
“And in the end, it’s not the years in your life that count. It’s the life in your years” ~Abraham Lincoln 

To My AP Language Cohorts: 
  

I have several conditions of which I feel the necessity to inform you: 
#1) I am an overachiever. I spent almost an hour and a half trying to figure out 

how I could make this letter clever and unique.  
#2) I am a chronic procrastinator. This should be made evident by the fact that 

you are receiving this letter on Friday as opposed to, say, one of the eight 
days between its assignment and due date. 

#3) I am a Facebook addict. This only exacerbates the second condition. I refer 
to Facebook as the bane of my educational existence.  

#4) I am a computerholic. I am always doing something on my Mac (usually 
clicking the “Home” button on Facebook to see if any new developments 
have arisen).  

#5) I am a perfectionist. This condition is normally not an issue, except when it 
is combined with conditions 1-4 (which it always is). 

 

But I am getting ahead of myself. It is only proper to start at the beginning  
(a very good place to start). I was born on September 25, 1990 at Kennestone 
Hospital. I am the first-born (as if my conditions do not give that away!). I was 
followed almost eighteen months later by a brother who almost became the first-born, for, while my mother was at the hospital for a 
routine pregnancy check-up, my father placed me on the receptionists desk and asked her if he could get a refund. (I’m told that she 
was speechless) Three hundred and sixty-three days after my brother was born, my mother gave birth to a baby girl. When children are 
so close in age, the family dynamics are very interesting. It has been my experience, and has been corroborated by others, that each 
child is subject to a specific “syndrome” based on their birth-order. First-child syndrome is often marked by a strong-will, academic 
curiosity, responsibility, and a type “A” personality, mostly because first-child translates into oldest-child (this of course excludes 
only-child’s). Middle-child syndromes vary drastically from their older counterparts; they are typically much more laid back, carefree, 
imaginative, and boisterous. The last-child is usually a mix of first- and middle-child syndromes, though seeking to be more popular 
than either older sibling. The number three is very interesting since it always results in a two-to-one fight. As you might have guessed, 
sibling-rivalry was intensified in our house because of the age proximity. At the age of ten I found out that, contrary to popular belief, 
our family size was not in fact fixed. About nine months later the fourth child was born. I have diagnosed her, not only with last-child 
syndrome, but with separated-birth syndrome. If you have ever known anyone with siblings a decade or so older than themselves, then 
you know all about the separated-birth syndrome. I will not waste your time delving into the intricacies of birth-order syndromes, but 
if you are interested, I am considering writing a book on the subject. It is probably time to move on to something a little more 
pertinent I guess. 
 

I am honestly convinced I experienced a memory lapse around spring-time last year when I registered for classes. Right now I am 
taking four AP’s (Government, Economics, Language, and Physics) and one Honors (Anatomy). I’m not exactly sure what I was 
thinking. Now I remember: I love to learn. I know it sounds really cheesy, but it is the honest truth. As part of the Magnet Program, I 
am naturally inclined more in the math/science direction but I absolutely love Literature and the Humanities as well. I love to write. I 
should qualify that. I love to write in, what I call, the non-traditional way. I always try to write in some unexpected fashion. 
Sometimes this is very frustrating because I can hear when something sounds good. I play everything I consider writing through my 
head and if does not pass inspection it does not make it to the page. Quite often, when I stubble across an excellent sentence or phrase, 
it scampers off before I am able to pen it. This phenomenon is most likely due to the fact that my mind is constantly reeling at a moser 
miles a minute, trying to keep up with the myriad of activities in which I am involved. (Since space is limited and I’ve already 
rambled on, I will try to keep this concise.)  
 

I am the Mane Link Vice-President of House, a position I absolutely love. Though Mane Link I am able to have a huge say in all of 
the things that go on at the school. In addition, I am Vice-President of Beta Club and Community Service Chair of the National 
Honors Society. A lot of my friends joke that sometimes it seems as if I’m “running the school.” I wish I could refute this claim. The 
simple fact is that I love being involved; I love having influence and shaping the community. This is one of my biggest priorities and 
focuses for the years to come. My extra-curricular’s, along with school work pretty much dominate the bulk, oh who am I kidding, all 
of my time, but when I can, I love to escape to Augusta, Georgia where all of my best friends live. This may seem very strange and 
random, but every summer for the past decade, I have attended a Christian Youth Summer Camp called Camp Hope in Dahlonega, 
GA for upwards of eight weeks each summer. The majority of the attendees are from Augusta, GA and let me tell you, spending eight 
weeks straight with anyone is enough to elevate them to “best friend” status. I love those guys; they are seriously the reason that I am 
still sane (there are some who argue with me on that points, but they can be overlooked). Well once again it seems as if my 
loquaciousness has gotten the better of me, but I will close with a look into the future: currently I am torn between the Honors College 
at the University of Georgia where I hope to be named a Foundation Fellow and the Georgia Institute of Technology where I am vying 
for one of the one hundred Presidential Scholarships. Many factors will play a role in my decision-making, but the largest struggle I 
face now is the fact that I have no clue what I want to do when I grow up. Despite my confusion, I have peace, knowing that God’s 
plan for my life is so much greater than anything of my creation. There is so much more I would love to share with you, but a better 
time will come. Thank goodness we still have time on our side! 

Harrison Codie 


