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Teacher Key
)Biography, Autobiography, and Memoir
9th Lit/Comp Unit 2 Introduction – J. Chittaro

[bookmark: _GoBack]A biography is a piece of writing about a person's life.
· BIO- life; GRAPH - to write
· Biographies are written about a person's entire life, but are written by someone else.  A biography about Labron James would NOT be written BY Labron - just about Labron.  
· Sometimes, biographies are written about famous people without their permission or endorsement.

Biography Example: The Greatest: Muhammad Ali by Walter Dean Myers

[image: ]
· Clues it's a Biography
· Written in 3rd person point-of-view
· "he", "she", subject's name


An autobiography is a history or story of a person's life written or told by that person.
· AUTO - self; BIO - life; GRAPH – write
· An autobiography is written BY the person the story is about.
· Sometimes, when a person wants to write their autobiography, but may not have the time or skill to actually write the book, another person called a GHOST WRITER actually writes or edits the author's story.  This happens with many executives, celebrities, and political leaders.



Example of Autobiography:  100% Official Justin Bieber: Just Getting Started by Justin Bieber
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· Clues it's an Autobiography
· Written in 1st person point-of-view
· "I", "me", "my", "we", "our"
· Reads as if the author (Justin) were talking directly to you


Review: Biography vs. Autobiography

Biography:
· Tells a story about a person's life
· Usually written from birth to death/present
· Written by someone other than subject of the book
· Third person point-of-view
· Clues: "he", "she", subject's name ("Cassius Clay")
Autobiography:
· Author tells a story about their own life
· Usually written from birth to present
· Sometimes written by a ghost writer
· First person point-of-view
· Clues: "I", "me", "we", "my"
· Reads as if the author were talking to you


A memoir [mem-wahr] is a record of events written by a person having intimate knowledge of them and based on personal observation.
· A memoir is like an autobiography except instead of covering a person's entire life; the memoir covers an unforgettable memory of a specific time in the author's life.
· Sometimes the memoir is made into a movie.
Example of a Memoir: 127 Hours: Between a Rock and a Hard Place by Aron Ralston
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· Clues it’s a Memoir
· First person point-of-view
· Intimate memory of the morning Aron left - he tells details that other would not have known




Let’s Practice - Look at the following book excerpts. Using the information you have just learned, decide whether the selection is a biography, an autobiography, or a memoir. Highlight the clues.
[image: ]Example #1:

















· This is an example of a _______________________________.






Example #2:
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· This is an example of a _______________________________.
[image: ]Example #3:











· This is an example of a _______________________________.
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The going would be much easier if I didn't have this heavy pack
on my back. I wouldnt normally carry twenty-five pounds of sup-
plies and equipment on a bike ride, but I'm journeying out on a
thirty-mile-long circuit of biking and canyoneering—traversing the
bottom of a deep and narrow canyon system—and it will take me
most of the day. Besides a gallon of water stored in an insulated three-
liter CamelBak hydration pouch and a one-liter Lexan botde, I have
five chocolate bars, two burritos, and a chocolate muffin in a plastic
grocery sack in my pack. I'll be hungry by the time I get back to my
truck, for certain, but I have enough for the day.

The truly burdensome weight comes from my full stock of rap-
pelling gear: three locking carabiners, two regular carabiners, a light-
weight combination belay and rappel device, two tied slings of
half-inch webbing, a longer length of half-inch webbing with ten
prestitched loops called a daisy chain, my climbing harness, a sixty-
meter-long and ten-and-a-half-millimeter-thick dynamic climbing
rope, twenty-five feet of one-inch tubular webbing, and my rarcly
used Leatherman-knockoff multi-tool (with two pocketknife blades
and a pair of pliers) that I carry in case I need to cut the webbing to
build anchors. Also in my backpack are my headlamp, headphones,
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My name is John R. Cash. I was born on February 26, 1932, in
Kingsland, Arkansas. I'm one of seven children: Roy, the eldest, then
Louise, Jack, myself, Reba, Joanne, and Tommy. We all grew up work-
ing the cotton filds.

Imarried Vivian Liberto of San Antonio, Texas, when I was twenty-
two and went on to have four daughters with her: Rosanne, Kathy,
Cindy, and Tara. Vivian and I parted, and in 1968 I married June
Carter, who s still my wife. We have one child together, John Carter,
my only son. June brought two daughters, Carlene and Rosie, to our
marriage. Now we have a combined total of twelve grandchildren and
50 many sons-in-law, past and present, that June makes a joke of it in
her stage act.

My work life has been simple: cotton as a youth and music as an
adul. In between I was an automobile factory worker in Michigan, a
radio intercept operator for the United States Air Force in Germany, and
a door-to-door appliance salesman for the Home Equipment Company
of Memphis, Tennessce. I was a great radio operator and a terrible
salesman. [ hated the assembly line.

My first records were on the Sun label, run by Mr. Sam Phillips in
Memphis and featuring Elvis Presley, Carl Perkins, Jerry Lee Lewis,
Roy Orbison, Charlie Rich, and others as well as myself. My first
single was “Cry, Cry, Cry” in 1955, my first big hit “I Walk the Line”
in 1956. 1 left Sun Records for Columbia in 1958, and shortly after that
Lleft Memphis for California.
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In ninth grade Jobs went to Homestead High, which had a sprawling campus of
two-story cinderblock buildings painted pink that served two thousand
students. “It was designed by a famous prison architect,” Jobs recalled. “They
wanted to make it indestructible.” He had developed a love of walking, and he
walked the fifteen blocks to school by himself each day.

He had few friends his own age, but he got to know some seniors who were
immersed in the counterculture of the late 1960s. It was a time when the geek and
hippie worlds were beginning to show some overlap. “My friends were the really
smart kids,” he said. “I was interested in math and science and electronics. They
were too, and also into LSD and the whole counterculture trip.”

His pranks by then typically involved electronics. At one point he wired his
house with speakers. But since speakers can also be used as microphones, he built
a control room in his closet, where he could listen in on what was happening in
other rooms. One night, when he had his headphones on and was listening in on
his parents’ bedroom, his father caught him and angrily demanded that he
dismantle the system. He spent many evenings visiting the garage of Larry Lang,
the engineer who lived down the street from his old house. Lang eventually gave
Jobs the carbon microphone that had fascinated him, and he turned him on to
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HEY CALLED HiM Moishe the Beadle, as if his entire
life he had never had a surname. He was the jack-of-
all-trades in a Hasidic house of prayer, a shibl. The Jews
of Sighet—the little town in Trans

Ivania where I spent my child-
s poor and lived in utter penury.
As a rule, our townspeople, while they did help the needy, did
larly like them. Moishe the Beadle was the excep-
tion. He stayed out of people’s way. His presence bothered no

hood—were fond of him. He w:

not par

one. He had mastered the art of rendering himself insignificant,
invisible.

Physically, he was as awkward as a clown. His waiflike shyness
made people smile. As for me, I liked his wide, dream
ing off into the distance. He spoke little. He sang, or rather he

s, gaz-

chanted, and the few snatches I caught here and there spoke of
divine suffering, of the Shekhinah in Exile, where, according to
Kabbalah, it aw

I'met him in 1941. I was almost thirteen and deeply observant.
By day I studied Talmud and by night I would run to the syna-
gogue to weep over the destruction of the Temple.

its redemption linked to that of man.
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In 1954, twelve-year-old Cassius rode his red-and-
white Schwinn bicycle to the Columbia Auditorium in
Louisville. He and a friend visited The Louisville Home
Show, which was a predominately black trade show. There
was free candy and popcorn, and a general air of excite-
ment as local merchants displayed their goods. When it
was time to go, Cassius found that his bicycle was missing.

The Schwinn company made the most popular bicycles
in the country, and Clay was angry and hurt that his had
been stolen. The chance of his family scraping together
the money for a new bicycle was slight, and Cassius was so

upset that he was crying.
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CHECKING
IN

1 didn’ grow up with aspirafions fo become
(big pop star. | just wanted fo be o reguiar
kid who does all of the normal things other
Kids do. | starled posting videos on YouTube
when | was 12 50 my fomily could hear me
sing. | never knew it was going fo be a big
thing. | mean, we were Just posting videos,
and @ month of two laler, out of nowhere,

fons of viewers were waiching. | come from
Iitfe fown in Conada called Stratford, with a
‘population of 30,000 peope, and that made
allofthis even crazie. | never thought 4 get
o do anything ofher than maybe become a
carpenter and maybe one day furm that info @
business. The mere thought of becoming o star
didn’ even seem possible. It wos like going fo
the moon or winning the lotery. Bu, a couple
of years loter, by the fime | wos 14, | was no
fonger just singing for my fomily—the world
was hearing me sing foo. The rest s history.
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CD player and several Phish CDs, extra AA batterics, digital camera
and mini digital video camcorder, and their batteries and protective
cloth sacks.




