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A Guide for Readers and Writers, Part I

Some important questions…

What is a Personal Narrative?  

How is a personal narrative similar to or different from a narrative that is fiction (imaginary/unreal)?   

What are the characteristics of an effective personal narrative?

(Sounds like we need a Venn diagram!)…
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[image: image4] Narratives – both fiction and nonfiction – include:

Setting
Sequence (order) of events
Description
Sensory details
Action 

Dialogue

DIFFERENCES…

PERSONAL Narratives include these characteristics:

· Real events

· Written in the first person using the pronouns “I, ME and MY, and WE, US,  and OUR”

· Descriptions of the writer’s feelings (the why)

· Told from the writer’s point of view

FICTIONAL Narratives include these characteristics:

· Imaginary characters

· Imaginary events

· Usually told in the third person, using the pronouns HE, HIM HIS, SHE, HER, and THEIR
· Told from the point of view of the different characters in the story
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· Read the following passages to see if you can tell whether the narrative is real or imaginary.
· While you read, think about how the writer is addressing you, the reader.

· As you read, notice what kinds of details/facts the writer is including to make the narrative interesting.

· How many characteristics of narrative writing can you find?  What are they?
· After you have read a piece, make a note in your journal of something that happened in your life that the reading made you think about.  (Text-to-self connection)

Mrs. Goodwin was a small, square woman with curly gray hair, thick, wire-rimmed glasses, and a serious face which at that moment seemed to Joshua fierce enough to wipe out a battalion of metal soldiers with a single glance.

“I’m Joshua Bates,” he said.


“I know,” she replied, shaking his hand.


On the bulletin board behind Mrs. Goodwin’s desk, there was a sign painted in bright colors:  WELCOME TO THIRD GRADE.


“I suppose you know that I’ve been in third grade once already,” Joshua said as he sat on the edge of one of the desks.


“Today is the worst day in my life,” he added combatively, hoping she would consider herself at fault.


“Mine too,” Mrs. Goodwin said matter-of-factly as she wrote the date on the blackboard.  Joshua wanted immediately to ask her why, thinking perhaps it was his arrival in the third grade that had ruined her life as well as his, but the other children were beginning to arrive so he said nothing.  He slid into one of the desks in the front of the room, took a pencil and paper out of his book bag, and appeared to be hard at work on cartoon drawings of Star Wars figures.  He hoped no one would recognize him.


“That’s a good place for you to sit so I can keep an eye on you,” Mrs. Goodwin said as she placed a red reading book titled The Joy of Reading: 3 on his desk.


Joshua didn’t bother to tell Mrs. Goodwin that he wasn’t going to be around to keep an eye on.  She’d find out soon enough.


Instead he looked at The Joy of Reading, which was the same book Mrs. Nice had made him read one terrible day after the next.


“I’ve had this book already,” he said.  “I know these stories by heart.”

Mrs. Goodwin looked at him crossly over her wire-rimmed glasses.


“Recite them,” she said.


“Not by heart exactly.  You know what I mean.”

He leaned back in his chair and with his eyes closed, he imagined the pleasure of throwing the warm, soft tomatoes rotting in his mother’s garden at Mrs. Goodwin’s gray print dress.


The classroom began to fill with children whose faces were familiar to Joshua from the playground but whose names he did not know, of course, since it was a matter of principle at Mirch Elementary to know only the names of the older children, never the younger ones.  These children were smaller than Joshua had imagined possible.  He felt like a huge, dumb grizzly bear, he told Amanda later.  Not one of these third graders came to his shoulder.


At the desk next to him was the smallest girl Joshua had ever seen in grade school, or so she seemed.  She had pale pink cheeks, tight yellow curls, and a foolish-looking dress with aqua hippopotamuses all over it.


“Are you actually in third grade?” he asked her  Certainly he wasn’t going to spend the year with a girl so young that she still worse zoo animals on her dresses.


“Of course, dummy,” she said quite pleasantly.  “I remember you from last year.  You’ve been in third grade once already.”


“No kidding,” the boy in back of her said.  “Did you flunk or something?  I have a cousin who flunked third grade twice.”


“I didn’t flunk,” Joshua said, glaring at the tiny boy.  “I’m just visiting.  Tomorrow my family is moving to East Africa.”

Susan Shreve, The Flunking of Joshua T. Bates, Chapter two, p. 16-20
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One afternoon in June, when Wilbur was almost two months old, he wandered out into his small yard outside the barn.  Fern had not arrived for her usual visit.  Wilbur stood in the sun feeling lonely and bored.


“There’s never anything to do around here,” he thought.  He walked slowly to his food trough and sniffed to see if anything had been overlooked at lunch.  He found a small strip of potato skin and ate it.  His back itched, so he learned against the fence and rubbed against the boards.  When he tired of this, he walked indoors, climbed to the top of the manure pile, and sat down.  He didn’t feel like going to sleep, he didn’t feel like digging, he was tired of standing still, tired of lying down.  “I’m less than two months old and I’m tired of living,” he said.  He walked out to the yard again.


“When I’m out here,” he said, “there no place to go but in.  When I’m indoors, there’s no place to go but out in the yard.”


“That’s when you’re wrong, my friend, my friend,” said a voice.


Wilbur looked through the fence and saw the goose standing there.


“You don’t have to stay in that dirty-little dirty little yard” said the goose, who talked rather fast.  “One of the boards is loose.  Push on it, push-push-push on it, and come on out!”


“What?” said Wilbur.  “Say it slower!”

“At-at-at, at the risk of repeating myself,” said the goose, “I suggest that you come on out.  It’s wonderful out here.”


“Did you say a board was loose?”


“That I did, that I did,” said the goose.


Wilbur walked up to the fence and saw that the goose was right – one board was loose.  He put his head down, shut his eyes, and pushed.  The board gave way.  In a minute he had squeezed through the fence and was standing in the long grass outside his yard.  The goose chuckled.


“How does it feel to be free?” she asked.


“I like it,” said Wilbur.  “That is, I guess I like it.”

Actually, Wilbur felt queer to be outside his fence, with nothing between him and the big world.


“Where do you think I’d better go?”


“Anywhere you like, anywhere you like,” said the goose.  “Go down through the garden, dig up the radishes!  Root up everything!  Eat grass!  Look for corn!  Look for oats!  Run all over!  Skip and dance, jump and prance!  Go down through the orchard and stroll in the woods!  The world is a wonderful place when you’re young.”  


“I can see that,” replied Wilbur.  He gave a jump in the air, twirled, ran a few steps, stopped, looked all around, sniffed the smells of afternoon, and then set off walking down through the orchard.  Pausing in the shade of an apple tree, he put his strong snout into the ground and began pushing, digging, and rooting.  He felt very happy.  He had plowed up quite a piece of ground before anyone noticed him.  Mrs. Zuckerman was the first to see him.  She saw him from the kitchen window, and she immediately shouted for the men.


“Ho-mer!” she cried.  “Pig’s out!  Lurvy!  Pig’s out!  Homer!  Lurvy!  Pig’s out.  He’s down there under that apple tree.”


“Now the trouble starts,” thought Wilbur.  “Now I’ll catch it.”

(E.B. White, Charlotte’s Web, p. 17-18)
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…everything went well until one morning, when I was returning from the river with the fish pot, I ran into Jester.


Jester was Boswell’s boy-bully.  He was ropy-muscled and strong and he had never been to school.


“Let’s see what you got there,” he said.


My heart-beat quickened as he said it.  He was some way off to one side of the track and was engaged in target practice with his catapult.  A breadfruit hanging from its branch was his target.  As he walked over now to confront me, he began to stuff the catapult into his pocket, and I had a quick impulse to run for it.  So I did just that.


“Hold it!” he said as he sprinted after me, but I didn’t even look back.  I made tracks and when I turned in at my gate, he still had not caught up with me.


“Come, Champion!” I called.  “After him, Champ!” I said, although I knew very well that our dog was on a chain.  But he heard me and roared and barked and Jester, knowing the character of Champion, made a wise stop.


When I stood safe by the veranda, I dropped the fish pot and looked back.  Jester was down the road threatening me.  He made a fist and pointed it in my direction; then he put the fist in his eyes and rubbed it around, which was a way of saying he would black my eye.  Then he went away.  I told Milton.


“Oh, he won’t do anything.”


“Still I’m scared,” I said.  “He’s a bully, isn’t he?”


“He won’t dare touch you,” he assured me.


“Maybe,” I said.  “I don’t know really.  Can you beat him in a fight?”


“How would I know?” he said irritably.

But I knew he couldn’t beat Jester.  
(From The Cloud with the Silver Lining, C. Everard Palmer, p. 45)


That was how it had always been before Grandpa’s accident.  We would breakfast early and tidy up and be at the church by nine o’clock because that was the hour Grandpa rang the first bell.  I can’t say that I liked those times better, because the rush to church always interfered with and spoilt a good Sunday breakfast… 
Ordinarily we hurried through breakfast and were at the church at nine.  Then we had an extra hour to study what Scripture passages Miss Kirby had assigned us, if we hadn’t studied them as yet – and usually I hadn’t.  For let it be understood that although we had a whole hour, which some other boys might have spent playing or searching for lizards, we dared not have done any such thing in our Sunday suits.  Not with Grandpa around.  No, we would crawl into a pew meekly as doves and study our verses while Grandpa, sitting somewhere behind us and peering over his spectacles dropped low on his nose, read his Bible.  He read aloud because Grandpa was the one who thought that reading wasn’t reading if it wasn’t done aloud. 

Now, as I plodded on heavily toward church beside Milton, I looked back and noticed that Grandpa was out of sight, and I remembered the penny that he had given to Milton as offering.  Why should he have the pleasure of plunking it into the collection plate and not me?  Yes, why?  So I began to scowl again and to sniff.

“What’s the matter?” he asked. “Your shoes?”

“No,” I said and walked briskly, to the detriment of my heels and toes, in my demonstration to him that no shoes could ever make me sniff.

“What then?”

“The penny,” I said.

“What about it?”

“You have it,” I said.

“Sure I have it.  Grandpa gave it to me to drop in the collection plate.”

“I want it,” was all I said.

“Don’t be stupid, Timmy,” Milton said.  “It’s offering money.  I’m not going to keep it or spend it!”

“I want it,” I said.

“Oh, that!”

“Yes,” I said.  “I want to drop it in.”

“Stupid,” he said.  “You stupid, childish cry baby!”

“Give it to me,” I said.

I noticed already that he wasn’t concerned about having the joy of plunking it into the plate and I knew he would give it to me.  With a little pressure.  A little more honest-to-goodness sniffing.  And I was right too.  His hand went into his pocket and came up with the copper coin and mine sailed out to his and took the penny.

“There,” he said.  “And stop making a fool of yourself.”
(From The Cloud with the Silver Lining, C. Everard Palmer, p. 26-27)
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Little Pieces of Glass


When we were ten, we had two passions in our lives.  Climbing trees and playing marbles.  I suppose most people are the same, but all I can remember clearly about junior school is playtime.  Life was playtime.  We spent hours, crouching in the dust, firing little glass balls into a crudely drawn ring, swinging wildly from branch to branch, through trees whose boughs were obviously made for climbing.  God made the world for us to play in.  The trees were our climbing frames and our schoolyard was a dustbowl…


…We were playing marbles one day, just minding our own business, when Audley, who had either lost all his marbles or left them at home, sauntered over to us, hands in his pockets, looking bored.


“Yuh want we go climb tree?” he suggested.

The rest of us, who were always eager to demonstrate our acrobatic skills on the climbing tree agreed, and gave our marbles to younger brothers and sisters to hold, or hid them in our own secret places under the schoolhut, or in the hollow of logwood trees.  I had a special place for mine.  The outside pipe, which we used to drink from, had a concrete slab around it and at the back I had hollowed out a hole between the base of the slab and the surrounding earth.  This was concealed by a small lump of concrete that had broken away from the rest, and sat neatly on the top of the hole.  A perfect hiding place that only I knew about, or so I thought…


We spent the rest of the lunch hour climbing to the top of the tree, and by a series of acrobatic leaps, swings and somersaults, making our way down to the ground, to rejoin the queue for scaling the tree again…After a while, they got fed up with trying to compete, and wandered off, while we carried on being more and more daring, till the bell that signaled at the end of lunch hour rang, and we collected up our marbles, and went back in.

I ran to the outside pipe, and pushed my hand into the hole at the back.  It was empty; not even one marble was left… 
(From Fly Away Home, Andy Mead, p. 23).


Is this a real story?  How do you know?

Can you answer: Who? What? When? How? Where? Why?

Today was the first day of school.  I left the house at seven-thirty to walk to the front of the development and catch the bus…  It occurred to me that I’ve never lived in a development that was finished.  I have always lived with overflowing construction dumpsters and portable toilets sitting on boards.


I turned right at the end of Kensington Gardens Drive and walked parallel to the high gray wall.  Something started to bother me almost immediately.  The gray of the wall drifted along in the left side of my vision – distracting me, troubling me.  What was it?  Something about the wall?  Something about the bus stop?  Something that I needed to remember?  My steps slowed down, and I came to a dead stop, frozen there like a windup toy that had run out of torque.


Then a scene came back to me.  Just like the other morning in Houston.  Entirely on its own, a scene came back to me:


I remembered another bus stop.  And a shiny yellow school bus.


I was standing at the back of a line of kids, waiting to board the bus for one of my first days at kindergarten.


Mom had driven me to school on the actual first day.  This was the first day when I would be accompanied by no one except Erik, my fifth-grade brother.  But Erik did not accompany me for long.  He was standing at the front of the school-bus line with his fifth-grade friends when one of them turned, made a gesture, and called to me “Hey, Eclipse Boy, how many fingers am I holding up?”


I didn’t realize at first that the boy was talking to me, and I had no idea what he meant.  Erik and his friends laughed about the joke, then the bus doors opened and we all filed in.  I can’t put all of the details in order now, but it became clear to me later that, for some reason, the big kids on the school bus were calling me Eclipse Boy.


The fact is we did have an eclipse that summer, around three weeks before school started.  Based on that, Erik was telling his friends this story:  The reason for the Coke-bottle glasses on my eyes was that I had stared at the sun, unprotected, during that eclipse.


The story puzzled me then, and it puzzles me now.  I do not remember doing any such thing.  And yet when I search through our family photos, I can see that I never wore glasses of any kind before that summer.  But right after the eclipse, I was wearing these thick lenses that I now call my regular glasses.


Puzzled or not, I went right along with the story.  I even told it myself.  It gave me a special kindergarten identity.  It made me somebody.  I was the boy who had not listened and who was now paying the price.  Look at me if you dare!  I was the living proof that you shouldn’t look at an eclipse or you’ll go blind; that you shouldn’t play in an abandoned refrigerator or you’ll suffocate; that you shouldn’t go swimming right after you eat or you’ll get stomach cramps and drown.


So there I sat on that yellow school bus – Erik Fisher’s younger brother, Eclipse Boy, visually impaired and totally incapable of following in his brother’s footsteps.  
(FromTangerine by Edward Bloor, p. 33-34).



Is this a real story?  How do you know?

Can you answer: Who? What? When? How? Where? Why?

It was well past noon and Justin was hungry.  Soon they came upon a small, well-built shed, securely locked.  Nearby was a small stream.  Grandpa reined in his horse.  When he and Justin dismounted, they hitched the horses, and unsaddled them.


We’ll have our lunch here,” Grandpa said.  Justin was surprised when Grandpa took black iron pots, other cooking utensils, and a table from the shed.  Justin helped him remove some iron rods that Grandpa carefully placed over a shallow pit.  These would hold the pots.  Now Justin understood why Grandpa had brought uncooked food.  They were going to cook outside.


First they collected twigs and cow dung.  Grandpa called it cow chips.  “These,” Grandpa said, holding up a dried brown pad, “make the best fuel.  Gather them up.”


There were plenty of chips left from the cattle that had fed there in winter.  Soon they had a hot fire.


Justin watched as Grandpa carefully washed his hands and then began to cook their lunch…


Grandpa put raisins into a pot with a little water and placed them over the fire.  Justin was surprised when Grandpa put flour in a separate pan.  He used his fist to make a hole right in the middle of the flour.  In that hole he placed some shortening.  Then he added water.  With his long delicate fingers he mixed the flour, water, and shortening until he had a nice round mound of dough. 


Soon smooth circles of biscuits sat in an iron skillet with a lid on top.  Grandpa put the skillet on the fire with some of the red-hot chips scattered over the lid.


Justin was amazed.  How could only those ingredients make good bread?  But he said nothing as Grandpa put the chunks of smoked pork in a skillet and started them cooking.  Soon the smell was so delicious.  Justin could hardly wait.
(From A Visit With Grandpa, Mildred Pitts Walter, Scott Foresman, p. 33)



Is this a real story?  How do you know?

Can you answer: Who? What? When? How? Where? Why?

All three of us were so busy fooling around that we didn’t notice Fudge up on the jungle gym until he called.  “Pee-tah…Pee-tah…”  That’s how he says my name.

“What?” I asked.

“See…see….”  Fudge flapped his arms around.  “Fudgie’s a birdie!  Fudgie’s a birdie!  Fly birdie …fly….”

That crazy kid!  I thought running to the jungle gym with Jimmy and Sheila right behind me.

But it was too late.  Fudge already found out he didn’t have wings.  He fell to the ground.  He was screaming and crying and his face was a mess of blood.  I couldn’t even tell where the blood was coming from at first.  Then Jimmy handed me his handkerchief.  I don’t know how clean it was but it was better than nothing.  I mopped some blood off Fudge’s face.

Sheila cried, “It wasn’t my fault.  Honest, it wasn’t.”

…

“My mother’s going to kill you, Sheila!” I said. Was I glad I wasn’t left in charge of my brother.

…

I went into the kitchen to have a glass of juice.  My mother followed me.  “Peter Warren Hatcher!” she said.  “I’m sorry that I can’t trust you for just ten minutes!”

“Me?” I asked.  “Trust me?  What’s this got to do with me?”

My mother raised her voice.  “I left your brother with you for ten minutes and just look at what happened.  I’m disgusted with you!”

“It was Sheila’s fault,” I said.  “You said Sheila was in charge.  So how come you’re mad at me and not at Sheila?”

“I just am!” my mother shouted.

I ran to my room and slammed the door.  I watched Dribble walk around on his favorite rock.  “My mother’s the meanest mother in the world!” I told my turtle.  “She loves Fudge more than me.  She doesn’t even love me anymore.  She doesn’t even like me.  Maybe I’m not her real son.  Maybe somebody left me in a basket on her doorstep.  My real mother’s probably a beautiful princess.  I’ll bet she wants me back.  Nobody needs me around here…that’s for sure!”

I didn’t eat supper that night and I had a lot of trouble falling asleep.
The next morning my mother came into my room and sat down on my bed.  I didn’t look at her.

“Peter,” she said.

I didn’t answer.

“Peter, I said some things yesterday that I didn’t really mean.”

I looked at her.  “Honest?” I asked.

“Yes…you see…I was very upset over Fudge’s accident and I had to blame somebody.  So I picked on you.”

“Yes,” I said.  “You sure did.”

“It wasn’t your fault though.  I know that.  It was an accident.  It could have happened even if I had been in the playground myself.”

“He wanted to fly,” I said.  “He thought he was a bird.”

“I don’t think he’ll try to fly again,” my mother said.

“Me neither,” I told her.

Then we both laughed and I knew she was my real mother after all.
(From Tales of A Fourth Grade Nothing, Judy Blume, Ch 4).


[image: image12]
Is this a real story?  How do you know?

Can you answer: Who? What? When? How? Where? Why?

The next day when I came home from school I went into my bedroom to see Dribble like I always do.  Fudge was in there, sitting on my bed.


“Why are you in my room?” I asked hi.


He smiled.


“You know you’re not supposed to be in here.  This is my room.”


“Want to see?” Fudge asked.


“See what?”


“Want to see?”


“What?  What are you talking about?” I asked.


He jumped off my bed and crawled underneath it.  He came out with our poster.  He held it up.  “See,” he said.  “Pretty!”


“What did you do?” I yelled.  “What did you do to our poster?”  It was covered all over with scribbles in every color Magic Marker.  It was ruined! It was a mess and it was ruined.  I was ready to kill Fudge.  I grabbed my poster and ran into the kitchen to show it to my mother.  I could hardly speak.  “Look,” I said, feeling a lump in my throat.  “Just look at what he did to my poster.”  I felt tears come to my eyes but I didn’t care.  “How could you let him?” I asked my mother.  “How?  Don’t you care about me?”

…..


“Don’t you see, Mom?  I can’t ever do my homework without him messing it up.  It just isn’t fair!  I wish he was never born.  Never!  I hate him!” 


“You don’t hate him,” my mother said.  “You just think you do.”


“Don’t tell me,” I said.  “I mean it.  I really can’t stand that kid!”


“You’re angry,” my mother told me.  “I know that and I don’t blame  you.  Fudge had no right to touch your poster.  I spanked him.”

….

“Oh no!”  Jimmy shouted.  “We’re not handing the booklet in like that.  I’ll rip it up before I let you!”  He grabbed the booklet and threatened to tear it in half.


Sheila screamed.  “You wouldn’t!  I’ll kill you!  Give I back to me, Jimmy Fargo!”  She was ready to cry.


I knew Jimmy wouldn’t tear it up but I didn’t say so.


“Peter…make him give it back!”


“Will you take off that line about your handwriting?” I asked.


“I can’t.  It’ll ruin the booklet.”


“Then I think he should rip it up,” I said.


Sheila stamped her foot.  “Ooooh!  I hate you both!”


“You don’t really,” I told her. “You just think you do.”


“I know I do!” Sheila cried.


“That’s because you’re angry right now,” I said.  I couldn’t help smiling.

(FromTales of A Fourth Grade Nothing, Judy Blume, ch 7).
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Is this a real story?  How do you know?

Can you answer: Who? What? When? How? Where? Why?

Leslie lined up beside him on the right.  He moved a tiny bit to the left, but she didn’t seem to notice.


At the bang Jess shot forward.  It felt good—even through ground against the bottom of his worn sneakers.  He was pumping good.  He could almost smell Gary Fulcher’s surprise at his improvement.  The crowd was noisier than they’d been during the other heats.  Maybe they were all noticing.  He wanted to look back and see where the others were, but he resisted the temptation.  It would seem conceited to look back.  He concentrated on the line ahead.  It was nearing with every step.  “Oh, Miss Bessie, if you could see me now.”


He felt it before he saw it.  Someone was moving up.  He automatically pumped harder.  Then the shape was there in his sideways vision.  Then suddenly pulling ahead.  He forced himself now.  His breath was choking him, and the sweat was in his eyes.  But he saw the figure anyhow.  The faded cutoffs crossed the line a full three feet ahead of him.


Leslie turned to face him with a wide smile on her tanned face.  He stumbled and without a word began half walking, half trotting over to the starting line.  This was the day he was going to be champion—the best runner of the fourth and fifth grades, and he hadn’t even won his heat.  There was no cheering at either end of the field.  The rest of the boys seemed as stunned as he.  The teasing would come later, he felt sure, but at least for the moment none of them were talking.


“OK.” Fulcher took over.  He tried to appear very much in charge.  “OK, you guys.  You can line up for the finals.”  He walked over to Leslie.  “OK, you had your fun.  You can run on up to the hopscotch now.”


“But I won the heat,” she said.


Gary lowered his head like a bull.  “Girls aren’t supposed to play on the lower field.  Better get up there before one of the teachers sees you.”


“I want to run,” she said quietly.


“You already did.”


“Whatsa matter, Fulcher?”  All Jess’s anger was bubbling out.  He couldn’t seem to stop the flow.  “Whatsa matter?  Scared to race her?”


Fulcher’s fist went up.  But Jess walked away from it.  Fulcher would have to let her run now, he knew.  And Fulcher did, angrily and grudgingly.


She beat him.  She came in first and turned her large shining eyes on a bunch of dumb sweating-mad faces.  The bell rang.  Jess started across the lower field, his hands still deep in his pockets.  She caught up with him.  He took his hands out and began to trot toward the hill.  She’d got him into enough trouble.  She speeded up and refused to be shaken off.

(Bridge to Terabithia, Katherine Paterson, p. 34-35).

[image: image14]
Two Stars…
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Two things I have done well on this task are:
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and a Wish…

I wish I could do this better:
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And a missed foul shot…

I wish I could do this better:
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PERSONAL NARRATIVES





READING AND WRITING FOR A SPECIFIC PURPOSE
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Fictional (imaginary)


Narrative





Personal


Narrative





Is this a real story?  How do you know?


Can you answer: Who? What? When? How? Where? Why?





�





Journal entry:





“I remember a time when I was scared of someone bigger and stronger than me…” 





(or something else that this reminded you about)





How did you feel BEFORE, DURING and AFTER the incident?


       





Is this a real story?  How do you know?


Can you answer:  Who? What? When? How? Where? Why?








Journal Entry:


“I remember a time when I wanted something that someone else had…” 





(or something else that this reminded you about)





How did you feel BEFORE, DURING and AFTER the incident?








Journal Entry:


“I remember a time when I was wearing my best clothes and the urge to play outside was just too hard to resist…” 





(or something else that this reminded you about)





How did you feel BEFORE, DURING and AFTER the incident?








Is this a real story?  How do you know?


Can you answer: Who? What? When? How? Where? Why?








Journal Entry:





“I remember a time when I hid something in a safe place and it wasn’t there when I went back to get it…” 


(or something else that this reminded you about)





How did you feel BEFORE, DURING and AFTER the incident?








Journal Entry:





“I remember a time when I got blamed for something I didn’t do…”





(or something else that this reminded you about)





Before this event, I felt…


During this event, I felt…


After this event, I felt…





Journal Entry:





“I remember a time when a friend made me angry…”





(or something else that this reminded you about)





Before this event, I felt…


During this event, I felt…


After this event, I felt…





Journal Entry:





“I remember a time when I had expected to win an event, but someone beat me…”  (or something else that this reminded you about)





Before this event, I felt…


During this event, I felt…


After this event, I felt…








Two slam dunks…





Two things I have done well on this task are:





Journal Entry:  


“I remember a time I had fun cooking with an adult…”


(or something else that this reading reminded you about)


Before this event, I felt…


During this event, I felt…


After this event, I felt…





Who





What





Where





When





Why





How





SIMILARITIES…


Narratives – both fiction (imaginary/unreal) and nonfiction (real) – answer these questions:





Reading Time…





Journal Entry:





“I remember the first time I rode a school bus…”





(or something else that this passage reminded you about)





Before this event, I felt…


During this event, I felt…


After this event, I felt…





Is this a real story?  How do you know?


Can you answer: Who? What? When? How? Where? Why?





Journal Entry:


“I remember a time when I went outside to play and got into trouble…”





(or something else that you thought about when you read this)





How did you feel BEFORE, DURING and AFTER the incident?








Journal Entry:





“When I’m bored, I…”





Is this a real story?  How do you know?


Can you answer: Who? What? When? How? Where? Why?





Journal Entry:


”I remember a time when a new student came to our class”





Or something else you thought about when you read this passage
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