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Personal Narrative about Tragic Accident
On that eve day, our house was filled with surprises, joy, and cheerfulness that come with the December holidays. As the time ticked, all of us gathered in the sitting to start the countdown. When the wall clock ticked twelve midnight, my family members started to hug and wishing one another a happy new and little did I know that the following day our joy would go and would be substituted with sorrows (Fraser, 89). That night I retired to bed late and immediately fell into deep sleep. I did not have any worries in mind and could not wait for the morning to come so that we could celebrate the happy New Year in style. That night I had sweet dreams from one dream to another and when morning came, I was the first to wake up and scream “happy new year” so that I could wake others up. 
I woke up with a lot of life that day like a new born baby[footnoteRef:1] and everybody in the family was singing for the happy birthday as on the eve of 1st January happened to be my birthday. This time around my dad had planned to take us on a family tour to celebrate both the New Year as well as my birthday. That day I did all my house chores in the shortest time possible and even assisted my younger sister who I felt was sluggish in doing her duties and would delay the program of the day. At exactly nine in the morning, everyone was seated around the dining table for breakfast. It was a light one as we were rehearsing for the big day. Little did we know that the big day was not going to be and that our day would be full of shedding of tears and sorrows.  [1:  Simile ] 

Oh wait, it was at exactly ten when started our journey. Shockingly, everyone was in a hurry to board the car that no one was even able to remind to pray for our journey. I remember seeing my father in his smart jeans changing one gear to another. It was so weird that on that day my dad played Hip-hop music rather than his favorite worship gospel songs. Daddy was full of life and energetic as usual.  He drove the vehicle at moderate speed and was very careful even when overtaking.  Along the journey, we crack jokes and make with my younger sister who was always fond of. Mummy could tease us, as daddy kept on encouraging us to always remain strong despite the challenges that we would meet in life. At one point along the journey I remember him telling us that even when he seizes to be no more because he was not a rock, we must shoulder on and be united as a family if we had to succeed as a family[footnoteRef:2]. It did not appear to me that my dad was foreshadowing his death.  To me, I was listening to his normal lifetime stories of how he struggled to achieve what he wanted in life. [2:  Suspense] 

The music in the car stopped. Mummy started to sing a soft worship chorus as our car climbed steep part of the road. What I could remember was I big bang and everything went black. As I tried to open my eyes, the fluorescent light blinded. The entire parts of my body were painful. Where am I? I thought to myself as a tried to lift my head up. I jolted my head back as I tried to desperately figure out where I was and what could have happened.  For the second time, I tried to sit up but could not because of the pain I felt at my back. I heard a voice say, "Hold him down, we about to finish." A sharp pain ran down from my back to my feet. All I could see were shadows moving and lights flashing in all directions. I could not figure out what could have happened but I felt heartache and I knew that something was certainly wrong.  The rolling bed where I was lying on abruptly stopped. My face was covered with a mask and I tried not breath. In a twinkle of an eye, I become unconscious. Multiple scenes started to flash through my mind in no apparent order. My memory was blank and could not remember anything. For a single minute, all I could see in my memory was an everlasting blank hole and a single deafening beep. I awoke suddenly to the ringing sound of my phone.  I thought that a   must have had a nightmare as I turned around and was finally able to raise my head. I could not turn around because my neck was stiff and painful.
When I regained my memory I realized that I was in the hospital as I could recognize the nurse who standing next to me in the usual nursing dressing code. I tried to talk but could not. I knew things were not okay. I could not know the specific time it was because the whole room was full of lights from the fluorescent tubes. I could hear one of the nurses whispering to her fellow, "this one is still alive" and there I knew something bad could have happened. Immediately I started shouting and yelling, "Where is my father? Where is my mother? Where is a lovely sister, Angel?"[footnoteRef:3] One of the nurses tried to calm me down but she could not. She called the doctor who injected and again I become unconscious. When I woke up, the pain had reduced and I could only remember the last thing that happened before I found myself in the hospital. [3:  direct speech] 

The doctor inquired from me my personal details for the purposes of filing. When I asked about the other members of the family, I saw him shedding tears and I knew that he was going to tell me a sad story. However, he wiped his tears and with a smile, he told me that God loved me and therefore I should not be worried. When explained to be me that we had been involved in the tragic road accident and is everyone survived. “Michael I want to tell you that God loves you”[footnoteRef:4], the doctor said, “every member of your family survived, but there is a problem”. Again the doctor started to shed tears. “Your father died”, the doctor said after one taking one minute silence. I could not control myself. I yelled and shouted, “Oh no, doctor, tell me you are lying”. When I tried to stand up, the pain took back and I could only sob in my accident bed. The death of the father was a total turning point in my life and life never remained the same again because he was the lion [footnoteRef:5]of the house.  [4:  Direct speech]  [5:  Metaphor] 
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