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BAD WRITING MAKES US [SIC]:  WRITING SKILLS FOR COURT STAFFS

Corrected Test
(Correct any incorrect punctuation, sentence structure, or word usage.)

It was Tuesday, July 2, 2013, in Legal Town, Indiana.  As Judge Tony Michaels approached the courthouse, he could observe that it was still dark inside.  Although it was already 5 a.m., it was still dark outside too.  The daily rain was already coming down: it had rained a month straight in June.  It was disrupting a number of activities: the county fair, the antique power show, and the judge’s walk to work.  Judge Michaels, approaching retirement age, stopped to catch his breath on the courthouse steps following his brisk walk from home.  

Looking over the lawn he could hardly make out the outline of the tree planted in memory of the judge who had served before him, along with the tree planted in memory of the judge who had served before that.  Closer in, he could see the monument to the County residents who had died in the Civil War.  Those men had fought mainly at Chickamauga, which was the major battle for the men. That monument had been the Eagle Scout project of his only son, Stephan.  

Looking farther past the memorial trees, he saw the monument commemorating the sesquicentennial of the county.  Beneath it lay a baby casket containing memorabilia from 1989: pictures, newspapers, and programs.  The casket was to be opened in 2039 by a committee of 15, who were children in 1989.  His daughter was one of them.  Ah, he thought, finally a woman with a place on the courthouse lawn.  Actually, there had been a number of girls on that committee.  He said just loud enough to hear himself, “I should put a little plaque with the names of the committee members on that monument; otherwise, they will be long forgotten.”
Judge Michaels went up to his chambers; fixed his coffee, which he took black; sat down before his computer; and began working on the narrative of a quiz for a class he would soon be  teaching on grammar.  “It’s time to get to work,” he said to himself, because he wanted this work on Julie’s computer when she got to work later in the morning. Julie was teaching with him. He had volunteered for the project and felt bad because she was working too hard to help him. He had said to her recently on the phone, “Remember what you said when we started, ‘I will be glad to help you,’ but it seems to me you have had to do more than help.”  “Regardless,” he told her, “you and I have had great fun, and we work well together.”  She agreed and asked, “Would you like to diagram some sentences for the group?”  “Wow,” he exclaimed and asked, “You did hear me say ‘yes’”?  “Parts of speech, nouns, verbs, adjectives, and adverbs, are better understood through diagrams.”  Julie replied, “Not everyone is an alumnus of grammar classes like you.”  Judge Michaels’ thoughts were many; nevertheless, he agreed.  After all, it was the principles they were trying to teach without being principals. 

Julie was always very complimentary and had been that way through the entire project.  She could lift the morale of anyone, and she had the same effect on him through their many emails.  Why, he could accept his mistakes pointed out in her edits in good cheer.  The effect of her suggestions was making the project better and clearer, resulting in a final product that would prove to be not only a teaching tool, but also a useful resource for the students.
Julie was also the staff member of a judges’ committee on which Judge Michaels now served.  Among the three committees of which he had been a member, this latter one was his favorite.  She would always bring snacks for the judges to the meetings; however, because there were fewer meetings, she didn’t have to shop as often, but did so cheerfully.  She was an educator, but also, among other things, a good judge of decorum in language.  Yours truly, Judge Michaels. 

