[bookmark: _GoBack]Summative Memoir Assignment
After reading this memoir, think of an anecdote from your childhood.  It could be a memory about your siblings, your parents, your cousins, or your friends.  Write a personal essay in the style of this memoir where you describe an anecdote from your family life that has had a lasting impact on you.  
Have you ever had a girl break up with you by yelling out the bus window so all of your friends could hear it?  Channing Tatum did.  I’m sure he learned a valuable lesson from this experience.
Did you ever live out of a van with your entire family because you couldn’t afford to live in a house?  Jim Carrey did.  I’m sure he learned many valuable lessons from this experience.
Did you have to enter rehab at age 14 because you couldn’t stop drinking and taking drugs?  Drew Barrymore did.  I’m sure she learned many valuable lessons from this experience.
Everyone has unique childhood experiences that have helped to shape them into the person they are.  These experiences have helped us to learn important lessons that provide a foundation for life.  You will write your own memoir by using a story from your childhood.
· The anecdote may be serious or humorous.  
· It should be evident that the anecdote you are telling made an impression on you and that you learned valuable lessons because of the story you chose.  
· Try to include as much sensory detail as possible, so that I can have an accurate picture in my mind when I read it of what your childhood memory was like.  Think of the 5 senses: sight, touch, sound, smell, and taste.  Use them to help paint a picture for the reader.
· The story should have a purpose.  The entry must be a minimum of 500 words and should be told in a first-person narrative.  

You will write a rough copy and type a good copy.  We will use at least 3 classes to write a rough copy, edit, and type a good copy.  The amount of time you will get to work on this assignment will depend upon your work ethic on this assignment.  You will be graded using the rubric on the following page.

Due Date: ________________________________


Name: _____________________________
Rubric:
CC20.4 – Create a variety of literary communications (a reflective or personal essay).
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	Student did not understand the assignment and was unable to make connections between the format of the piece and own personal experience. No sensory detail.
	Memoir lacked depth and was vague.  It is difficult to see that anecdote had a lasting impact on the author of the piece.  Piece may lack definite mood/tone. Lacking sensory detail.
	Memoir was adequate but could have included more detail.  In parts, it was evident that anecdote had a lasting impression on the author of the piece.  Mood/tone was evident in the end. Adequate sensory detail.
	Memoir was thorough and provided enough details to involve the reader in the story.  It was evident that anecdote had a lasting impression on the author of the piece.  Mood/tone was evident throughout. Strong sensory detail.
	Memoir was insightful and provided many details to include the reader of the piece in the experience.  There is a definite point to the story and the experience made a lasting impression on the author that taught them a valuable lesson.  Mood/tone was evident throughout.  Amazing sensory detail.

	Many grammatical errors made the piece difficult to read and comprehend.  No sentence structure, repetitive word choice, and many mechanical errors evident.
	Basic and limited.  Sentence structure was choppy or run-on.  Sentence fragments evident and lack of full sentences at times.  Many grammatical errors.  Sometimes meaning is evident.
	Word choice was accurate and adequate.  At times, word choice seemed repetitive.  Sentences are somewhat basic and could use variety.  At most times, meaning is clear.
	Word choice was solid and varied.  The text was fluid and easy to read.  Sentences are varied and interesting and enhanced the overall effect of the piece.  Few grammatical errors do not interfere with meaning.
	Word choice was imaginative; it was clear that student was careful with vocabulary when writing the piece. Sentences are diverse and original.  No major grammatical errors.


Final Grade: _________
Comments:


Exemplar:
When I was a little girl, I played a lot by myself.  When my two older brothers went to the basement to build their Star Wars Lego base, and I asked if I could come and help, they would always tell me that I was too little, or that they were doing “boy stuff”.  My brothers would always do things without me.  
Sometimes my parents would make my brothers take me with them when they went to Short Stop with their friends to spend their weekly allowance or return bottles to get change.  We would always spend it on bags full of five-cent candies (I preferred the coke bottles and Big-Foot candies).  I was always the “tag-along sister” in these situations because I was too little to go by myself and my parents assumed that my brothers would protect me if I went with them.  Usually on these trips, I would lag behind because they of course had longer legs and could walk faster than me, but I think they did it on purpose just to make me feel even more like I was intruding on their male camaraderie.
One day, in particular, is tattooed in my memory; my parents were away for the evening, and my biggest brother, Steve, was in charge.  When I knew that was about to happen, I knew that basically meant that the boys could do whatever they wanted, and I, of course, would be left to fend for myself to find “girl things” to do in my room all alone.
The day that my parents left, I was in my room playing Ice Capades and minding my own business, when I heard my brothers frantically running up the stairs.  I knew that something was up, so I followed the noise to see what they were doing.  
Steven and David were in their bathing suits with the window open in the study.  Ker-splash!  I guess I should mention that we had a pool in our backyard and that we lived in a two-story house.  The study window was right above the pool.  You can likely figure out my brothers’ bright idea at this point.  They were jumping into the pool from the roof of our house.  Over and over again.  Ker-splash!  And up the stairs.  Thump, thump, thump, thump, thump, thump, thump. This wouldn’t have been such a bad idea if we didn’t have a pool that was only four and a half feet deep at its deepest.  But at that moment, my nine-year-old self thought this was exhilarating and brilliant.
At that moment, I was bursting with excitement.  Before I even said a word, I bee-lined it to my bedroom and hurriedly changed into my bathing suit.  The yellow one with the red and white hearts on it.  I ran to the study and climbed on top of the desk so I could get a good look out the window.  My eldest brother, Steve, who was about to do a jack-knife off the roof saw me standing there with my eyes wide with anticipation.  
“What do you think you’re doing?” he scoffed as he looked at me in my bathing suit.  As I opened my mouth to say what I obviously intended to do, in my heart, I already knew what he would say next: “You’re too little.  Go back to your room.”
Ker-splash!
I turned around, tears in my eyes, and returned to my room to do more age and sex appropriate things.  Things for nine-year-old girls.  Listening and dancing to my cassette tapes of Beauty and the Beast.  Braiding my Barbie’s hair.  Reading Betty and Veronica.  Certainly not things that they would ever want to do with me.  
During my parents’ short time away with my brother in charge, I spent most of my time alone in my room.  Doing “girl things”
When my parents returned, everything was seemingly hunky-dory.  We were just sitting down for supper when the phone rang.  It turns out that our neighbors in the house behind ours were watching Steve and David the entire time they were jumping into the pool off the roof.  They even had video evidence in case my parents needed to see it.  It was clear from the phone call what was being said
My dad returned to the supper table and I expected an all-out ear-splitting curse session to be thrust upon my two idiot brothers who wouldn’t let me jump from the roof.  I tried to hide my grin.  I knew what was coming.  Serves them right anyways for not including me in the fun they were having.
But that’s not what happened.
My dad, who usually strings together elaborate expletives whenever he doesn’t get his way, started to cry.  And not just a few tears, this was trying-to-catch-your-breath, uncontrollable heaves.  My dad was so worried that my brothers could have seriously injured or even killed themselves with that reckless stunt and he couldn’t handle it if something bad ever happened to either of them.  A second-story jump into a four-and-a-half-foot pool is a recipe for paralysis.  They’re lucky they didn’t get hurt.
After he was finished crying and had composed himself, he turned to me.  “You’re lucky that your brothers care so much about you that they didn’t let you participate.”  Maybe my dad was right.  Maybe they were trying to protect me this time.  I had never thought about it that way.  I had just chalked it up to another thing that I was being excluded from.  That was the first time that I had ever thought they had another reason for excluding me, other than being a girl and being younger than them.  In the following years, my brothers would always make sure that I was being respected on the playground and when I got to high school, they would make sure that the other kids (mainly the boys) treated me right.  Having older brothers didn’t always mean exclusion.  Up until I was nine, I always thought that was what it was.  I wasn’t smart enough to think otherwise.  I had two built-in bodyguards and I didn’t even know it.


