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Injury Narrative
	I was flying.
	It’s not one of my fondest memories, but I remember it none the less.  I was walking outside to my backyard.  My sister was told to come out with me, and she did – in fear that she would be grounded if she left me alone.  I was five. I healed crazy fast, like my dad, and was excited to be in kindergarten.  My sister was nine and seemingly hated my guts.  We had no grass in my backyard, due to the sprinklers not working the summer before, and pokey, cactus-like weeds were growing everywhere.  
	As I walked over, I could hear the dead weeds crunch under my tiny feet. My sister was reluctantly following me to the home-made swings.  I turned around and jumped up onto the blue sling.  The squishy rubbers surrounding on the chains were gripped in my stubby kindergarten hands.  I sat there pumping my leg, and getting nowhere.  I looked at my sister, who was fairly high already.  The blue swing seemed inviting as it swung like a pendulum of a grandfather clock.
	My sister noticed my problem.  Showing signs of actual kindness, she began to drag her feet on the dirt to coax the swing to a stop.  She then came over to me and began to push.  The ground was growing further from me; it seemed to shrink as the arc reached its peak.  I could hear my sister’s high-pitched giggling from behind me. I asked to go higher.  She obliged.
	The swing progressed higher into the atmosphere.  The brisk October air nipped at my face as I made my sudden decision to leap.  It felt like I was flying up there. Time seemed to stop.  Eventually, my little body succumbed to the will of gravity and was pulled toward the cold, hard cement.  I didn’t bring my arms up in time to brace my fall, but they did protect my face, mostly.  I could feel a tingling in my palms, overpowering the pain in my face and legs.  
	Tears began to swell in my eyes.  My older sister rushed into my house to get my mom.  When she came out, the cuts I had received were already healing.  Warm tears cascaded down my plump, red cheeks.  My mom picked me up and guided my head toward her shoulder.  She walked up the wooden steps into the house.  My head lay on her shoulder as she held a towel under the faucet.  She walked to the couch and set me down, handing me the cloth then turning to get Band-Aids.  I held the cloth against my face.  It felt like a bit of heaven as I pressed it to my cut face.
	When my mother came back into the room, I dreaded the things in her hands now - I didn’t then.  She had the two most painful things to put on a cut - alcohol swabs and Neosporin.  She tore open the little packet with the cloth dipped in stinging doom. I didn’t understand the pain I would feel.  The swab touched my leg and fire’s revenge shot up my spine. The tears, which had finally stopped, started again.  I struggled, but eventually the stinging subsided. I realize now that pain is only a temporary feeling, and moms make it go away.

