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Lesson Plan 1:  In Motion

I. Group Goals
A. To gain an understanding of how people relate to one another based upon the teams and groups to which they belong.

B. To understand that people define who they are by what they are involved in.

II. Drama Goals

A. To exercise self-control and thoughtfulness in motions.  

B. Being able to work individually and in groups to perform an activity.

C. Using different facial expressions and body language to portray each activity individually.

III. Materials

A. Two envelopes, one with a list of individualized sports, and one with a list of team sports.

B. Poems entitled (1) “Pole Vaulter” by David Allan Evans and (2) “Ex-Basketball Player” by John Updike.

IV. Method

A. Tell group that will be starting a unit on poetry and will be starting with the topic of sports.  A poem will be read and then the class will be split up into four groups of three.  The groups will choose a piece of paper out of the envelope telling what sport they are to act out.  Each group will then discuss and act out one aspect of their chosen sport.  This will be repeated once with each poem read.

1. Individual Sports to go with poem “Pole Vaulter”:
a. Track
b. Golf

c. Swimming

d. Cross country

e. Tennis 

2. Team sports to go with poem “Ex-Basketball Player”:

a. Soccer

b. Basketball

c. Baseball/softball

d. Football

e. Volleyball

B. Questions might ask:

1. How do team members encourage one another while competing?
2. What different movements do you see when watching that particular sport?

3. How do individuals use sports to express themselves?

4. Is your team winning or losing/

5. Did you play your best?

V. Anticipated Realization of Goals

A. Students will play out sports for classmates and class will decide together which sport the group is playing out.

B. Discuss if there are others ways in which the sport could have been acted out.
VI. Closing the Session

A. Ask students if they thought acting out the sports helped them to identify with athletes on the field/track/court.

B. Discuss what personalities are better for individualized or team sports.

C. Students will write a poem describing something they are good at or like to do.  Example topics could be:  sports, dancing, reading, music, or hanging out with friends. 
Ex-Basketball Player

By: John Updike

Pearl Avenue runs past the high-school lot,

Bends with the trolley tracks. And stops, cut off

Before it has a chance to go two blocks,

At Colonel McComsky Plaza.  Berth’s Garage

Is on the corner facing west, and there,

Most days, you’ll find Flick Webb, who helps Berth out.

Flick stands tall among the idiot pumps—

Five on a side, the old bubble-head style,

Their rubber elbows hanging loose and low.

One’s nostrils are two S’s, and his eyes

An E and O.  And one squat, without

A head at all—more of a football type.

One Flick played for the high-school team, the Wizards.  

He was good:  in fact, the best.  In ‘46

He bucketed three hundred ninety points,

A county record still.  The ball loved Flick.

I saw him rack up thirty-eight or forty

In one home game.  His hands were like wild birds.

He never learned a trade, he just sells gas,

Checks oil, and changes flats.  Once in a while,

As a gag, he dribbles an inner tube,

But most of us remember anyway.

His hands are fine and nervous on the lug wrench.

It makes no difference to the lug wrench, though.

Off work, he hands around Mae’s luncheonette.

Grease-gray and kind of coiled, he plays pinball,

Smokes thing cigars, and nurses lemon phosphates.

Flick seldom says a word to Mae, just nods

Beyond her face toward bright applauding tiers

Of Necco Wafers, Nibs, and Juju Beads.

Pole Vaulter

By: David Allan Evans

The approach to the bar

is everything

unless I have counted

my steps    hit my markers

feel up to it    I refuse

to follow through

I am committed to beginnings

or to nothing

planting the pole

at runway’s end

jolts me

out of sprinting

I take off    kicking in

and up   my whole weight

trying the frailty 

of fiberglass

never forcing myself

trusting it is right

to be taken to the end

of tension    poised for

the powerful thrust to

fly me beyond expectations

near the peak

I roll my thighs inward

arch my back   clearing

as much of the bar as I can

(knowing the best jump 

can be cancelled

by a careless elbow)

and open my hands

