
Name: _________________________________________ Block: _________________ Date: ___________

Personal Narrative Writing Assignment 

Personal Narratives allow you to share your life with others and vicariously experience the things that 
happen around you. Your job as a writer is to put the reader in the midst of the action letting him or 
her live through an experience.   

Assignment:  Your task is to write a story or account of an event you experienced.  Please focus on 
the following: 

 Audience:  Your teacher, your classmates, your friends or your family 
 One single emotional experience (5-10 minutes of time) 
 Use logical ordering of events with a beginning, middle, and end 
 Must be written in the first person point-of-view (I, we, me) 
 Purposeful dialogue is included that shows action and not idle conversation 
 Leaves the reader with a lesson or emotional connection 
 Includes lively, active verbs 
 Includes sensory  
 Includes descriptive language (awesome adjectives and adverbs) 
 Includes the use of figurative language/literary devices (flashback, irony, etc.) 

 s, 12 point size, double-spaced, 
indented paragraphs) 

 Transitional words and phrases 

 Varied sentence lengths 

Please remember to review the directions and the rubric.  Also, proofread for 
grammatical/C.U.P.S. (capitalization, usage & grammar, punctuation, and spelling) errors.

Due Dates:    Prewriting Work     ____________________

    First Rough Draft    ____________________

    Revision/evaluation/Peer-edit  ____________________

    Second Rough Draft/Teacher-edit  ____________________

    Final Draft Copy    ____________________



Name: _________________________________________ Block: _________________ Date: ___________

Personal Narrative Writing Menu 

Directions:  Personal Narratives allow you to share your life with others and vicariously experience the things 

that happen around you. Your job as a writer is to put the reader in the midst of the action letting him or her live 

through an experience.  Please select one of the Personal Narrative Writing Prompts from the menu, or select 

one of your own.  Please remember to follow the directions, proofread for grammatical errors, and review your 

rubric.  Your narrative essay must contain the following elements: 

Beginning, Middle, End  Interesting Characters Purposeful Dialogue   

Transitions   Sensory Language  Awesome Adjectives  

Vivid Action Verbs  Figurative Language/Literary Device(s) First Person Point-of-View

Think about a family friend or 

relation that you admire.  It should 

be someone who is a role model 

for you.  Think of a time when they 

did something that showed their 

kindness or other good qualities. 

Think about a time when you had 

to do.  It could be a chore, a family 

day, or something in school.  Write 

about one time when you were 

surprised at how much fun you had 

doing this. 

Think about a time you did 

something special with a brother, 

sister, family member, or friend.  

Sharing this event made you 

realized how close you were.  

Write about what made this time 

special. 

Think about a time you were 

surprised about something that 

happened to you.  It could be a 

happy surprise or a 

disappointment.  Write about the 

event. 

Think about a time you succeeded 

at something that was hard for you 

to do.  It could be something you 

finally learned how to do at school 

or in a game.  It could also be a 

new way of behaving at home.  

Write about what happened the 

day you changed.  

Your family celebrates special 

events such as birthdays, holidays, 

or other special events.  Choose 

one family event and write a story 

about it. 

You have been on may field trips 

while at school.  Choose one and 

tell a story about what happened 

on that trip. 

You have learned many things 

since you started school.  Tell a 

story about one thing you learned 

in kindergarten that you have used 

this year. 

Think about a day when you were 

very happy or sad.  Write about 

what happened. 

Or your choice: 

________________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________

________________________________________________________________________________________





 



 

 

 







This personal narrative by eighth-grader Alicia presents an engaging voice. Read the essay 

 about her subject. 

Her use of details gives the reader a clear picture of the characters and environment in this 

 

 
The Racist Warehouse 

It was a beautiful August morning. The sun was brightly shining on my sunglasses while 

my mother drove the U-haul truck to a warehouse in Santa Ana, California. As my mother drove 

down the streets of Santa Ana, I looked out the window and began to realize that the mixture of 

people was no longer a mixture; there was only white. 

When we arrived at the warehouse, I had to peel my arm off the side of the hot door like a 

burnt sausage off a skillet. There were not many cars in the parking lot, and I could see the heat 

waves. As we walked up the boiling pavement, it felt like we were walking through a scorching 

desert. When we walked into the warehouse, there was a variety of electronic appliances to 

choose from, and about three-fourths of them were white (of course). 

About every 15 minutes, a salesperson followed us around and asked if we needed help, as 

if we were retarded or ex-cons. My mother really dislikes it when salespersons constantly ask if 

boring hours of looking for any scratches or marks on the dryers and refrigerators that might fit 

best in our new apartment, my mother picked a dryer and refrigerator that were just right. She 

tems 

walked across the scorched pavement to drive the truck to the back. 

When we got to the back, there were about three open spaces for picking up appliances. 

M



looked over and smiled at 

the white lady in the next car, but instead of smiling back like a nice young woman, she frowned 

the people working at the warehouse started to look at my 

mother and me in a mean way. Then I figured that maybe something was on my face, but when I 

looked in the mirror, I saw nothing. At the time, I had only spent nine years and some months on 

this plan

King. 

Five minutes passed, then ten, then fifteen. We sat there watching people get their 

appliances and leave. We seemed invisible to them. As I sat in the car, burning up and listening 

politely asked to have our items loaded. Five more minutes passed, and she asked again with an 

packed our appliances on the truck. 

When we left the warehouse, I described to my mother what the other people were doing. 

 

That was my first encounter with racism. It was just a small slice of reality that everyone 

situation m



they did. We are all civilized, intelligent, caring, peaceful people . . . or at least that is what I had 

believed. 



This is a very moving narrative about a difficult experience. Sharing what she learned from this 

friendship makes an effective conclusion. 

Giving Life 

It was a hot summer day. My dad and I were getting ready to go out for a ride on the boat with my friend 

Katie and 

gloomy one. 

I had just put on my suit, shorts, and tank top, and packed my bag with sunscreen and everything else I 

would need for the day. I ran into my 

 

 

Max has been 

her body. Her brain was OK. She knew what was going on; she knew that she had problems and was different 

than other kids. Once she told her dad that she wished she could die and be born in a different body. Yet 

 

When Suzie and I were little, we spent quite a bit of time together. As we grew up, we grew apart. She 

lived in New York, and I lived in the Midwest. When Suzie was ten she had to live in a hospital in Virginia. 

About eight months before she died, Max gave us her number at the hospital and we talked at least twice a week 

until the end. Suzie was always so excited to talk to us and wanted to know every detail about my life. She 

wanted to know everything I did and everything I ate. In a way, she lived through me. 

After we found out about her death, we made our plans to go to New York for the funeral. When she was 

alive, I sent her a Beanie Baby and she sent one back to me. I had bought her another one but never had the 

chance to send it to her, so I took it to put in her casket. 



of us put a shovelful of dirt over her. I remember crying so hard, I felt weak. My cheeks burned from the tears. 

 

When Suzie and I first started calling one another, I thought it would be more of a burden on me, but I 

was completely wrong. I learned so much from her. She gave me more than I could ever give to her. I will never 

forget her or the talks we had. I now know that I must never take anything for granted, especially my health and 

the gift of life. 




