Personal Narrative Writing

… true stories based on events from the writer’s life. Writers write personal narrative about topics that matter to them.

Elements of Personal Narrative

• Character Description

• Setting Description

• Dialogue

• Interesting details
Personal Narrative Idea List

Use this list to brainstorm ideas you might write a personal narrative about

	Times you learned to do something: Ride a bike, make cookies, blow a bubble …


	Places you have visited Scar Stories/Times You Got Hurt


	Family visiting school



	Making a New Friend Starting Over: New School, New Team …


	Best Day or Worst Day of School


	Mistakes made at school

	Other Ideas




Watch Out for Your Little Sister

“Move, Keyona!” I said to my short curly-haired little sister. She

was eating a popsicle, her chubby legs in pink tights. She stood there,

right smack in the middle of the sidewalk, still slurping the juice down

from the cherry flavored popsicle. She sucked on that popsicle like a cat

lapping milk.

I was at my grandma’s house on Fremont Street with my sister,

Keyona, and my best friend, Leaha. Leaha is the exact opposite of

Keyona.

I looked around the backstreet where my grandma and grandpa

live. They live in a baby blue house with white trim. All around me

there were rainbow colored leaves, luscious green trees and a rocky

sidewalk.

CRASH! I almost ran into Keyona but she jumped out of the way

just in time. My bike’s back wheel washed out as my front wheel flipped

forward. I went flying in the air like an eagle soaring in the sky. Being

the unsafe child that I am, I wasn’t wearing pads or even a helmet. So,

when my entire body went skidding over the hard gravel ground, it hurt!

I lay on the ground for about two minutes. I heard wailing. I

opened my eyes and saw …Keyona.

“You’re not dead,” my sister said rubbing here eyes and smiling her

biggest smile. She stood up, dusted off her pants and finished eating her

cherry popsicle.

I looked at Leaha. Leaha looked at me. Then we both laughed and

laughed until our stomachs started growling. So we decided to go get

our own popsicles--lemon-lime.

Ashleigh
Example of Teacher modeling

	Dialogue

Setting Description

Dialogue
	“Watch Out for Your Little Sister”

        “Move, Keyona!” I said to my short curly-haired little sister. She was eating a popsicle, her chubby legs in pink tights. She stood there, right smack in the middle of the
sidewalk, still slurping the juice down from the cherry flavored popsicle. She sucked on that popsicle like a cat lapping milk.

         I was at my grandma’s house on Fremont Street with my sister, Keyona, and my best friend, Leaha. Leaha is the exact opposite of Keyona.

          I looked around the backstreet where my grandma 
and grandpa live. They live in a baby blue house with white trim. All around me there were rainbow colored leaves, luscious green trees and a rocky sidewalk.

          CRASH! I almost ran into Keyona but she jumped out of the way just in time. My bike’s back wheel washed out as my front wheel flipped forward. I went flying in the air like an eagle soaring in the sky. Being the unsafe child that I am, I wasn’t wearing pads or even a helmet. So, when my entire body went skidding over the hard gravel ground, it hurt!

         I lay on the ground for about two minutes. I heard wailing. I opened my eyes and saw …Keyona.

         “You’re not dead,” my sister said rubbing here eyes and smiling her biggest smile. She stood up, dusted off her pants and finished eating her cherry popsicle.
        I looked at Leaha. Leaha looked at me. Then we both laughed and laughed until our stomachs started growling. So we decided to go get our own popsicles--lemon-lime.

	Character

Description 

Interesting

Details

Interesting

Details

Interesting

Details


What is a personal narrative? What elements are in a personal narrative?

____________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________________
Read once with class

Read and highlight alone or in partners.

Then share the personal narrative elements they found in Lowry’s personal narrative.
Chapter 13

Absolute Innocence

One chilly day when I was in first grade, walking home alone from school, taking a shortcut through an alley behind my house, I found what I thought was a very cold mouse, asleep.

I felt sorry for him and thought that if only I could get him warm, he would wake up, do cute little mousy things, and perhaps I would be allowed to keep him as a pet. I had neve`1r had a pet. My baby brother had just been born and was something of a disappointment as a playmate, so I yearned for a lovable creature who would scamper about at my heels and learn tricks.

Very carefully, I picked him up. At the time, I had not yet read Stuart Little; so I was not expert at mouseology. I did realize that he was rather large for a mouse; but The Rats of Nimh had not yet been written, so I hadn’t read that either, and didn’t know that there were other, larger rodents in the same general family as mice.

I carried him home cradled in one arm, and his tail, long and bare and very stiff, stuck out. He looked vulnerable and homely, with two visible front teeth – my own were missing at the time – and as I walked, I began to think of names for him and to picture how he would come when I called.

Warming him against my heavy jacket didn’t waken him. Clearly my jacket sleeve wasn’t warm enough. So when I entered the house through the back door, into the kitchen, and heard my mother busy upstairs with the baby, I carefully turned on the oven. I knew enough to set it to a low temperature so that it would warm and waken my mouse gradually. Then I laid him gently inside the oven.

I guess I got busy with my paper dolls and forgot to check on him for a while. I don’t remember, exactly. But that would explain why it was my mother who first notice that there was something baking.

I always felt that if I had only had a chance to explain, and to prepare her a bit, it wouldn’t have been such a surprise to her when she opened the oven that day. I felt that if she had just looked at my very innocent face, my wide-open, completely uncriminal eyes –instead of screaming at me, for no reason whatsoever – the whole incident would have been handled better.

I have always felt that she overreacted.

By Lois Lowry
Personal Narratives start with a strong lead.

Use these examples from the SF anthology to help you plan the lead that best matches your personal narrative.

Foreshadowing (A hint of something to come):

It was the time of year Farmer Bailey liked best, when summer turned to fall. He whistled as he drove along. A cool breeze blew across his face through the truck’s open window. Then it happened. There was a loud thump.

-The Stranger by Chris Van Alsberg, SF p. 274

Action:

A storm was approaching, but Peter crawled through the strange little hole in the fence anyway.

- Time Traveler , SF p189

Dialogue:

         “Bet you can’t jump over that rille, Runt,” Vern challenged.

          Gary Kandel hated it when his brother called him Runt.

        “Watch me, Runt,” Vern taunted. “I’ll show you how to do it.”

-Moonwalk by Ben Bova, SF p. 614

Character Description:

Reba Jo loved to twang her guitar and sing while the prairie wind whistled through the thirsty sagebrush.

-The Horned Prince by Jackie Mims Hopkins p94

Setting Description:

As they entered the camp, the longest shadows Marven had ever seen stretched across the snow, and he realized with a start that the shadows were the lumberjacks walking in the moonlight. He could smell hay and manure and saw silhouettes of horses stomping in a snowy corral.

-Marven of the Great North Woods by Kathryn Lasky p218

	Try a lead for your narrative. If you like it, use it. If not, try another lead




.
“Kitchen Story” by Arainnia

Read the beginning of Arainnia’s story about learning to cook from her greatgrandmother,

Granny. Notice how Arainnia lets the reader know about her granny.

Granny came walking in the kitchen with an excited face. Her black and gray curly hair bounced up and down while she walked. She went directly to the cabinet still wearing her happy expression. She grabbed her biggest pot and put it on the stove.”

“Granny, are you feeling okay?” I asked.

“I am feeling great baby. I am cooking my famous greens that will make your soul sing,” she answered.

I walked out of the kitchen still watching Granny. She started humming This Little Light of Mine.”

I decided to go back. I walked in the kitchen and asked, “Can I help you Granny?”

“Of course you can, Baby Girl. As long as you don’t give away my secret recipe. Do we have a deal?”

“Deal,” I said.

What do you notice Arainnia did to let the reader know about the character of her granny?

Think of one of the people in one of your personal narratives. Brainstorm details about the character the same way Arainnia did.

	Character:

Appearance:

How the character

looks


	

	Actions:

What the character

does


	

	Dialogue:

How the character

sounds
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