Ways to Begin Your Memoir…
I. ____________________________________
“You must not tell anyone,” my mother said, “what I am about to tell you. In China your father had a sister who killed herself. She jumped into the family well. We say that your father has all brothers because it is as if she had never been born.” (Maxine Hong Kingston’s The Woman Warrior)
II. ____________________________________ 

“Our car boiled over again just after my mother and I crossed the Continental Divide. While we were waiting for it to cool we heard, from somewhere above us, the bawling of an airhorn. The sound got louder and then a big truck came around the corner and shot past us into the next curve, its trailer shimmying wildly.” (Tobias Wolff’s This Boy’s Life) 

III. ____________________________________
“Every path hath a puddle” 

-John Ray (1628-1765)


I was awakened by the laughter of my mom, Auntie Reenie and Maria. Their laughter reminded me of playful high school teenagers. It was a hot and humid Saturday morning. My mom was cooking breakfast so we could eat by the pool like usual. I couldn’t wait for me and my dad and my brother to go swimming my dad and I always dived straight into the ice cold water while my mom and brother slowly stepped in, testing the water’s temperature before stepping down to the next step. It was a nice swim. I stayed in the water for hours. I got out after about two hours and walked next door. I was still in my bathing suit dripping wet when I knocked on Andrea’s front door. Andrea’s older brother Adrian answered the door. He was a tall, sixteen year old with big muscles and always wore a white muscle shirt with baggy shorts. 

“Do you and your sister want to come swimming?” I asked.

“Yeah sure can I bring ‘the boys?’” he asked.

“Yeah,” I said.

The boys included Adrian’s cute cousin Johnny, big crazy friend Luis and his quiet best friend Carlos. Usually when “the boys” came over my brother and they wrestled in the pool splashing and thrashing everywhere. I could see my brother picking up and throwing Johnny to the deep end of the pool. Before I knew it Michelle came over. We were best friends we loved to hang out all the time. We started playing mermaids and “house.” I liked being the brat of the family, screaming and running from Andrea and Michelle. It was about 9:00 p.m., and my friends had to leave. I walked them to their house through the dark, dimly lit street. Michelle lived two houses down the block we laughed all the way there talking about how Johnny and Luis screamed like girls when they ran away from Adrian. When I arrived back home I got back in the pool with my dad. We swam until 11:00 p.m. I loved swimming late with my dad. I loved to show him new tricks I could do on the diving board. My dad had silver and black hair and a mustache that looked like a cowboy’s. My childhood was carefree until I found out I had lupus.

IV. _________________________________________
Prologue

My high school friends in New York City have begun to suspect I haven’t told them the full story of my life. 


“Why did you leave Sierra Leone?” 


“Because there is a war.” 


“Did you witness some of the fighting?”


“Everyone in the country did.” 


“You mean you saw people running around with guns and shooting each other?” 


“Yes, all the time.” 


“Cool.” 


I smile a little.


“You should tell us about it sometime.” 


“Yes, sometime.” 

Chapter 1

There were all kinds of stories told about the war that made it seem as if it was happening in a faraway and different land. It wasn’t until refugees started passing through our town that we began to see that it was actually taking place in our country. Families who had walked hundreds of miles told how relatives had been killed and their houses burned…
