
Characterization Examples

“A memoir forces me to stop and remember carefully. It is an exercise in truth.
 In a memoir, I look at myself, my life, and the people I love the most in the mirror of the blank screen. 

In a memoir, feelings are more important than facts, and to write honestly, I have to confront my demons.

— Isabel Allende

Appearance

Excerpt from ”Independence Day: Manley Hot Springs, Alaska” by Lisa D. Chavez  
“I am a child: I do what she asks. Put on my worn jean jacket. Push my straight dark hair behind my ears, then tie it back with 
a blue bandana. This is the look I have adopted since I arrived, Indian chic. I do not know what it means, exactly, to dress like 
this, but I have seen young men and women out�tted in this way - people my mother told me were Indian - and I decide I 
will dress that way too, because Indians are cool, aren‘t they? And as I am a bit Indian - a mixture of Chicana and Southwest-
ern Indian and Norwegian that I will much later learn to call Mestia - I am determined to dress appropriately.”

Action

Excerpt from “Roommates” by Max Apple
“I came rather late to understanding myself in the cycle of life. Until three years ago, I was a boy in relation to my grand-
father. He lived to 107 and remained mentally and physically capable until the end of his life. A generation after the last of 
his friends died, he could still mow the lawn on a hot summer afternoon, and he insisted on doing so. I usually wrestled the 
mower from his grip, but his extraordinary energy I took for granted. I had seen it all my life; he was my roommate.
 At my birth, he was 64, middle age to him, and he was not a gentle old soul. He argued with the men in the syna-
gogue, screamed at his fellows in the bakery where he worked until his mid-80s. He was a lover of strife, even at a distance. 
For war news he turned up the volume on the televisioin.”

Characterization by Author

Opening from “Memory and Imagination” by Patricia Hampl
“When I was seven, my father, who played the violin on Sundays with a nicely tortured �air which we considered artistic, led 
me by the hand down a long, unlit corridor in St. Luke’s School basement, a sort of tunnel that ended in a room full of 
pianos. There, many little girls and a single sad boy were playing truly tortured scales and arpeggios in a mash of troubled 
sound. My father gave me over to Sister Olive Marie, who did look remarkably like an olive. 
 Her oily face gleamed as if it had just been rolled out of a can and laid on the white plate of her broad, spotless 
wimple. She was a small plump woman, her body and the small window of her face seemed to interpret the entire alphabet 
of olive. Her face was sallow green olive placed upon the jumbo ripe olive of her habit. I trusted her instantly and smiled, 
glad to have my hand placed in the hand of a woman who made sense, who provided the satisfaction of being what she 
was: an Olive who looked like an olive.”
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