Narrative Essay Revision
The first step in revising this paper is to get control of it, and the first step in getting control is to decide on a controlling idea. I see two good possibilities here: 

1. The experience taught us a great deal about our family. 

2. The experience was terrifying. 

(No, the wording is not particularly graceful. Grace is a consideration in revision, but this essay isn't ready for revision at that stage. Its basic pattern of organization isn't clear; it has no focus; it doesn't have much to say. If you don't have anything to say, graceful language won't help you much.)
The simple outline for each of these controlling ideas would be as follows: 

1. The experience taught us a great deal about our family. 

Question: What did the experience teach us about our family?
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 It taught my parents that they could depend on each other in an emergency.
[image: image2.png]


 It taught us that pets can be dangerous.
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 It taught us to be more observant.
2. The experience was terrifying. 

Question: In what ways was the experience terrifying?
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 I was afraid for my own safety.
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 I was afraid for my parents' safety.
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 In retrospect, I was terrified about all the past time we kids had been in danger.
Now let's look at how the first of these outlines can help us revise the paper.
We'll give it a title to make it look more like a college paper, and we'll use the first paragraph as most of the introduction for this draft. Our focus in this revision is on organization and development.
A PAINFULLY-LEARNED LESSON
It was a normal fall weekend. Our family was doing the yard work, raking up the dead fallen pine needles. We had a Vizsla dog and he was let out on weekends. The week before, he had surgery on his back left leg. He had a lump on it and he kept biting it and making it worse. The vet said that it was cancer and operated to remove the lump. We thought that he was going to be fine and kept it bandaged. We were horribly wrong about the dog, but the terrible events of that day taught us some important things about our family.
When we let him out to run and to check his leg and to rebandage it, we saw that he had ripped off the bandage and had eaten the stitches out of his wound. My dad asked me to hold his head down so he wouldn't get up. As he reapplyed the bandage, Duke bit at me and my dad said, "hold still". Duke went crazy. He attacked my dad jumping and making the most hideous noise I had ever heard in my life. My dad was desperately trying to fight the dog and to keep the vicious jaws away from his face, but his main concern was for me. I can still hear my dad screaming for me to get into the house. I raced for the door, knowing that it could have been me getting attacked and that I would have had no way to protect myself. For a few seconds, I was actually proud of the dog. There I had been, holding Dukes head, and he chose not to attack me. But the moment I looked out of the window and saw the dog standing on his back feet trying to bite my dad's face, that feeling went away. Once she was sure we kids were all inside and safe, my mom ran out of the house and tried to get the dog off my dad, and I was suddenly aware of how deeply concerned they were for our safety.
The next few minutes showed us all something else, and that was how much my parents could depend on each other in an emergency. The dog would not stop making that terrible noise and attacking my dad, so my mom picked up the picnic bench and hit the dog, trying to get Duke to stop biting at my dad. (This section ought to give us some details of this fight. The picnic bench must have been awkward to handle, the fight must have moved around in the yard, the parents were no doubt yelling back and forth, and so on. This part of the event probably didn't last long, but it had to be action packed and the actions probably showed a lot about how the parents worked together.) Finally, the dog ran back to his kennel and hid in his house, and together my parents closed and locked the kennel gate.
After the attack, my Dad showed no pain. He simply said "I'm hurt really bad, my hands are torn apart". His hands had been in Dukes mouth, trying to keep him from biting his face. (This could probably be expanded into a section showing the mother's care and concern as she administers first aid and gets the dad to the hospital.)
I don't remember what happened after that, but when my Dad returned later that night, he looked as if he was half way dressed like a mummy. His face required stitches and his hands needed 30 stitches. (This paragraph could probably be merged into the above revisions, or it might stand on its own as a transition to the next section of the essay.)
Needless to say, we no longer have Duke in our family. He had to be put to sleep for the safetly of others and our family. We think that the cancer had spread to his head and that was what made him so crazy that day, but to this day, we still don't have a dog and probably never will have a big dog. My dad still bears the scars of that terrible fall day. He has problems using his hands because of the scar tissue wounds. The truth is, we all have scars, and we've learned something we didn't want to know. Pets can be dangerous. My little brother even got rid of his turtle because turtles can carry salmonella. Through all of this, we have learned that animals are very unpredictable, even "man's best friend" are not the safest animal.
The lesson we talk about most, though, is the lesson that we need to pay more attention to what happens around us. Long before that fall afternoon, we should have seen the warning signs. That was not the first time that Duke had attacked members of my family. Both my mom and I had been bitten by him. My injury was just a scratch from his teeth, but my mom's was more serious. He had bitten her arm quite badly. Each time we had found some excuse for the dog--I had gotten too rough with him and my mom had surprised him. We had always wanted a big dog, and the neighbors all admired him, so I guess it was pride that blinded us to the problem.
(This revision goes a long way toward improving organization and development, but it can surely be made better. The points from the outline have changed a bit in the writing, but that's normal since the writing process is also a thinking and examining process. Some review to be sure that the main points are accurate and adequately developed would be a good idea, and when that's accomplished a revision with attention to sentence structures, language and conventions will be in order. The paper can use a concluding paragraph, but conclusions and introductions are often best left until fairly late stages of revision. The processes will differ from writer to writer, but the evaluation criteria are pretty standard.)
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