This is by far the best personal narrative I’ve read as a teacher, certainly as good as most
professional models | have seen. The pages that follow are my completion of the scoring
guide, the author’s self-assessment journal, and, of course, the marked narrative itself.
From these, you will be able to see what makes an A+ paper, how to do a good self-
assessment journal, and how | grade and comment. Enjoy.
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Alison McKinley
Creative Writing Personal Narrative
Mr. Maite
22 February 2002
“Shalom™

1 slinked out of the public restroom and onto the gray, tiled floor of the Hamburg,
Germany train station, feeling especially humiliated and a little sheepish. Some woman had just
wandered in on me while I was occupying a stall and started screaming at me in German, as if it
had been my fault the stall door didn’t lock. Even though my face looked similar to most of the
German faces around me, I was discovering that my American customs, such as checking under
the bathroom stall doors for feet before entering, were making me stand out just a smidgeon.

Still mortified, 1 shuffled across the station floor towards my mother who was waiting
with our luggage. In the back of my twelve-year-old brain I was running “what if” scenarios
Trg#ﬁx |1-:9;'12‘?y:l];‘:ﬁ_11 fl got separated from my parents, or what if a stranger tried to take me?
A5 couldn’t spe.ak the native language,| was worried about how I might communicate with
people in the event one of my worst-case scenarios actually occurred.

My stepfather was the only member of the family who could speak fluent German sq,, O?J"
naturally, he was elected to buy our train tickets to Lund, Sweden. I spied him in one of the
ticket lines and mentally began to calculate the distance from me to him, feeling safer knowing
that I could get to him quickly if 1 needed to.

In an effort to calm my nerves as Mom and I waited, I began scanning the entirety of the
train station. It was as if we were in a giant airplane hanger that stored huge jumbo jets. The

interior was bright and airy, with glass ceiling panes and silver steel rafters letting in all the
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Exeellent use of ) aqgery b deyelop a«l—h v pool,
sunlight. There were even swallows fluttering around, caught inside the roof at least 150 feet
above my head. The hustle and bustle of the station was overwhelming to me, and the noise of
all the trains entering and leaving the platforms was deafening. My head was spinning; the
sensory overload was making me dizzy. Mo dﬂdjd"' ‘Hdn (e Twhwn Hoett Q‘E‘UJ'L&
My eyes moved southward to the people who walked by us. As I was “people watching,”
my eyes landed on an incredibly strange, unsightly man who was obviously drunk and stumbling
his way in his dirty sneakers towards my mother and I. What perfect targets we must have
ot s, ayouk g wevd
seemed for endunng his harassment for money! Mom and I had no place to escape to as we
AL
were stranded on our own private island of Samsonite suitcases. The drunk’s unshaven, dirty a\a.\)
face, disgusted me, and as he approx:hc@he stench of the stale alcohol and cigarette smoke E
) oyt were m\b
started choking me. Anxiety was filling my brain: it was like one of my “what if” scenarios was- \‘\\007
¥
coming true, I[ﬁ. M ‘S/
X
“Move closer to me, Alison,” my mother w{nispa‘ed as the man halted in front of us, Mx))‘
\
leaning precariously. Obviously he was so schnockered that he could hardly stand up straight.
“Shalom. .. Shalom!!” the panhandler hollered, unaware he was speaking too loud.
“Haben. .. ish... Sie.... Geld..gehabt ...ish?” the man inquired slowly, trying to keep his
balance. o) l?)“ oie
“We don’t sp Cf"“m my mother spat at the man. It was apparent to me that she
was getting amidﬁ;tal\m:ng to panic at the suspicious man’s pestering.
“Have...ish du money? Girl..ish stolish my money,” the drunk sputtered slowly,
desperately trying to string together a slurred English sentence. He was still inching his
9"1‘: PH—?E;’;\{'wh
way towards Mother and-{- getting too close; my eyes began searching, trying to locate a guard

or catch my stepfather’s eyes so he could come rescue us.
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o }G ' Mother was-became ﬁ'emec; and I watched her slowly begin to draw herself up to her
( full height as the panhandler relentlessly pleaded for money. Her face was turning purple with a

N}‘I’T\l&
mixture of rage and fear. Even the veins in her forehead began toﬂ:op out, definitely not a good

mgn’-as 1 knew from experience. She was like a volcano building up enough stfa.m to erupt )a ib-?{' LEEJ}( ﬁlh
W

“GET THE HELL AWAY FROM MY CHILD!!” Mom exploded. Frantically she waved
her purse, a sorry substitute for a weapon, in the direction of the drunk trying to fend him away;
however, she looked more like she was shooing away a cat. Waha l- % oAl <z P,

A startled look flashed across the man’s face, breaking his drunken haze. He started
stumbling backwards, trying to avoid Mother’s madly swinging purse. Desperately, I tried to
hide myself behind one of the suitcases. I could imagine passers-by laughing to themselves at
the crazy American woman’s spectacle.

“Shalom,..entschuldigung. .. Shalom...” the man warbled apologetically. Turning too
quicklmot;el_ stumbled and swayed away from us like he was walking on a teeter-totter. Finally, he
was gone.

Time passed and M(ﬁm slowly calmed herself down, the purple draining from her face
and leaving her pﬂg?bpe:i:;ﬁed at her boldness towards the drunk. My stepfather returned with
the train tickets,and I instinctively grabbed his hand, still fearful that the panhandler might be
lurking about plotting to rob us.

When we were safely on our train to Sweden | relaxed and was able to release the white-
knuckle grip | had on my stepfather’s hand. My mother fell asleep soon after our train pulled
from the platform, tuckered out from her angry outburst. I watched her sleep, the humor of the
whole incident suddenly hitting me. She must have looked just hilarious, swinging her purse

around ready to inflict pain on the man if he stepped any closer. ti/
For the rest of my time in Europe 1 didn’t worry about strange, stinky panhandlers. 1

stopped running the “what if"” scenarios through my head and was determined to enjoy the time I
spent overseas. However, | did feel much safer knowing that no matter what the situation,

Mother would do anything to protect me, her purse always ready for action.

wWande fad é’-HcE‘L% ,



