
 

LESSON PLAN: “THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A YEAR” 

OBJECTIVE:  To write an autobiography about one year in their lives. 

KEY TERMS: Autobiography - An account of a person's life written by that person. 

STANDARDS:  Virginia 

9.1 C, 10.1 D, 9.4 A, 9.4 H, 10.4 H, 
11.4 E, 9.7-12.7 E 

Common Core 

Reading 

Grades 6-8: 1, 2, 4, 6 
Grades 9-12: 1, 2, 4 

Writing 

Grades 6-8: 3.b-d, 4, 5 
Grades 9-12: 3.a-d, 4, 5 

Language Standards 

Grades 6-8: 3, 5 
Grades 9-12: 3, 5 

 

INTRODUCTION: Tell students to think of all that happens to us within one year—all the 
changes and experiences we collect. 

STEP ONE: Ask students to think about the most significant year of their life. Ask them to 
write down the calendar year of the age they were during that year and what 
changed for them in that time: what they learned, who they met, to whom they 
said goodbye, etc. 

STEP TWO: Read the poem listed under Additional Materials. Note the specific stories 
involved in the poem. Note that much is said in a short space. 

STEP THREE: 
 

Have students write their autobiography of one year in their life. 

Have students write for 10-15 minutes. Encourage them to fill an entire page. 

STEP FOUR: After 15 minutes, stop writing. Then share responses aloud.   
 

ADDITIONAL MATERIALS 

 



 

"Nineteen" by Elizabeth Alexander 
 
That summer in Culpepper, all there was to eat was white: 
cauliflower, flounder, white sauce, white ice cream. 
I snuck around with an older man who didn't tell me 
he was married. I was the baby, drinking rum and Coke 
while the men smoked reefer they'd stolen from the campers. 
I tiptoed with my lover to poison-ivied fields, camp vans. 
I never slept. Each fortnight I returned to the city, 
black and dusty, with a garbage bag of dirty clothes. 
 
At nineteen it was my first summer away from home. 
His beard smelled musty. His eyes were black. "The ladies love my hair," 
he'd say, and like a fool I'd smile. He knew everything 
about marijuana, how dry it had to be to burn, 
how to crush it, sniff it, how to pick the seeds out. He said 
he learned it all in Vietnam. He brought his son to visit 
after one of his days off. I never imagined a mother. 
"Can I steal a kiss?" he said, the first thick night in the field. 
 
I asked and asked about Vietnam, how each scar felt, 
what combat was like, how the jungle smelled. He listened 
to a lot of Marvin Gaye, was all he said, and grabbed 
between my legs. I'd creep to my cot before morning. 
I'd eat that white food. This was before I understood 
that nothing could be ruined in one stroke. A sudden 
storm came on hard that night; he bolted up inside the van. 
"The rain sounded just like that," he said, "on the roofs there." 

 

 


