Sample Personal Narrative 

Reebocks--Don't Fail Me Now

Genea Brugh, Fort Wayne, Indiana


I had everything a kid could want, and more, if all they want is a totally free and happy childrhood.  We lived one field away from 6 hundred acres of forest preserve, my playground consisted of the Isaac Walton League and the Sarah McMillen Girl Scout Camp. 


The steep ravines made for the greatest downhill foot races you can imagine.  As long as we picked up our feet to avoid protruding tree roots and underbrush.  Large rocks were rare, so even a nosedive wouldn't of killed us.  The huge old oak and maple trees growing out of the sides of the ravines had perfect limbs for tying a rope to so we could swing to the other side like Tarzan. 

Hunting was not allowed so we didn't have to worry about men with guns mistaking us for deer.  And the only people we ever ran into back their were terrified Girl Scouts from the city worrying about spiders and the occasional canoeist on Cedar Creek. 

