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Literary Narrative 

 For as long as I can remember, I’ve been a bookworm. My earliest memory is of my mom 

reading me Dr. Seuss books and encouraging me to enter into reading contests. I’d spend summers at 

the beach with my nose buried in a book. I loved the characters in the stories I read and the magical 

places they lived in. But, as much as I loved to read, I found a passion for writing when I entered eighth 

grade. Eighth grade was my favorite year in grade school for many reasons: I had a loyal group of 

friends, I liked my appearance, and most importantly, I found something I was good at.  

 My teacher at the time, Mrs. Sweitzer, is one of the most influential people in my life; she 

introduced me to writing in a way I had never been taught before and believed in me when I didn’t 

believe in myself. Most of English that first semester was spent practicing grammar and creating short 

stories. After a few months of conditioning our writing, my class was given the task of responding to a 

prompt for the Veteran’s of Foreign Wars Patriot’s Pen Essay Contest. The prompt was to write about 

whom today’s Patriot’s were; I decided to turn this essay into a narrative. With the help of my teacher 

and her careful guidance, I wrote a personal narrative about heroes in public service, such as firefighters 

and police officers, and how they saved my life.  

 When I started writing in response to the prompt, my story unfolded and came alive with my 

words. I was able to look at a traumatic incident in my life from a different standpoint, and tell the world 

about the people that helped save my life after a terrible car accident. After spending a few days 

drafting and editing my paper, I was satisfied. Though my class didn’t have to submit the paper into the 

contest, I decided to go for it. It was worth a shot, right? Never in my wildest dreams could I have 

imagined what unfolded in the months ahead.  

 About a month after I submitted my paper into the contest, and the thought of it nowhere near 

my frontal lobe, Mrs. Sweitzer announced to the class that the results of the contest had come back, and 
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I had won! She told me at the time that I had won districts, and my paper had been submitted further in 

the competition for county and state level. My grade held a team meeting (each grade level was 

separated into teams) and congratulated me for my achievements. I had never felt so proud of myself 

for finally finding something that I both loved, and was good at. Not only that, I had won an award and 

was being recognized for it!  

 In the coming weeks, I learned that I had also won the contest at the county and state level. My 

essay was also submitted and reviewed at the national level, and though I didn’t win, I received 52nd 

place. As a result of my winnings, I was given a few scholarships and two beautiful diamond trophies, 

etched with my name and year. One was mine to keep, and the other is proudly displayed in my schools 

trophy case. I was sent to Pittsburgh to read my essay alongside the winners of the Voice of Democracy, 

a contest similar to the Patriot’s Pen. I met many amazing people and explored a city I had never been 

to. 

 My writing had taken me on an adventure that I never had expected when I submitted my 400 

word essay that day in eighth grade. I had always loved English class because I loved to read. When I 

finally recognized that I had potential as a writer, I loved English class even more. Mrs. Sweitzer pushed 

me and encouraged me to go further with my writing than I had ever gone before, and she continued to 

do so even after I had won my awards, like any great teacher should.  

  I’m thankful for my mother, for introducing me to my love of books; they give me inspiration 

every day. I’m even more thankful for Mrs. Sweitzer, for helping me realize my potential as a writer, for 

believing in me and my writing, and for always giving me the best constructive criticism possible. Now, 

when I graduate college, I hope to work for a travel magazine, to explore the world and write about all 

of the magnificent things that I see. If it weren’t for my mom and my favorite teacher, I have no idea 

where my life would be heading. Thanks to their help and encouragement though, I know I have a bright 

one. 


