for their individual intellectual/personal contributions is crucial for success in society.




Favorite Literary Work Studied
It is only by introducing the young to great literature, drama and music, and to the excitement of great science that we open to them the possibilities that lie within the human spirit -- enable them to see visions and dream dreams. 

--Eric Anderson—

Losing oneself in a great work of literature is truly one of the most simple joys a human can have.  Every book has its purpose, and part of the enjoyment of reading is learning about all the different possibilities that a book’s purpose could be, and then, in the end, deciding which it is.  Lord of the Flies is a book that challenged my mind to bend the realm of fiction into a discussion of real life morals and values for the first time in my education.  Its symbolism and plot develop a story thick with worldly comparisons as well as morality debate.


Lord of the Flies is a novel about a group of British boys whose plane wrecks on a deserted island, most likely somewhere in the Pacific Ocean.  The boys are then forced to survive on their own on the island while attempting to be rescued.  The situation on the island quickly turns ugly as human competitiveness, shame, and anger dominate the plot.  Eventually, an idea emerges that Mankind is inherently savage.  Society breaks down into a point of near complete anarchical decay.  At this point, a Navy officer rescues the boys and a strong parallel is formed between the real world problems of human beings and the problem’s encountered by the boys on the island.  


Lord of the Flies is practically the definition of symbolism.  The entire story is meant to draw parallels to society on the whole, thus, certain objects in the book stand for objects/ideas in real life.  For instance, there is a conch in Lord of the Flies which signifies power and control in the real world, because it is used in the beginning to draw large groups of people together in search of a single goal.  This power eventually corrupts, and the conch becomes a symbol of man’s inability to deal with power as well as savageness.

The reason this book is my favorite is because I could apply it to current situations, and relate it back to my world in a very real way.  The basic philosophical debate over whether man is naturally good or naturally bad is a very interesting one to me, and a debate that I believe still continues to this day with no real answer.  William Golding certainly offered an interesting perspective on the ageless debate, and as I learned from my Contemporary American Problems class, all possible angles of a debate should be reviewed, critiqued, and considered.  While at the end I am not sure this novel changed my beliefs about man’s goodness, it certainly allowed me to question myself and society.  And that is an opportunity that I am always grateful for.



Change

To keep our faces toward change, and behave like free spirits in the presence of fate, is strength undefeatable. 

--Helen Keller—


One of the greatest things about the human race is our adaptability.  Mankind has the capability to not only deal with changes that occur, but also the amazing capability to change things for its own benefit.  These two capabilities have evolved into two different philosophical, even religious barriers.  There are those who believe in “pre-destination,” the idea that one’s fate is decided at their birth.  There are also those who believe that an individual’s life is consequence of the choices they make during it, the idea of “free will.”  I believe in the idea of human’s having a conscious choice in how their lives turn out.  The people one involves themselves with, the morals an individual surrounds themselves with, and finally a belief in a power greater than yourself are all essential elements to the “free-will” way of life.

The spring of my eighth grade year I met Stephanie Clark.  The most amazing, beautiful, smart human being I have known thus far in my life.  Within a year, she was hooked on heavy drugs, her parents were divorced, she was failing school, and had attempted suicide.  The world has the potential to fall apart on you faster than one can possibly hope to rebuild it.  When I saw Stephanie drowning in her sea of problems my first instinct was to reach in and grab her and pull her out.  However, I realized that if I reached out to her in her present state of panic, she would simply pull me in with her.  I had to first ground myself solidly to my own base of morals and values.  This has become the pattern with which I have dealt with most serious problems in my life.  I find that no matter what is happening, I can turn back to my base of belief and morals that I have built myself, and find a solitude.  Being well-based in your own beliefs is essential to dealing with change.  From the great Greek tragedy Oedipus the King, “know thyself.”

Even people with the strongest of moral bases will falter in their belief system at times when everything starts to go bad around them.  A support group is a must.  One almost inevitably becomes whomever he associates himself with, thus, it is crucial to build a support group of people who have similar attitudes on morals and values as you do.  That way, when one becomes lost in a situation, a friend of yours, anchored in the values you share, can pull you out.  Family is the best support group you can have.  My mom has always told me, no matter who else comes and goes in your life, family will always be there.  However, it is also beneficial to build a support group outside of family to help cope with problems that maybe only a peer could help with.  Erica Schilling and Kara Addison have pulled me through dealing with Stephanie’s problems throughout the year not necessarily by offering any direct advice, rather, they were simply there.  Day in and day out they were there, reminding me of what I believe in, and showing me the beauty of my beliefs.  

The final stage in dealing with change is acceptance of unalterable events.  Eventually, everybody comes to terms with the idea that you can not stop change from occurring, you can only react and make changes of your own.  When the world changes, don’t try to stop it, try to beat it to the next punch.



Reflections


I wanted this project to feel like me.  I probably centered less on the correctness of my grammar than ever before, because I didn’t feel like that was necessarily the most important, rather, I focused on making sure whoever read my portfolio got not only a glimpse of the type of writer I am, but also the type of person.  I would change my essay on “change” around to include more expansion on Stephanie’s story.  I am particularly proud of my letter of appreciation.


I think I have contributed a smiling face and an always different perspective to class this semester.  I perceive myself as a multi-layered person, with the deeper more personal layers such as faith, shaping the base of the fun-loving person I appear to always be on the surface.  I think others probably see me as a decent person, but probably as someone who can take absolutely nothing serious.



My Name

Jacob Beck

8/29/2005

Alpha Seminar

Carroll College

      I try to pretend my name doesn’t mean anything.   I like to act like I cannot be defined by a word or two; that who I am is much more than 3 syllables.   In truth, my name and my personality have become one.

     My name comes from a man who wrestled with God, won, and forced God to bless him.  My name is the epitome of brashness, hardheadedness and a sort of useful stupidity that wishes it could be bravery.   When I hear my name in my head, I hear the echoes of that brazenness.  I hear “Jake!” yelled as I jump off of, into, or over something that I shouldn’t.  I hear “Jake!” yelled again as my car crumples in yet another spot.   I hear my foolhardiness, egocentrism, and arrogance.  But I also hear “Jake!” and two hands clapping waiting for a pass.  I hear “Yeah Beck!” hollered as congratulation when one of those ridiculously crazy risks pays off.   And I hear “Jake Beck” over the loudspeaker before the State Championship game, recognition of years of hard work and devotion.  I hear competitiveness, a will-to-win, and a deep pride.

     Jake is who I am to everyone.   I seem fun, and I seem carefree.  Maybe even simple.  My words come in masses, overflowing with laughter, sarcasm, tales and jokes.
     Jacob is who I am to those who know my soul, a deeply spiritual, deeply philosophical individual:  entwined in the mystery of mankind’s purpose and in search of a deeper understanding of myself as well as my God.

     Beck is pride. Beck is tradition.  Beck is respect.  Beck is a family and a bloodline, a binding tie, and a source of unending loyalty.

     Jacob Beck is me, for better or worse, forever.
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