
When the Subject fs,,l"

[ersonal narratives are stories that tap into an inclividual,s life experiences. Inr such st,ries, writers recaPture memorarrre;;;;;;.-; i., u,,"id"rrts, f irst loves,family stories. whatever th,, .rrbJ".i 
-uir"., 

personal ,ro..iti.r". have ont_, thing incommon-the storv is tord with ';I," tn" rir"trp"*;;l;;;;"*w. w-hy woulcranyone write about events they have already iived? r-i r* ,r. ii."se stories of sel{ gettold in effective ,'rv.l To begin, ."";;;; forowing excerpt from Isabel Allende,sautobiographical work, p au"lct.
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hend over my heart, close my eyes, and concentrate.

:. ," 
There is something dark inside. At first it is iike the night air,

I : f 
transparent shadour, but soon it is transformed into impenetrable

,' I ., ,1"1o'-t 
try to iie calmly and accept the blackness that filis my inner

, .: felns 
as r. am assauited by images from the past. r see myserf before

- 
a large mirror' r take one step backward, u,notn"", and with each step

, 
r g::ro:.r are- erased and I grow smalrer, until the glass returns the
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bag bouncing against my back. I am wearing a blue coat
, 
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for me and a fetr har puled down to my ears; my
-i.''.1sF : 

srroes are sodden' The huge wooden entry door, sworlen by rain, is
' . 1l:oj"rl.*o:s-all 

my wetgnt b pulr it open. rn rhe garden of my
, grandfather's house is a gigantic poptar with roots Sowing above the

: , fflll3;t1ffi;*ffi;'?lj#?#:T*1;li*tj;*:,,;X;;
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it is jusr eettine dark, bur inside it is arreadv deepest
, night' Ali the 

-li$hts 
are off except in the kitchen. r walk through the, ') ' 

gara€e toward the light. rne wais of the cavernous kitchen are

from iron hooks' one or twJny-specked rightbulbs cast a duII right on

' the room smells of onion, ano an enormous refrigerator purrs in a' , c:rner' Margara, a large woman, with strong Indian features and a
, lli: 

bilid wound around her head, is ristening to a seriar on the

, buttered bread. Margara OoeJ not look up. ,,Go see your mother, she,s

, 
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' d:;^"*;'unort; 
r'm not vour slave, r don,t have to pick up afteryou'" she turns up the volume on the radio. I teave thJ kifuhen and

. 
confront the darkness in the rest of the house. I feel for the light

, . . :::i:i 
wit\a heavy wood frame, o..r, , don,t took because rhe Devil,, 
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*. r shiver as r climb the stairs; currenrs of air
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swirl through an incomprehensible hoie in the strange architec'ure.Clinging to the handrail, I reach the second floor. The climb seemsinterminable. I am aware of silence and shadows. I wark to the closed
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f rom Paula by Isabel  A]1ende

door at the end of the hall and tiptoe in without knocking. A stove {__P\<epoate ncstes -}>

furnishes the only illumination; the ceilin$s are coveted with the

accumulation of years of paraffin soot. There are two beds, a bunk, a

sofa, tables and chairs-it is all I can do to make my way through the

furni ture.Mymother,wi thPelv inaL6pez-Punas1eepatherfeet, is
lying beneath a mountain of covers, her face half-hidden on the

pillow: straight nose, high cheekbones, pallid skin, finely drarun

eyebrows above closed eyes. "Is it you?" A small, cold hand reaclres

out for mine.
"Does it hurt a 1ot, Mama?)'
"My head. is burstin$."
"I'11 $o get you a $Iass of warm milk and te11 my brothers not to

make any noise."
"Don't leave. Stay here with me. Put your hand on my forehead",

that helps."
I sit on the bed and do as she asks, trembling with sympathy, not

knowing how to free her from that crushing pain. Blessed Mary'

Mother of God, pray for us sinners now and at the hour of our death,

Amen. If she dies, my brothers and I are lost; they will send us to m;r

father. The mere idea terrifies me. Margara is always tellin$ me that

if I don't behave I will have to go live with him. Could it be true? I

have to find out, but I don't dare ask my mother, it would make her

headache worse. I mustn't add to her worries or the pain will grow

until her head explodes. I can't, mention it to Tata, elther, no one may

speak my father's name ln his presence. "Papa" is a forbidden word,

and anyone who says it stirc up a hornet's nest. I'm hun€iry, I want

to go down to the kitchen and drink my cocoa, but I must not leave

my mother, and besides, I don't have the courage to face Margara' My

shoes are wet and my feet feel tike ice. I stroke m;/ mother's poor

head and concentrate: ever;rbhin$ depends on me now. If I don't move'

and pray hard, I can make the pain go away.

rOBegin with a word that arrcurately describes the strongcst irnpression, image. or

reaction that you had while reading this incit lent. Then, write abottt holv thal w'ortl

helps explain what you l ind most intercsting and effective in Allentle's story.
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