Improving Your Narrative Essay by Including Specific Details





Writing a good narrative essay means you have to include interesting details. Here are four versions of the same narrative essay: As the levels increase, the writer includes more details to make the story more interesting. In the fourth and final version, the writer has underlined the details he’s added to the third version, so you can get an idea of what he changed. 





You might not feel that all the additions are good, but you’d probably agree that the writer’s fourth and final version is a lot better than his first one, which is pretty general and “sketchy.”





Level 1





When I was younger I got picked on in school.  I felt like an outsider.  It was hard to make friends because I moved up here and didn’t know anyone and I am shy.  I didn’t tell my parents or anybody else.  It was really sad for me until I finally made a friend.  Then things weren’t so bad and I didn’t feel so sad.  And then I started making more friends.





Level 2





I moved up to Milwaukee when I was eleven.  I had to go to a new school.  I am shy and it was hard to make friends at the new school.  All the kids had their cliques and it was hard to get know them.  I felt really sad because I had no friends.  My parents asked me what was wrong, but I didn’t want to say I couldn’t make any friends.  That would’ve made me feel like a total loser.  Sometimes, especially in the beginning, kids even made fun of me.  But there was one kid in my class who sat next to me who started talking to me.  It turned out he lived close to my house and we started walking home together.  We became friends and he introduced me to his friends and then I finally felt okay.





Level 3





I moved up to Milwaukee when I was eleven.  I had to go to a new school, starting in the seventh grade.  The first day of school, I walked out to the bus stop to wait with the other kids.  I didn’t know them because we had just moved in like a week before.  At my old school in Illinois, we had a uniform that was an orange sweater and gray pants and a white shirt.  In Illinois I had worn my orange sweater to school every day for six years.  To me the sweater seemed like the most normal thing in the world. So the first day of school here in Milwaukee was cool and when my mom told me to wear my orange sweater, I didn’t think anything of it.  But at the bus stop the kids made fun of me.  They called me Pumpkin Boy and they asked me if I was going hunting because the orange of my sweater actually was pretty bright, like the blaze-orange that deer hunters wear so other hunters see them.  Once they started calling me names and making fun of me, I didn’t want to take the sweater off because that seemed like I was taking it off  because they were making fun of me.  So I kept it on all day.  But I never wore it again.  





I didn’t like my new school.  Everybody hung out in tight cliques, and I wasn’t used to that.  At my old school everybody was nice to everybody else.  There were no cliques.  The second week of class I started talking to this kid who sat next to me.  I liked him from the very beginning because he was always getting into trouble and making a fool of himself.  It turned out that he lived on my street, but he didn’t take the bus.  He walked to and from school.  So one day, the third week of school, he asked me if I wanted to walk home and stop at the pond and shoot rocks at the ducks and I said sure.  I didn’t want to throw rocks at ducks but I really wanted to make a friend.  It turned out that he didn’t want to hit the ducks either.  He just wanted to freak them out a little bit.  So we threw rocks close to them and made the water splash them.  After that day we got to be pretty close.  He had some other friends at another school and he introduced me to them.  Finally I felt like I was a normal kid again.





Level 4





I moved up to Milwaukee when I was eleven.  I had to go to a new school, starting in the seventh grade.  The first day of school, I walked out to the bus stop to wait with the other kids.  I didn’t know them because we had just moved in like a week before.  At my old school in Illinois, we had a uniform that was an orange sweater and gray pants and a white shirt.  In Illinois I had worn my orange sweater to school every day for six years.  To me the sweater seemed like the most normal thing in the world. So the first day of school here in Milwaukee was cool and when my mom told me to wear my orange sweater, I didn’t think anything of it.  But at the bus stop the kids made fun of me. One kid, who wasn’t probably even in the fourth grade, called me Pumpkin Boy and his sister asked me if I was going hunting.  I admit that the orange of my sweater actually was pretty bright, like the blaze-orange that deer hunters wear so other hunters see them.  It’s ironic that a hunter’s orange keeps him from getting hurt, and mine made me get hurt.  I’m not the kinda kid who likes to fight.  I’m what you might even call nerdy, because I like to read books and play chess and I don’t do sports, but I wanted to punch out that brother and sister.  I didn’t get into it with them, because I couldn’t hit a little kid or a girl.   Once the brother and sister started calling me names and making fun of me, other kids joined in. When the bus finally came I got on with the other kids.  I thought about taking my sweater off before I got on the bus but I didn’t want to take the sweater off because that seemed like I was taking it off  because they were making fun of me.  I may be a nerd, but I’m not a wimpy little coward.  So I kept my orange sweater on all day.  Even though it was hot in the classroom, and even though my teacher said I should probably put it in my locker.  I kept it on all day, but I never wore it again.  





I didn’t like my new school.  Everybody hung out in tight cliques, and I wasn’t used to that.  At my old school everybody was nice to everybody else.  There were no cliques.  The second week of class I started talking to this kid who sat next to me.  His name was Jeff and he had wild, bushy hair that looked like it had never been brushed.  In a way he looked like the kinda kid that the other kids would make fun of.  But they didn’t.  It seemed like everybody liked him.  I liked him from the very beginning because he was always getting into trouble and making a fool of himself.  The third day of class he jammed a paper clip into the light socket and sparks were shooting off everywhere.  I liked him because even though he seemed popular, it didn’t seem like he cared what anyone else thought of him.  At lunch time, out on the playground, he hung out by himself, even though the other guys would go up and ask him to play touch football or horse.  It turned out that he lived on my street, but he didn’t take the bus like me.  He walked to and from school.  I found that out because we started talking to each other in class.  Our teacher, Sister Fran, was pretty much deaf, so if you didn’t move your mouth too much when you were talking, she wouldn’t notice.  So one day, probably like the third week of school, he asked me if I wanted to walk home and stop at the pond and shoot rocks at the ducks and I said sure.  I didn’t want to throw rocks at ducks, because that seemed really mean,  but I really wanted hang out with Jeff.  Sitting in my desk waiting for the day to end I tried to think of a way I could walk him with him but not throw rocks at ducks.  I thought maybe I could tell him my shoulder was hurt from an accident or something and I couldn’t throw anything.  Finally the bell rang and I had pretty much decided I would throw rocks, but I would try to just miss them.  As it turned out that he didn’t want to hit the ducks either.  He just wanted to freak them out a little bit.  So we threw rocks close to them and made the water splash them.  They were flapping and splashing and  honking and it was pretty funny.  After that day we usually walked home together and we got to be pretty close.  He had some other friends at another school, the public middle school, and he introduced me to them. I started hanging out with them and finally I felt like I was a normal kid again.





