SHOW ME’s

· You must use a minimum of FIVE vocabulary words, each with a context clue.

· Circle, highlight or underline each vocabulary word used in your Show Me.

· Please type the paper and double space
· Each word must be used correctly in the sentence in order to be proficient.  Be sure to check the part of speech.

· You must include a context clue for each word so that it is clear that you understand the meaning of the word. In addition, you need to circle, highlight or underline the context clue (use something other than what you used for your vocabulary word.
· Types of context clues you might use:



Examples
Synonyms

Definitions/Restatements



Contrasts
Antonyms

Cause and Effect
· SHOW, DON’T TELL! Use sensory details. Make your writing appeal to the senses: sight, touch, taste, smelling, and hearing.
· You may write about any topic you would like; however, these stories should make sense. Some students start a story at the beginning of the year and continue it until the end. 
· You will write two-three Show Me’s this semester. These will be part of your Life Skills score. Your final essay of the first semester will be to revise and edit your favorite SHOW ME.  
EXAMPLE SHOW ME

Sweat was dripping down my face; I was sprinting, but where to? The fog ahead of me is so bad that I could only vaguely see the palm of my own hand. The sounds of explosions are near me and they terrify me. I am frozen with fear, petrified of the next one hitting my very body. My courageous commander is screaming at us to run as fast as we can into the unforgivable fog. I am out of breath, but I push through. I trip and stumble through the ditches, watered down mud, and lakes of bodies not as fortunate as I am. All of a sudden, I was hit, but with what, I thought to myself “was I shot?” I was inarticulate, unable to speak, I lay there desperately, acting as if I had given up and gone to a much better place. At that very moment, I felt a shaky hand pick me up. I was cold and defenseless; my body was drenched in blood from the bullet hole now lodged into my shoulder. He took me into his very hands, taking the danger and making it disappear as if an act in a magic show. The last thing I remember was the fog and the sights of my elite group of selected troops chosen because of their high skills and talents. From there on, the fortitude of the courageous soldiers began to sink as they sat in the trashed, rat infested trenches they dug with their own two hands, waiting, praying and hoping to not go into the battlefield of death and despair.  I then passed out, out of pure agony and exhaustion.

I awoke in the hospital, confused and weary. My pain caught up with my frightened memory, I placed my severed hand on my tender right shoulder, which was now bandaged with white gauze and a wrap around my neck to support my wound. I looked around to ask someone where I might be. I knew I was in a hospital, but where? I then saw my wise advisor, my mentor, my commander. He noticed me sitting on a grungy, squeaky bed that yelled out as with misery with every manipulation of its tethered wheels. I had a worried expression plastered on my face, like a brick on a wall of a building.  I did not know what to think, but I was just thankful to see a familiar face in a crowd of strangers. He walked over to my bedside, as if I was a dead body in a coffin, so he could say his last goodbyes. He began to explain that my name was Brent Harold, and that I was 34. I had been positioned as a patroller for the infamous “No Man’s Land”, the land between two trenches in a battlefield. I was sent on a very dangerous mission to seek out and to possibly destroy the last of the French. A close range firearm shot me: I was just about to come up on them before I was seen and shot down. I was lucky to be alive, since all my fellow friends had died in this treacherous battle. I had evolved, gradually developed, in my strengths as a sprinter, and therefore, I survived. This, in the end, saved my life and the lives of others. I was a hero. I had helped my country, Germany, to win. Because I was shot down, I gave away the hiding spots of the limited troops left to fight us off. We had won the battle, but we were in the very beginning to an unforgiving, ever changing conflict, known as World War I. 

