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JUDGES FEEDBACK
Judge #1 Comments:

Barella's stories are long, yet through and entertaining to read.  Almost TOO entertaining.  Rewarding readers with little nuggets of plays on words is great, but after a bit it looks as though he's trying TOO hard to come up with clever twists.  The writing is superlative, however, I think readers need more than one source per story.  That's basic reporting.  Cover the story from all angles.  Readers will forgive some writing that isn't the best IF the story is complete and has many sources to make it credible.  Otherwise, the slickest writing in the world cannot save it.

Judge #2 Comments:

Writer can really turn a phrase. He needs, however, to use pertinent quotes and maybe better research his subject, rather than just winging it. By story: Baby: Good, poignant story. I particularly likes your italicized drop ins. Excellent ending. Good sidebar about poisons. Magoos: A humorous, but still informative piece. Don't use brand names (implies military endorsement), use generics -- candy bar, soft drink, etc. I'm not sure what purpose it served, but it still was enjoyable. Patty: Good lead. Racquetball: good story. Woods: Another well done piece supported with a statistical sidebar.

Judge #3 Comments:
THS WRITER HAS UNUSUAL SKILLS.  HE ORGANIZES WELL, HANDLES SUSPENSE IN AN HONEST MANNER,  WRITES CLEARLY, USES DETAIL—PERTINENT DETAIL—TO BRING EVENTS TO LIFE.  HE TENDS TO WRITE LONG AND NEEDS TO REVIEW HIS PIECES FOR OVERUSE OF SIMILIES AND METAPHORS JUST FOR CLEVERNESS SAKE.  HE ALSO NEEDS TO REVIEW HIS STORIES TO TIGHTEN WHEREVER POSSIBLE, ELIMINATING ANY HINT OF REPETITION—IT WILL MAKE THE STORIES STRONGER. 

Meet Jenny Hutcheson

AN EXCEPTIONALLY WELL-CRAFTED PIECE, MAKING IT CLEAR TO READERS WHAT WAS COMING, THEN A PRESENTATION WITH A LOT OF PERTINENT DETAIL IN NARRATIVE STYLE TO KEEP THE SUSPENSE.  IT RUNS THE RISK OF SKEPTICISM WHEN TALKING ABOUT THE MIRACLE OF THE BABY BEING CONCEIVED (WHY WAS DAD IMPOTENT IN THE FIRST PLACE, WERE TEST DONE AFTER THE CONCEPTION?)  STORY ALSO FAILS TO DESCRIBE PRESENT EFFECTS ON CHILD OF LUNG SCARING, AND LONG-RANGE EFFECTS.

But miracles don’t come easy. NICE WRITING DEVICE TO REPEAT THIS, BUT ONE TO BE USED SPARINGLY—IT IS A DEVICE THAT CAN WEAR THIN


The pregnancy proved a difficult one for Glenda. And when her blood pressure and toxemia levels rose dangerously high, doctors at Air Education and Training Command’s Wilford Hall Medical Center in San Antonio were forced to induce labor. Virginia, who would never be known for her patience, was born Feb. 19, 1996, four weeks ahead of schedule. She weighed an even five pounds, about the size of a small sack of sugar and just as sweet. AWWWWW, NICE TOUCH


The next year and a half turned into virtual bliss for Robert and Glenda. Virginia, or Jenny GINNY, MAYBE? as they chose to call her, became more precious than they could have imagined. With silky soft blond  SPELLING--BLONDE hair and her father’s piercing blue eyes, she had her family wrapped around her tiny fingers in no time. Even her two siblings (Glenda’s from a previous marriage) coddled their little sister.


And miracles don’t come easy. GOOD KICKER

Signs of Poisoning

USEFUL AND PERTINENT SIDEBAR 

Information courtesy of Wilford Hall Medical Center Emergency Department. GOOD TO GIVE THIS ATTRIBUTION

March is Poison Prevention Awareness Month.

The ‘Magoos’

Family of five lucky to be alive

A VERY ENTERTAINING COLUMN, WITH A WONDERFUL COLLECTION OF HORROR STORIES.  OF COURSE, THE SURVIVAL OF THE CLINE FAMILY IS CONTRARY TO THE WARNINGS OF THE RISK MANAGEMENT CONCEPT, AND THE STORIES ROMANTICIZE THEIR ADVENTURES-- PEOPLE WHO LIVE A FULL LIFE INSTEAD OF BEING UPTIGHT AND CAREFUL ALL THE TIME.  AS GOOD AS A STORY IS, COLUMNISTS HAVE TO CONSIDER WHETHER IT REALLY MAKES THEIR POINT.  WALKING AWAY FROM A GOOD STORY LIKE THIS FOR THAT REASON IS A VERY, VERY TOUGH DISCIPLINE.

Operational Risk Management would be as foreign to the Clines as American football in China. As a matter of fact, I’d swear the Clines were descendents of the Mr. Magoo clan. Their exploits rival that of the stubborn, nearsighted cartoon character, always charging headfirst into trouble. Luckily for them, they also have Mr. Magoo’s penchant for surviving close calls. They could wander into a hungry lion’s den covered with A-1 Steak Sauce and somehow come out unscathed. CLEVER LIVELY METAPHOR

Not In Vain

GOOD USE OF THE RIGHT DETAIL TELLS A PERSONAL STORY THAT ALSO IS A MEANINGFUL ONEIN THE BROAD SENSE BECAUSE OF THE RECORD.  GOOD USE OF METAPHORS, BUT STILL ONE DOES NOT GET THE SENSE OF OVERWRITING.  WONDERFUL LAST PGH. 

Born March 29, 1978, at Bitburg Air Base, Germany, Patricia Susan Nunnallee weighed 7 pounds, 7 ounces and was 20 inches long. Her face looked so much like her father’s, it was as if God had used carbon paper to make her. WONDERFUL SIMILE

WHY ELLIPSES HERE?  AS A WRITING DEVICE, WHAT TRYING TO CONVEY OR DO? IS IT JUST A BREAK IN THE NARRATIVE?   Patty’s giggle seemed to start in her toes, then work its way up until her entire body shook. She’d laugh so hard she’d have to hold her sides, and her face would nearly turn purple, her favorite color. Her best friend was Jill Williams, and they did everything together, from dressing Barbies to catching lightning bugs for Patty’s insect collection. They especially liked listening to music and playing the game of Life. ...

Little did they know, another driver on the road that night was about to change their lives forever. FOR A TALENTED WRITER LIKE THIS AUTHOR, THIS IS SOMETHING OF A CLICHÉ 

Patty and Karolyn shared a love for crafts. Karolyn taught Patty to crochet and needlepoint, which wasn’t an easy task since Patty was left-handed and Karolyn right. GOOD EXAMPLE OF EXCELLENT DETAIL THAT MAKES THE STORY REAL   They’d also decorate the house with the changing tree leaves in the fall. They loved to talk about anything and everything, especially over a plate of Patty’s favorite food — Karolyn’s homemade spaghetti. And boy could they shop. They’d shop till they’d drop. ...

Patty will always be 10 years old. In a cedar hope chest her dad built, there’s her diary where she writes about a boy named Chris. “He’s so cute. I’m in love.” But most of the pages remain blank, unfinished. Then there’s the Girl Scout sash with badges that still haven’t been sewn on. A needlepoint, only partially complete. A life interrupted. FIRST-CLASS SUMMING UP OF THIS STORY.

Court Rat

Tracking an athlete’s journey to the Olympics

INTERESTING PROFILE ON AN ATHLETE, BUT TOO LONG AND WRITER IS TRYING TOO HARD; SIMILIES GET IN WAY OF THE STORY.

Had the sailor known where the boy wonder he’d faced was heading, it might have helped cure his racquetball “black eye” quicker than a porter house steak. STRETCHING TOO HARD WITH THE “CUTE” SIMILE.  But who could have known that 18 years later that same adolescent would be competing down under in the Olympics.

The game came naturally to DeJesus, who has the quickness and agility of an alley cat and the fierce aggressiveness of a hungry tiger (attributes he also used in football and baseball). By the time he was 12, he conquered his dad, who was a racquetball junkie himself THIS ALREADY HAS BEEN SAID

Now DeJesus plays at least once nearly every day, drawn to the court like a mosquito to a bug zapper. TRYING TOO HARD WITH THE SIMILES He also trains hard to keep his 5-foot-9, 160-pound frame in peak form. His physical training regimen includes countless hours in the weight room and so much aerobic activity, it’d make Taebo seem like naptime TRYING TOO HARD WITH THE SIMILES. He burns more calories each day than a Cajun chef TRYING TOO HARD WITH THE SIMILES.

Racking up 20 years of “frequent flyer miles” on the racquetball court and in the gym, perhaps the most miraculous HARDLY FALLS INTO THE CATEGORY OF A MIRACLE thing about DeJesus’s game is that he’s never suffered a significant injury.

For a court rat, that advice proved nearly as relevant as the talk about the birds and the bees TRYING TOO HARD WITH THE SIMILES. Along the way, DeJesus has seen far too many eye injuries on the racquetball court to ever try to stray from his dad’s teachings.

After that incident, there was certainly no more need for safety “commercials” from his dad on the importance of wearing eye protection. THIS POINT ALREADY MADE A FEW PGHS ABOVE

What stings more for DeJesus now is knowing that he could have and should have done better in his first Olympic bid. He already has his sights set on the 2004 Olympic games in Greece. He has an unquenchable thirst to win, as if he’d been stranded for a month in Australia’s outback TRYING TOO HARD WITH THE SIMILES, instead of the coastal city of Sydney.

Out of the Woods

After blacking out in a fighter aircraft dogfight and nearly having his limbs ripped off in a 730-mph ejection, an F-15 pilot began a long struggle to regain his health and return to the cockpit

A LONG STORY, VERY LONG, BUT IN SOME SENSE TWO STORIES—THE FLYING STORY AND THE RECOVERY STORY.  THE DETAILS AND THE WRITER’S SKILL IN USING ACTIVE VERBS, SHORT SENTENCES MAKES THE STORY MOVE ALONG.  IT BOGS DOWN ONLY WITH SOME LOOSE REPETITION AND OVERWRITING, ESPECIALLY WITH THE SIMILIES AND METAPHORS LACED THROUGHOUT;  THEY SHOULD BE USED MUCH MORE SPARINGLY.  ONE BIG QUESTION ARISES THAT SHOULD HAVE BEEN DEALT WITH FROM SOMEONE HIGH IN THE AF: IS THIS UNUSUAL, THIS COMEBACK AFTER A CRASH, OR IS IT UNUSUAL ONLY BECAUSE OF THE SEVERITY OF THE INJURIES.


“In the woods” is an expression fighter pilots  sometimes use when they are in trouble. If Capt. Jon Counsell had been any farther in the woods, he’d have been tree bark. THIS SIMILIE IS MARGINAL IN QUALITY, AND IT GIVES A FLIPPANT TONE AT THE START OF WHAT IS NOT A FLIPPANT PIECE.

Counsell followed that up by earning distinguished graduate recognition in Reserve Officer Training Corps at Central Washington University. Later he graduated first in his class at the Euro-NATO Joint Jet Pilot Training program at Sheppard Air Force Base, Texas. That honor enabled him to handpick PICK IS ENOUGH HERE, DON’T OVERWRITE the aircraft he would strap into for the next several years. He chose the F-15 Eagle, an aggressive jet that fit his personality to a T.

By the time May 5, 1994, rolled around, Counsell was at Tyndall AFB, Fla., learning to fly the Eagle in the six-month, highly intense F-15 training course. He was just two weeks from being a full-fledged, card-carrying fighter jock. But first he had to pass a test straight out of a scene from Top Gun. He had to engage in a one-on-one dogfight against an instructor pilot. The Air Force calls it basic fighter maneuvers. But that’s a pretty tame moniker for something that can peel your eyelids back and steal enough oxygen from your brain to knock you out quicker than an Iron Mike Tyson uppercut. TRYING TOO HARD WITH THE SIMILES

Once in the air, the pilots went through a series of maneuvers that made pro football running back Barry Sander’s catlike moves appear super slow-mo in comparison TRYING TOO HARD WITH THE SIMILES. With his more experienced instructor pilot holding nothing back at this stage of training, Counsell’s ego and hopes of gunning Spitter were seemingly singed with the first thrust of the afterburners. Spitter made short work of his student four straight times. In this dogfight, Spitter appeared to be a pit bull picking on a Chihuahua.

Counsell had passed out in what is known as G-induced loss of consciousness. Gs are gravitational forces experienced on a pilot’s body as he makes high-speed turns. At eight Gs, Counsell’s 6-foot-2-inch, 200-pound frame would endure forces equivalent to 1,600 pounds — roughly the weight of an adolescent African elephant IMAGINATIVE COMPARISON.

Out for 23 seconds, Counsell awoke disoriented,  with his Eagle heading toward the ocean at 730 mph. That’s faster than some rifle bullets! AVOID EXCLAMATION MARKS—IF THE SENGTENCE OR POINT IS NOT EMPHATIC ENOUGH, THE PUNCTUATION ISN’T GOING TO HELP IT. He was rapidly approaching the 10,000-foot altitude where pilots have to make the decision to bail out of an out of control aircraft.

He catapulted into a granite HYPHEN hard slipstream, with wind speeds three times stronger than those in a tornado ripping at his body. The wind tore his helmet from his head like an angry linebacker, then nearly ripped off his limbs.

“At eight Gs, your head gets very heavy, and it’s difficult to turn or move your arms and legs,” Counsell explained. “The heart can’t pump at a high enough pressure to keep an adequate supply of blood in the brain.” The G-suit helps, but a proper anti-G straining maneuver is key. This tightening of the muscles forces the blood out of the lower body to the chest. ALREADY SAID THIS Pilots also take rapid, deep breaths of air, which take up more room in the body and help increase blood pressure. All this gives the heart the ability to pump blood to the brain and keep pilots conscious.

When doctors told Counsell he might never walk again, he responded like Christopher Columbus’s countrymen when the explorer tried to convince them the world was round TRYING TOO HARD WITH THE SIMILES. Not only did Counsell not even consider being confined to a wheelchair a possibility, he made another proclamation as bold as the one that 12-year-old boy had made so many years before: “I will fly in the F-15 again.”

Counsell had so many wounds that when it was all said and done, his body told the story with 39 scars — nine of which were 6 inches or longer. He had more screws, rods, plates and staples than the Tinman TRYING TOO HARD WITH THE SIMILES. They held together both legs, with similar devices in this left forearm and shoulder. There wasn’t much chance of him going through airport security without sending the metal detectors into a frenzy.

That’s when surgeons decided to remove some bone from Counsell’s hip, pulverize it and make a cement-type paste that would hopefully help fuse the bones back together. It was a long shot, but it was better than the alternative. Doctors performed the operation, and within weeks the leg finally showed its first signs of mending. (Although, to this day, his left leg is a quarter-inch shorter than his right and doesn’t touch the ground when he stands at attention GRAMMAR—NOT A COMPLETE SENTENCE.)

Looking at the severity of his injuries, Air Force officials wanted to medically retire the captain. But they didn’t know him very well. He wasn’t about to give up his commission without a fight. With some help from friends in high places, Counsell managed to get a temporary job at Fairchild AFB, Wash., as a tanker refueling planner. He worked there from January 1995 to January 1997 while he continued to struggle through physical therapy, and his body continued its miraculous AVOID USING THIS WORD TOO EASILY recovery.

But he believed he could do it. So he surrounded himself by WITH aggressive doctors and other people who felt he had a chance. His reconstructed knees and shoulder, though, didn’t prove to be the biggest obstacles to him getting back in a fighter jet.

When the results came back BACK FROM WHERE—THIS WAS NOT SET UP the docs determined that Counsell would eventually be fit to fly, news that had him soaring without an airplane.

