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The Tragic Fire
[bookmark: _GoBack]It was on Friday evening, 16th June. It is a splendid evening, and Jade and I were planning to attend a friend’s birthday party and Jade’s parents had gone for a meeting that would last for the whole weekend. We felt that the world was ours. To me, nothing sounded important than freedom, doing the things I have always aspired to do without being questioned. More interestingly, I was at my favorite city, New York, where I had always dreamt of spending my vacations. Immediately after my friend’s parents stepped out of the room, I started dancing my favorite music. I was eager to show my friend the unleashed dance styles I had trained in my music club. I was having the best moment.
As I was dancing, Jade was engrossed in her storybook. I tried to convince her to join me in the dance, but she said, “save your energy for the night party, do you remember we shall have a magnificent party tonight?” We then decided to go shopping in the nearby supermarket to buy some ingredients for making a birthday cake for our friend. We left the house and ambled along the streets with our hands in our pocket, thinking about what ingredients we needed for the cake. 
In a short while, we reached the supermarket. There were long queues in, but nobody seemed bothered at all. “And yet I thought we were late, we should have done the shopping a bit earlier,” I told Jade who nodded silently. Jade grabbed a trolley and made a beeline for the bakery ingredient section. I was already feeling claustrophobic as we tried to avoid busy shoppers, and I noticed that a section of the supermarket was deserted except for a few shoppers who seemingly had lost their way in this gigantic building. 
Shortly, we were on our way back. I was surprised that Jade seemed disturbed. I tried to question Jade, and she responded with a forced smile, “nothing is wrong, I am thinking of the tragic story in that storybook.”  I thought I should not disrupt her. As we ware silently moving upstairs, we heard a neighbor shouting. “Young boy, you should not play with fire matches, it is hazardous as there are many items in this house that can easily get fire.” Jade, therefore, opened up and explained that her storybook was about the summer fires. I was not bothered by her story for I had never developed an interest for stories anyway. 
When we got in at my friend’s apartment, we started mixing the ingredients for the cake. Surprisingly, nobody had ever baked a cake before, so it was a bigger challenge for us. “Do not worry dear, my mother prepares cakes for us regularly, I guess I can even do it better than her,” I tried to convince Jade. In a short while, the smell of smoke drifted towards me. I stopped mixing the ingredients and sniffed the air. The smell was getting stronger. “Did you smell that?” Jade asked me, hesitatingly.  After all, we agreed that the smell was coming from a nearby factory. 
Fire! Fire! Fire! We heard the voice from a distance. Jade grabbed my hands, and we moved downstairs, hurriedly. As we moved down the smell was getting stronger, and it was oblivious that the smoke was coming from the neighborhood. We were covering our mouths and nose to prevent the chocking. Soon we were outside the building. We stood there and glazed back. Only smoke was filling the entire building. We were among the first people to realize the fire in the entire neighbor’s apartment. “The fire alarm, has anybody rang the fire alarm?” I asked Jade tearfully. She then decided to get back and ring the alarm. I tried to pull her back but all in vain. She got through the dark fumes and swiftly moved upstairs. I was crying, uncontrollably for my friend. Luckily, she managed to tap the fire alarm.
At the moment, the smoke was getting persistent. The New York City fire brigade arrived to save the day. Luckily, the fire had not spread in many parts of the apartment. The fire brigade hurriedly got in the apartment and managed to rescue our neighbor from the tragedy. This emergency had gathered the attention of many people, and the entire area was crowded.
Fortunately, the fire brigade managed to put off the fire before spreading further. A few neighbor’s properties were destroyed, but nobody got hurt in the incidence. However, I was still shouting, “Jade! Jade! Jade.” I thought she was still in the apartment. Interestingly, she held my hands, and I was thankful that she was still alive. The entire neighborhood had Jade to thank, for ringing the fire alarm. I had not known that she also made a call to the New York City emergency department to intervene in the situation. When everything seemed normal, we got back to our house. It was hurting that we were going to miss our friend’s birthday party that we had spent a whole day looking forward to attending. Nevertheless, we were thankful that nobody got injured in the scenario.        
