Graphic Organizers (Character Maps) (8.0)
Materials
· Character Map graphic organizer

· The poem “My Father Was a Simple Man”
Description

"A picture is worth 1000 words." When students are juggling new concepts, a graphic organizer can be an excellent teaching aide. Random facts are quickly lost. However, the brain's ability to store pictures is unlimited. And since the brain likes to chunk information, the graphic organizer complements the way the brain naturally works.

Step-by-Step
1. Distribute the character maps and copies of the poem.

2. Have the participants read the poem and complete the character map.

3. Have participants evaluate which mode of characterization was used the most in the poem.
CONTENT STANDARD 8.0 LITERATURE
Course Level Expectations

· CLE 3001.8.5, CLE 3002.8.5, CLE 3003.8.5, CLE 3005.8.5 Know and use appropriate literary terms to derive meaning and comprehensions from various literary genres.
State Performance Indicators 

     •     SPI 3001.8.4, SPI 3002.8.4 Identify and analyze how the author reveals

           character (i.e., what the author tells us, what the characters say about him

           or her, what the character does, what the character says, what the              

           character thinks).
	Materials needed:
· Character map graphic organizer

· Poem that employs several methods of characterization



	Assessment Activity Title:  Character Mapping



	Description of Activity:
1. Distribute character maps and poems to students.

2. Ask students to read the poem and complete the graphic organizer.  Students will write examples and line numbers for the five methods of characterization (thoughts, actions, words, appearance, what other characters say about the character).

Assignment Extensions:

      Ask students to evaluate which method of characterization reveals the most about the character in this poem.



My Father Is a Simple Man
Luis Omar Salinas
I walk to town with my father
to buy a newspaper. He walks slower
than I do so I must slow up.
The street is filled with children.
We argue about the price
of pomegranates. I convince
him it is the fruit of scholars.
He has taken me on this journey
and it's been lifelong.
He's sure I'll be healthy
so long as I eat more oranges,
and tells me the orange
has seeds and so is perpetual;
and we too will come back
like the orange trees.
I ask him what he thinks
about death and he says
he will gladly face it when
it comes but won't jump
out in front of a car.
I'd gladly give my life
for this man with a sixth
grade education, whose kindness
and patience are true. . .
The truth of it is, he's the scholar,
and when the bitter-hard reality
comes at me like a punishing
evil stranger, I can always
remember that here was a man
who was a worker and provider,
who learned the simple facts
in life and lived by them,
who held no pretense,
And when he leaves without
benefit of fanfare or applause
I shall have learned what little
there is about greatness.
Character Map Graphic Organizer: Separate Document

“Fifteen” 

South of the bridge on Seventeenth 
I found back of the willows one summer 
day a motorcycle with engine running 
as it lay on its side, ticking over 
slowly in the high grass. I was fifteen. 

I admired all that pulsing gleam, the 
shiny flanks, the demure headlights 
fringed where it lay; I led it gently 
to the road, and stood with that 
companion, ready and friendly. I was fifteen. 

We could find the end of a road, meet 
the sky on out Seventeenth. I thought about 
hills, and patting the handle got back a 
confident opinion.  On the bridge we indulged 
a forward feeling, a tremble. I was fifteen. 

Thinking, back farther in the grass I found 
the owner, just coming to, where he had flipped 
over the rail. He had blood on his hand, was pale- 
I helped him walk to his machine. He ran his hand 
over it, called me good man, roared away. 

I stood there, fifteen. 

--William Stafford 
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