Graphic Organizer for Narratives

Think about an event in your life that seemed bad but turned out to be good. Tell the story of the event that you experienced and help your readers understand how an event that seemed negative turned out to have valuable consequences.

	Event
	What did I think / feel / do?
	What did others say/feel /do?

	Jumping ramps with my bike and broke my leg on the first day of summer vacation.   


	Screamed and cried because it hurt.  Tried to pick dirt and rocks out of the scrape on my knee but there was a lot of blood.  
	Mom came running  – drying her hands on a towel.  Hollered at my dad to call an ambulance; we had to get to the doctor.

	The ambulance arrived real quick and they loaded me onto a stretcher.  They let Mom ride along with me.  Dad followed in the car.  
	Kept begging Mom to just take me inside and pour peroxide on my knee.  I didn’t want to let the doctor tell me it was broken.  My whole summer would be ruined.  
	Mom tried to calm me down, but she had that scared look in her eyes that told me things were bad.  She kept saying, “It will be all right.  It will be all right.”   

	We arrived at the hospital.


	I was still crying and yelled every time someone moved my leg because the pain was so bad.  
	My dad stayed in the waiting room. My mom stayed by my side smoothing my hair back.  Nurses were friendly and gentle and asked a lot of questions about how it happened.   

	The doctor came in; looked at my leg and sent me to Xray.


	I tried to be brave and did everything they told me.  The room was cold and I started shivering.  Pretty soon I was throwing up.  I was embarrassed and felt bad about the mess.  
	A nurse came in and put a warm blanket around me.  Someone else came in and started cleaning things up.  Then they took the Xrays. 

	I ended up with a cast on my leg. 


	I cried because I knew it meant no swimming or baseball for the whole summer.  
	Mom asked if I wanted to go to the DQ.  She was trying hard to find ways to make me feel better.  

	The next day Dad bought me a new Xbox and a bunch of games.
	I kept thanking him over and over.  I still wanted to swim and play ball but I felt a lot better because I had wanted an Xbox forever.  
	Dad hooked everything up and Mom stood in the doorway watching us.  She smiled at me and then gave me a bag.  It was full of library books.  She said stuff like – you need to read for at least one hour every day and then you can play games.


	My friends came and visited every day.  They told me about the baseball games and then we played Xbox. And I made a new friend.
	I didn’t feel quite as bad about not getting to play ball because our team lost most of their games.  And I got really good at the Xbox games.  But best of all, I got to be really good friends with Dave, a boy from my class that I had never really talked with very much.  I always thought he was kind of nerdy cause he doesn’t like sports, but it turns out he’s a really good gamer. 
	Dave came over to play games every day.  By the end of summer, I could even beat him sometimes.  I think he might have just let me win, but he never got mad or anything.  He’d just laugh and say – good game.  


	Event
	What did I think / feel / do?
	What did others say/feel /do?

	Woke up
	Excited – my birthday
	Mom called – wake up birthday girl

	Dad made pancakes.
	I was happy – pancakes are my favorite.
	Mom and Dad sang while I blew out candles on my pancake.

	Mom and Dad promised me a big surprise but I had to go to school first.
	All day long at school I kept wondering what my surprise would be.
	Some of my classmates tried to help me guess what it might be

	Walked home from school with my neighbor.  She’s my babysitter.  I looked all over the house for the surprise.
	I didn’t find anything and was kind of sad feeling.
	My babysitter said I should do my homework cause the surprise might be a really cool toy to play with.

	Mom and Dad finally got home and they had a puppy with them.
	I jumped up and down and hugged the puppy.  I wanted one so bad for such a long time.
	Mom and Dad were smiling and the puppy kept licking my face and making little noises.

	Mom and Dad wanted to know what I would name the puppy.
	I had a name picked for a long long time – Scamp. 
	I played with Scamp all night long and begged to let him sleep with me.

	Scamp had to sleep in a little bed in the laundry room
	I didn’t even want to sleep.  I just wanted to stay with Scamp all night.
	Mom and Dad said I had to go to bed.  They said that when I got up it would be Saturday and I could play all day with Scamp.
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