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LESSON PLAN: 

Unbound Global Competency Standards Exit Ticket:

Activity: Background

Time: 5 minutes Blank Mind Map Templates

Content Standard(s)

Grade: 6th-8thEmpathy

MS4: Develop advanced digital literacy skills for global 
collaboration.

Writing Prompt

CCSS.ELA-Literacy.W.6.9 Draw evidence from 
literary or informational texts to support analysis, 
reflection and research.*

Have students brainstorm or write how they think children should be treated by their caretaker or 
parent. Have them use a digital mind map or use one of the examples in the Mind Map resource.

Content Advisory: This lesson includes themes of abuse and neglect. It may be an opportunity to build trust 
with students and encourage open dialogue. Please consider offering a reminder that students can speak 
privately with a trusted adult and access reporting pathways if needed.

Total Time: 27-30 minutes

Content: ELA

Resources: 

Activity: Learning Activity

Time: 5 minutes Resources: 

Show 2min YouTube video

The teacher asks students to highlight key info from the video.

Children’s Rights Video

https://youtu.be/mI2dYmNCJVQ?si=kCnIWnjFFJo-Vqoq
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*As of January 2025, the content standards for GC math, science and ELA lessons are based on the state of Kansas. It is likely 
there are similar standards in each state.

Unauthorized reproduction, distribution, or duplication of any part of the Global Classmates resources without explicit written 
permission from Unbound is strictly prohibited.

Resources: A Child Called ‘It’Time: 12 minutes

Activity: Practice 

Students will annotate the passage, “A Child Called It.” In groups of 2-3, students will 
collaboratively read and annotate the document. Students should use a program such as Kami, 
Google Docs, or M365 that allows multiple people to edit a document at the same time.

Students will comment on how the boy’s rights were being violated by the mom as they read 
through the story.

Use a digital tool to present 3 examples of how David’s rights were violated.

(Can be done individually or in groups.)

Activity: Exit Ticket 

Time: 5 minutes Resources: Alternative: Use the Exit Ticket if you 
have limited technology access
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A Child Called ‘It’

By the sixth day I was so weak when I woke up on my army cot, I could hardly get up. I worked on my chores at a snail’s pace. 
I felt so numb. My thought responses became unclear. It seemed to take minutes for me to understand each sentence Mother 
yelled to me. As I slowly strained my head up to look at Mother, I could tell that to her it was a game -- a game which she 
thoroughly enjoyed.

“Oh, poor little baby,” Mother sarcastically cooed. Then she asked me how I felt, and laughed when I begged for food. At the 
end of the sixth day, and those that followed, I hoped with all my heart that Mother would feed me something, anything. I was 
at a point that I didn’t care what it was.

One evening, towards the end of her “game,” after I had finished my chores, Mother slammed a plate of food in front of me. 
The cold leftovers were a feast to my eyes. But I was wary; it seemed too good to be true. “Two minutes!” Mother barked. “You 
have two minutes to eat. That’s all.” Like lightning I picked up the fork, but the moment before the food touched my mouth, 
Mother snatched the plate away from me and emptied the food down the garbage disposal. “Too late!” she sneered. I stood 
before her dumbstruck. I didn’t know what to do or say. All I could think of was “Why?” I couldn’t understand why she treated 
me the way she did. I was so close that I could smell every morsel. I knew she wanted me to cave in, but I stood fast and held 
back the tears.

Mother had another favorite game for me while Father was away. She sent me to clean the bathroom with her usual time 
limits. But this time, she put a bucket, filled with a mixture of ammonia and Clorox, in the room with me and closed the door. 
The first time she did this, Mother informed me she had read about it in a newspaper and wanted to try it. Even though I 
acted as if I were frightened, I really wasn’t. I was ignorant about what was going to happen. Only when Mother closed the 
door and ordered me not to open it did I begin to worry. With the room sealed, the air began to quickly change. In the corner 
of the bathroom, I dropped to my hands and knees and stared at the bucket. A fine gray mist swirled towards the ceiling. As I 
breathed in the fumes, I collapsed and began spitting up. My throat felt like it was on fire. Within minutes it was raw. The gas 
from the reaction of the ammonia and Clorox mixture made my eyes water. I was frantic about not being able to meet Mother’s 
time limits for cleaning the bathroom.

After a few more minutes, I thought I would cough up my insides. I knew that Mother wasn’t going to give in and open the 
door. To survive her new game, I had to use my head. Laying on the tiled floor I stretched my body, and using my foot, I slide 
the bucket to the door. I did this for two reasons: I wanted the bucket as far away from me as possible, and in case Mother 
opened the door, I wanted her to get a snoot full of her own medicine. I curled up in the opposite corner of the bathroom, with 
my cleaning rag over my mouth, nose and eyes. Before covering my face, I wet the rag in the toilet. I didn’t dare turn on the 
water in the sink for fear of Mother hearing it. Breathing through the cloth, I watched the mist inch its way closer and closer to 
the floor. I felt as if I were locked in a gas chamber. Then I thought about the small heating vent on the floor by feet. I knew it 
turned on and off every few minutes. I put my face next to the vent and sucked in all the air my lungs would hold. In about half 
an hour, Mother opened the door and told me to empty the bucket into the drain in the garage before I smelled up her house. 
Downstairs I coughed up blood for over an hour. Of all Mother’s punishments, I hated the gas chamber game the most.

I wondered what Mother had planned for me next. I prayed it was not another gas chamber session. She yelled from the garage 
for me to follow her upstairs. She led me to the bathroom. My heart sank. I felt doomed. I began taking huge breaths of fresh 
air, knowing that soon I would need it.

Reprinted with permission of Health Communications, Inc., from A Child Called “It”, Copyright 1995 Dave Pelzer.

STUDENT ACTIVITY EMPATHY

Practice



NAME____________________________

DATE_____________________________

HR_______
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Writing Prompt
Exit Ticket

Prompt: List 3 examples of how David’s rights were violated.

1.	 ___________________________________________________________________________________________________	

	 ___________________________________________________________________________________________________	

	 ___________________________________________________________________________________________________	

2.	 ___________________________________________________________________________________________________	

	 ___________________________________________________________________________________________________	

	 ___________________________________________________________________________________________________	

3.	 ___________________________________________________________________________________________________

	 ___________________________________________________________________________________________________	

	 ___________________________________________________________________________________________________	

4 3 2 1
Identification of 
Violations

Three+ accurate, 
detailed examples

Three accurate 
examples

Two accurate 
examples

One or no accurate 
examples

Use of Digital 
Tools (optional)

Effective use, 
includes multimedia

Adequate use, some 
multimedia

Limited use, few 
multimedia

Minimal use, no 
multimedia

Reflection and 
Analysis

Deep reflection, 
context connections

Adequate reflection, 
some context

Limited reflection & 
context

Little to no reflection, 
no context


