Paper #1: Narrative Description

The Start Of A New Life


During my life as a teenager, I thought I had the right to do, just about anything that crossed my mind and use my immaturity as a cause and excuse for everything. I used to have a troublesome life without even the slightest consideration of the impact on the life and tranquility of the people I didn't even realize I cared about.


Eventually, I got completely alienated from my family and that helped me get pretty much out of control. Staying out late and getting drunk was becoming a part of my daily routine. Every morning I got home just in time to pretend I was sleeping from the previous night like a good boy, wait for my parents to leave for work and then sleep till noon.  Every morning until that Thursday...


That morning I couldn't even drag myself to bed and I barely made it to the living-room sofa. There I was lying helpless unable to even move my little finger. It felt like hours later when I started to sense a familiar presence growing stronger as I began regaining contact with my surroundings. 


It was my dad. I heard him cry and I instantly felt that chest-squeezing feeling you get at funerals and really distressful times. My throat was shrinking to the extent I thought I was almost choking. The more I heard him cry the more I was choking. The feeling of guilt began to capture my mind, leaving me unable to think anything else.


All I could think was how much grief and distress I fed this man. I felt disgusted by my pathetic, useless existence: just a piece of meat and bones. I forced my eyelids to stay closed. How can I face him? What can I say to make him stop?

Hearing my father cry was pretty much of a shock for me. It really made me shiver that this unexpressive man was there, crying over me. I never saw him cry or do anything out of control before. 

The choking feeling and the chest-squeeze were becoming unbearable. My eyes opened wide and I couldn't stop crying. Trying to make everything fine, all I managed to say was "I wanna go to school."


"Just sleep and I'll call 'em and it will be ok."


His words were enough to stop my self-torturing feelings. His arms felt warm and safe like angel wings shielding me from everything that could hurt me. I don’t think my father ever hugged me before, as I always kept a distance from him. My feelings changed to comfort and peace now. Exhaustion overwhelmed me.


Waking up later that morning, the need to change myself was the only thing I could feel, besides respect and gratitude for my father. The mess up of my life became obvious to me. My antisocial and reactive behavior, the giving-up of high school and my self-destructive trend were the things I had to face.


That night didn't make me a new man in a few seconds, but like some say, "Half of the problem is to realize there is a problem." As time passes by I get to appreciate my father more and more and get further away from my self-ruining past life. I don't think I will ever, be able to look my father straight in the eyes and feel nothing besides respect.
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