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Subjects: Composition Activities 
“I, I, I” Is the Subject: Narrative 
 

Students will learn how to eliminate the overuse of the pronoun, I, from a personal narrative using the techniques 
listed below.  Students will then write a personal essay or narrative of their own.  These essays will focus on creating 
variety of subjects by not overusing the pronoun, I. 
 

After reviewing the background information on the overuse “I” and how to eliminate it, students analyze the sample 
essay on page two.  They must identify and correct seven examples of the overuse of “I.”  They must use each method 
of correction at least once.  Students should review and discuss each other’s corrections.  They may also review and 
discuss a corrected sample included on page three. 
 

Students will then write their own personal narrative or essay.  They will choose to answer one of the sample prompts 
given below.  Students will pay particular attention to  subject variety by not overusing the pronoun, I. 
 

A common genre that leads to an overuse of “I” as the subject is the personal essay.  The purpose of a personal essay is to 

answer a question about yourself.  Here are some examples of prompts (questions) for personal essays.   

Who has had a significant influence on your life? Describe that influence.   

What political issue is of concern to you?  Discuss your thoughts about the issue and why it is important to you. 

 

Another genre that is likely to have “I” as the subject of many sentences is the personal narrative.  The purpose of the 

personal narrative is to tell the story of an experience in your life and to reflect on its meaning and significance to you.  Here 

are some examples of prompts (questions) for personal narratives.   

 Write the story of an experience that you had which demonstrated the importance of diversity to you. 

Write a story about a time in your life when you were extremely frightened (or embarrassed or sad). 

 

In either case, you do not want to overuse the pronoun, I.  As a general guideline, avoid using the pronoun, I, more than twice 

in a single sentence and read your essay aloud to determine if “I” is overused in any one paragraph. 

 

Here are some ways to rework sentences with the pronoun, I, as the subject. 

 

1.Use MY instead of I.   Make my “something” the subject instead of “I.”  

I loved to play soccer throughout my childhood. 

My childhood was spent happily playing soccer .     or       My passion as a child was playing soccer . 

I had a large cocker  spaniel as a pet. 

My family owned a large cocker  spaniel.             or           My dog was a cocker  spaniel. 

 

2.Use ME instead of I.    Turn the subject “I” into the object “me,” but remember not to overuse “me” either. 

I have been told that I can tell great jokes. 

People have told me that I tell great jokes. 

I wanted desperately to earn an A in his class. 

To earn an A in his class would make me extremely proud. 

 

3. HIDE the I.  Begin the sentence with something other  than “I” to avoid the constant repetition of “I” at the 

beginning of each sentence.   

I had never  seen the ocean before.  

For the first time in my life, I was looking out over the ocean. 

 

4. Combine sentences to remove excessive pronouns.  Make a phrase or  clause out of one of the sentences or  create a 

compound verb with a single subject. 

I had never  seen the ocean before.  I was amazed by the crashing waves and the hot sand. 

Never having seen the ocean before, I was amazed by the crashing waves and the hot sand. 

 I was amazed on first seeing the ocean with its crashing waves and hot sand. 

I had never  seen the ocean before and was amazed by the crashing waves and the hot sand. 

 

5. Eliminate wordiness including the pronoun.  Sometimes the par t of the sentence containing the pronoun can just be 

eliminated. 

I felt that he had let me down.  

He let me down. 

I knew that the operation had failed. 

The operation had failed. 
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Subjects: Composition Activities 

Personal Narrative Prompt: Write a narrative about your favorite place in the world.  Be sure to describe the place in detail, tell why 
it is your favorite, and explain its importance to you. 
 

My favorite place in the world is Wailea.  Wailea is a beautiful resort town on the island of Maui in 

Hawaii.  I have visited Maui three times in the past five years.  I feel more relaxed and content there than 

anywhere else in the world.  I have made many great memories with my family in Wailea.   I vividly 

remember my  first day snorkeling with my family off Molokini Crater. 

I love swimming in the ocean and body surfing, and I grew up doing just that in Southern California.  

However, I am very frightened by the thought of swimming in the same ocean with fish and possibly sharks.  I 

don’t usually have to confront my fear because there are very few fish swimming near the beaches of Southern 

California, but I was planning to snorkel off a boat in fifty feet of water at one of the most famous snorkel 

destinations in the world.  I was terrified.   

Our snorkeling tour left at 6:30 in the morning.  I usually love this time in Wailea.  The air is heavy 

with moisture and the scent of flowers, and the sun is gently warming the ground, but today I felt uneasy.  I 

had a knot in my stomach as hard and cold as a rock.  I listened to our guide’s discussion of boat loading 

procedures as we drove to the landing site.  I concentrated on the safety instructions once I was on the boat.   I 

watched the beach disappear as the catamaran started across the narrow bay to Molokini.   Even though I knew 

that it was only a thirty minute ride, I still had plenty of time to imagine every species of shark and eel 

swimming right next to me. 

As the boat approached the crater, a horseshoe shaped hill in the middle of the ocean, I was fitted by a 

guide with fins and snorkel masks.  I heard many of the other passengers talking about sharks that they had 

seen on previous trips to the crater.  I had a sickly smile pasted on my face that I hoped no one recognized as 

terror.  I only got down the steps, out of the boat, and into the water because I didn’t want my daughter, 

Rachel, to have the same fear of fish that I did.   As I walked down the ladder into the water, I just kept telling 

myself, “I am doing this your Rachel.  I am doing this for Rachel.”  I hit the water; it was colder than I 

expected.   I gingerly touched my mask to the water and extended my legs behind me.  I saw a large fish right 

in front of me.  I screamed into my mask and instinctively pointed at it.  In that moment everything changed; 

fear was replaced with awe.  I spent the next two hours swimming with my daughter and among the fish.  

Every few seconds, I was screaming and gesturing wildly at new colors, patterns, and shapes of the fish.  I felt 

the pure magic of it. 

I have to admit that I did not see any sharks that day, and perhaps I would have bolted back to the boat 

if I had seen some, but I knew that morning at Molokini that I had changed somehow.  I realized that my love 

for my daughter caused me to manage my fear and that I forgot my fear in nature’s beauty.  I knew that only 

the very special places on earth contain this magic, and for me the place is Wailea.  



theWRITEapp Corporation ©2013-2014| All rights reserved.      Pg. 3 

Subjects: Composition Activities 

Sample Corrected Essay Without the Overuse of “I” 
 

Personal Narrative Prompt: Write a narrative about your favorite place in the world.  Be sure to describe the place in detail, tell why 
it is your favorite, and explain its importance to you. 

 

My favorite place in the world is Wailea.  Wailea is a beautiful resort town on the island of Maui in 

Hawaii.  My family has visited Maui three times in the past five years, and it never fails to relax my mind, 

soothe my body, and revitalize my soul.   Wailea has been the sight of many treasured family memories.   One 

such memory is our first day snorkeling off Molokini Crater. 

I love swimming in the ocean and body surfing, and I grew up doing just that in Southern California.  

However, the thought of swimming in the same ocean with fish and possibly sharks is very frightening to me.  

It is not usually a problem in southern California since you rarely see any swimming near the beach, but we 

were planning to snorkel off a boat in fifty feet of water at one of the most famous snorkel destinations in the 

world.  I was terrified.   

Our snorkeling tour left at 6:30 in the morning which is my favorite time in Wailea.  The air is heavy 

with moisture and the scent of flowers, and the sun is gently warming the ground.  However, this morning was 

not peaceful at all.  I had a knot in my stomach as hard and cold as a rock.  We drove to the landing site and 

listened as our guides discussed the procedures for boat loading.  The catamaran pushed back from the beach 

and started across the narrow bay to Molokini.  It was only a thirty minute ride, but it was plenty of time for 

me to imagine every species of shark and eel swimming right next to me. 

As we approached the crater, a horseshoe shaped hill in the middle of the ocean, our guides came 

through the boat fitting us with fins and snorkel masks.  Many of the other passengers were talking about 

sharks they had seen on previous trips to the crater.  I had a sickly smile pasted on my face that I hoped no one 

recognized as terror.  The only thing that got me down the steps, out of the boat, and into the water was being 

brave for my daughter, Rachel.  I did not want her to have the same fear of swimming with fish that I did.   As 

we walked down the ladder into the water, I just kept telling myself, “You’re doing this for Rachel.  You’re 

doing this for Rachel.”  I hit the water, and it was colder than I expected.   I gingerly touched my mask to the 

water and extended my legs behind me.  There were large fish right there.  I screamed into my mask and 

instinctively pointed at them.  In that moment everything changed; fear was replaced with awe.  I spent the 

next two hours swimming next to my daughter and among the fish.  Every few seconds, I was screaming and 

gesturing wildly at new colors, patterns, and shapes of the fish.  It was pure magic. 

I have to admit that we did not see any sharks that day, and perhaps that would have curbed my 

enthusiasm.  That morning at Molokini showed me that love and beauty can overcome fear.  My love for my 

daughter pushed me into the water while the beauty of nature erased fear from my mind.  Only the very 

special places on earth contain this magic, and for me the place is Wailea.  


