What is a Narrative Essay?

When writing a narrative essay, one might think of it as telling a story. These essays are often anecdotal, experiential, and personal—allowing the student to express herself in a creative and, quite often, moving way.

GUIDELINES

If written as a story, the essay should include all the parts of a story.
This means that you must include an introduction, plot, characters, setting, climax, and conclusion.

When would a narrative essay not be written as a story?
A good example of this is when an instructor asks a student to write a book report. Obviously, this would not necessarily follow the pattern of a story and would focus on providing an informative narrative for the reader.

The essay should have a purpose.
Make a point! Think of this as the thesis of your story. If there is no point to what you are narrating, why narrate it at all?

The essay should be written from a clear point of view.
It is quite common for narrative essays to be written from the standpoint of the author; however, this is not the sole perspective to be considered. Creativity in narrative essays often times manifests itself in the form of authorial perspective.

Use clear and concise language throughout the essay.
Much like the descriptive essay, narrative essays are effective when the language is carefully, particularly, and artfully chosen. Use specific language to evoke specific emotions and senses in the reader.

The use of the first person pronoun ‘I’ is welcomed.
Do not abuse this guideline! It is allowed but is not necessary  and should not be overused for lack of clearer diction.

As always, be organized!
Have a clear introduction that sets the tone for the remainder of the essay. Do not leave the reader guessing about the purpose of your narrative. Remember, you are in control of the essay, so guide it where you desire (just make sure your audience can follow your lead).

Things to remember

One important item to remember about a narrative essay is that it tells a story. The author may write about 

· an experience or event from his or her past 

· a recent or an ongoing experience or event 

· something that happened to somebody else, such as a parent or a grandparent 

Another important tidbit about a narrative essay is that the story should have a point. In the final paragraph, the author should come to an important conclusion about the experience that has just been described. 

The essay is essentially a story about something that happened. The author gives sufficient details about the people, place, and events so that the reader gets a clear idea of how the author feels about them. In the final paragraph of the essay, the author reflects on the larger meaning or importance of the experience described. The essay is well-organized. After the introduction, the author should describes the experience as it happened in time.   The author could also chose, however, to talk about the things they learned in order of their importance or difficulty. The writing in an essay should be lively and interesting. Try to engage the reader's interest by adding details or personal observations. Sharing personal thoughts and details invites the reader into author's world and makes the story more personal and more interesting.
Narratives are stories.  Narratives are plots.  They are essays that tell a story — hopefully in an interesting way — that also convey themes.  Often, if you are asked to write a narrative essay , you will not be asked to research a theory or topic.  Rather, you will be asked to use your imagination instead of a bibliography.  You may need to research for this narrative essay ; nonetheless, the writing of it may come more easily to you for you do not need to quote specific words from primary sources. 

Before you begin writing your narrative essay , it helps to brainstorm ideas for where you want your narrative to go.  Because you are able to invent plot, you can write anything your imagination invents.  As a result, you will want it to appear coherent and plausible.  Many narrative writers use diagrams to begin. Start with the main idea (person, subject, object), and circle it.  Then, write lines from the circle for descriptive words for that one main idea.  Let each spoke continue outward farther and farther, until you have a spider-looking diagram with many thoughts.  You can pick any of those for your narrative and follow it. 

Ultimately, you will have written a narrative (story) that reads more pleasurably than academically.  Because of the nature of the narrative essay , you will usually be assigned to write one only in creative writing or literature seminars.  Often in composition and freshman writing courses, people also are assigned narrative essays to write.  If you are given this assignment, it is important to remember that a narrative essay is still an essay .  It is not a novel excerpt or a novella.  It is a self-contained essay with a theme (or thesis) still at the focus of the writing.  And even though it is more creative than academic, grammar and syntax are still vital to the success of the essay . 

Getting Started

General guidelines: - think of a story you want to write about;  - choose the most interesting fact/idea for thesis; - make notes of the parts that are to be the brightest; - make an outline.

Tip on writing custom narrative essays:
· Great idea is to talk to somebody about the story you are to describe before you begin to write. The person you talk to can have an absolutely different point of view or memory about the fact. His/her perspective can add some interesting details to your essay. 

 Writing the Introduction
General guidelines:
- Start with an introductory phrase. It has to be short and catchy. An unexpected point of view is always interesting to get acquainted with. - State the thesis. - Write supporting sentences. Give reasons why the story is significant.

Our tips on writing a narrative essay:
· Professional writers love the saying: “Don’t tell. Show.” It’s not interesting to read about the garage sale. But it is fascinating to see, feel and experience one. Don’t be greedy on details. Remember that the reader was not there when the story happened. He is trying to catch up with it while reading. Be polite and thoughtful and don’t get into useless details or get swept away by a story, leaving your reader wondering and wandering. 

Writing the Main Body
Your entire story is concentrated in these paragraphs – from three to as many as you wish.

General guidelines:
- A rule familiar to a lot of essay writers is to give one idea per paragraph.
- A story has to follow some logical pattern. Chronological (time order) is the easiest one.
- Every new paragraph underline the significance of experience and the universal truth the story brings to the audience.

Our tips on writing a narrative essay:
· Amazing how many people think about the idea, but prefer to avoid thinking about its shape. Your personal writing style is important. It can be philosophical (careful – requires some knowledge), ironical, critical, romantic…. Whatever you choose, it has to be you from top to bottom. Writing style is like an autograph. Work on it. 

Writing the Conclusion

The Conclusion is as important as introduction, for it leaves the aftertaste.

General guidelines:
- You can summarize.
- If you don’t like summarizing, or it doesn’t fit the style of the story, wrap up with a rhetorical question or plans for future.

Our tips on writing a narrative essays:
· Give your readers an idea. Think about the main message of the story and remind it. One of the purposes of a custom narrative essay is analytical thinking. Leave your readers with a feeling that they need to sit back and think about the problems you bring up. Leave them a good aftertaste. 

Using Concrete Details for Narratives
Effective narrative essays allow readers to visualize everything that's happening, in their minds. One way to make sure that this occurs is to use concrete, rather than abstract, details. 

	Concrete Language… 
	Abstract Language…

	…makes the story or image seem clearer and more real to us. 
	...makes the story or image difficult to visualize. 

	…gives us information that we can easily grasp and perhaps empathize with. 
	…leaves your reader feeling empty, disconnected, and possibly confused. 


The word “abstract” might remind you of modern art. An abstract painting, for example, does not normally contain recognizable objects. In other words, we can't look at the painting and immediately say "that's a house" or "that's a bowl of fruit." To the untrained eye, abstract art looks a bit like a child's finger-painting--just brightly colored splotches on a canvas.
Avoid abstract language—it won’t help the reader understand what you're trying to say!
Examples:
Abstract: It was a nice day. 
Concrete: The sun was shining and a slight breeze blew across my face. 
Abstract: I liked writing poems, not essays. 
Concrete: I liked writing short, rhythmic poems and hated rambling on about my thoughts in those four-page essays. 

Abstract: Mr. Smith was a great teacher. 
Concrete: Mr. Smith really knew how to help us turn our thoughts into good stories and essays.
Examples Descriptive Essay-Holiday Warfare  by Dennis Gardner

Brave men of war have faced adversities both physical and mental and risen above them as butter from cream. Chivalry and conquest have carried soldiers from pole to pole and across the seven seas. Hardships of campaign life are legendary, and the iron men these trials created go down in history as examples to all mankind.

I have faced battle under duress and have learned I am not a brave man. Shell-shock is partially defined as a "psycho neurotic condition akin to hysteria." To this day I am saddled with the memories of the day I was sent to battle in my Grandmother's kitchen. No man should have to endure these conditions. Women can, with impunity, set foot in the estrogenically charged atmosphere of Grandmother's kitchen on Thanksgiving Day; greater men than I, however, have been broken this way. Men of the world take heed, only the insanely brave or exceedingly foolish would choose to accept this near-suicide mission. Counting myself as the latter, I offer my tale as counsel.

The day was overcast, cold and thoroughly November. I answered the call to arms with the eager sincerity of a private fresh from basic training. My Grandfather wept openly, fearing for my life as I bade him farewell. I entered a young soldier brimming with bravado; I returned a troubled man with bruised ego, clutching hard-won wisdom to my breast.

The fact that women are vastly better equipped for a culinary tete-a-tete with Grandmother should have been apparent to me after the opening salvo, but I was too green, too new and shiny, to heed.

"Have you seen your cousin George's new haircut yet, Denny?" asked Granny. Shot number one had been fired, and I did not even hear the air-raid sirens.

"Yeah, I like it," I answered with none of the suspicion that has dogged me at holidays since my tour of duty.

"It makes him look like a porcupine," chimed in my Aunt Molly, correctly answering the subtle part of the question and putting any doubts about the spike haircut and its social value to rest.

"Uncle Dwight's been smoking again," Granny mentioned tersely.

"I know, I bummed one off of him today already," I said quietly.

"Well, let me tell you about Dwight's smoking, where it has gotten him, and what will happen to you if , . . ." Granny had launched into a surprise flank attack and caught me off-guard!

I regained my senses and dove into a foxhole I had dug out of an old mound of flour. Hiding and licking my wounds, I pondered my first lesson of holiday kitchen combat. Men cannot gossip effectively with professionals. It is dirty, it is dangerous, and it hurts. I thought I was well-camoflauged in my foxhole, but Grandma switched on the radar and found me.

"Melt that butter in the microwave and bring it over here."

This was a seemingly easy mission. My hopes for combat glory were restored. I grabbed my combat-issue wooden soup spoon and charged from my hole, eager to prove my mettle. This skirmish turned for the worse when I pulled the butter out early and delivered it only partially melted.

"Men will never follow instructions," Granny told me with a flourish.

"They will simply never have a woman's touch," Molly fired from the rear guard by the oven.

"So true," replied Grandma. "Your Grandfather cannot even reheat coffee in that thing. He'll take it out before the bell dings, curse the oven for not warming his coffee, and then act plain hateful all morning."

"Men are just too heavy handed," surmised Molly, who obviously loved all men everywhere.

"Damn, ya'll don't fight fair," I retorted as I retreated to a bunker constructed of baking sheets. "Grandpa's not hateful," I said from behind a muffin pan. "He cried when I left the living room!"

A "Humph" from Molly was the warning shot fired in my general direction.

I put a soup pot on my head to guard against flying turkey giblets and hunkered down to ponder a while.

Men will never have a woman's touch I reasoned, not anytime, not anywhere. This is because we are "heavy handed." This consists of being impatient, arrogant, and having an all-around bad attitude. Apparently this lethal combination of character defects alone is enough to forever guarantee that we fight discrimination in the kitchen.

The words, "Denny, you're a restaurant cook, come over here and make the gravy," stirred me from my contemplation. I locked and loaded and rushed from my bunker. As I crossed the kitchen on all fours, timers jangled, grease splattered, heat gave forth from all around, and clouds of flour drifted by.

"My God," I whispered to myself," the despair, the utter despair and horror."

A strange confidence came over me as I made my way to the stove. It was the comfort of a condemned man. I knew that soon this ordeal must end. I was moving towards the heart of the battle, and one way or another--on a stretcher, in glory, or in a turkey basting bag--soon I would be going home.

I believed in my professional ability enough to make a simple turkey gravy, though I did not at the time realize that no man can truly match his culinary skills against his Grandmother's, especially on Thanksgiving Day.

I began to add flour to simmering clarified butter to make a roux. This was where I received the shrapnel in my cooking hand that would ultimately send me home with a purple beet medal for being wounded while preparing food.

"Honey," Granny started, I suppose taking pity on me because of my obvious battle fatigue, "put the flour in with some water and stir it into the broth when it is close to a boil, not the other way around." I visibly crumbled.

"Send him home to the living room,' muttered Molly, "his spirit is broken; he's of no use now."

I removed my dirty battle apron, accepted my purple beet, and left the field for the rear echelon of the living room.

Grandpa started crying again when he saw my purple beet and needed a Kleenex when I told him of my gravy. My Uncle Douglas, who was too young to remember the turbulent climate of the days leading up to Thanksgiving, looked at me as if I had been burning bras with the women instead of fighting in futility for the good name of men everywhere.

I settled back into an easy chair to relate my story. The older men, Grandpa and Dwight, looked on with understanding as they had fought in World War II. Douglas smirked in the corner with all the arrogance of a heavy-handed young man. Dwight handed me a cigar and we settled back for a football game, thankful to a man for my safe return.

