Using the information below, come up with at least three ideas for graphics that could accompany an article based on this information. Consider

photos, infographics and illustrations. Sketch out ideas for all graphics.

SOURCE: Study of child rape victims in 11 states and the District of Columbia

PRODUCED BY: U.S. Department of Justice

MAJOR CONCLUSIONS:
Edit the article below. As you edit it, list as many ideas for photographs and graphics as you can think of.

By Rebecca Leach


A rush of cool air greeted a friend and I as we stepped off of the subway train. I had arrived at the Thresienwiesse, site of the worlds’ largest beer festthe Oktoberfest in Munich Germany.


The heat of the crowd in the station overwelmed me but I pressed on to make it to the escalator. I turned to survey the chaos of the station and the green uniform of a city policeman caught my eye as he directed people on and off the train. The escalator carried me up into more people and a hodgepoge of sounds, smells, and noise.


Excitement overtook me as a cool alpine wind blew the smell of Mandeln into my face. Mandeln are the candied warm almonds available at most beer fests in Germany. The sweetness was enticing. I suddenly developed a craving for the hard nuts and went to work trying to find a familiar blue and white candy stand.


We found a stand and I began munching on my candy, I now had to figure out what I wanted to do and where I wanted to go. Ferris wheels, roller coasters and other rides begged me to ride them with their lights and noises. Hunger, however, was nagging at me as I caught a whif of pretzels and Haendel (Bavarian style rotiserie chicken). I passed a stand selling Wuerst and Kraut (sausage and sauerkraut) and was torn between choosing the juicy chicekn or the spicey sausage. “When in doubt, drink a beer,” my German companion advised. That sounded like a good idea.


We enetered one of the many beer tents and I felt as if I entered into another world. Music bellowed from the bandstand in the center of the tent like a heart beating wildly. Dancers whirled throughtout the aisles like blood pulsing through arteries. So many languages greeted me that I wasn’t sure where I was. We pushed through the thongs of revellers to finally find a seat at a table on the baclony section of the tent. As far as I could see were row upon row of tables filled with beer drinkers.


My friend and I each ordered a liter of beer, the standard measurement of the potent brew at beer fests. The Bierfrau (waitress) heaved two glasses onto our table. Foam sloshed out onto the table, spilling onto my leg. My friend and I toasted one another, and took several gulps of the cool beer. I was instantly refreshed but still hungry.


After our drink we ventured out of then tent into the mob of fest visitors. Our noses lead us to a Haendel stand where we stopped to indulge in a half chicken accompanied by warm Kartoffelsalat (potato salad). The noise and the crowd did not distrub us as we ate. In fact, it was a perfect accompaninet to our meal, on a perfect day for Oktoberfest.

