My Writing Plan: Personal Narrative


The event I most wish to write about is…
	When I drove cross-country to get home to Kentucky in April, 1998, but slipped off of the icy interstate in Utah.  



In great detail, describe the setting or location of this event. 
	WHEN did it take place?
Early April 1998, outside of Ogden, Utah; Cache/Wasatch Nat’l Forests along the I-84 interstate.
WHERE did it take place?
(NOTES: snowy, Sunday morning, little traffic, got stuck in my Buick.)




In great detail, name and describe other characters involved in this event.
	WHO was there to witness the event?

(NOTES: recall the man and his son who stopped when no one else would, they pulled you out with his truck and chains.)
HOW did they react to what you said or did?

Just then a huge, white Dodge Ram pulls up; a father and his son quickly move across both lanes



What dialogue (inward or outward) do you recall from this event?
	My Thoughts/Words:

Inner monologue (during and after the event)


Others’ Words:

direct quotes from trooper and firefighter; actions I took after getting stuck. “I’m a on my way to Park City to watch my daughter ski. I am a firefighter, and I’ve got chains in the truck.  If you got underneath and hooked it up, would you want me to pull you out?”



In great detail, describe the action surrounding this event. 
	WHAT was going on BEFORE this event?

Too impatient as a driver; finding openings in traffic to jet ahead of “slow people” in front of me. I was going too fast, driving too far in one day, and I wasn’t focused on the road that morning—the terrain and the climate.
WHAT happened DURING this event?

[ SEE TIMELINE ]
WHAT way did this event affect you AFTER it occurred?
This long trip, the mistake in Utah, and the fact that I was coming home to KY for a life-long relationship (marriage) caused me to pause and think about being safer, taking more care. The accident showed me how lucky (thoughtless) I had been and how I needed to slow down and take things more seriously.



What THEME, or lesson, did I learn from this event?
	I became more aware of my surroundings as a driver and stopped hurrying from place to place; took more precautions.  I began to see life as more precious, and felt I needed to slow down.




MY TIMELINE

	TIME


	EVENT

	Early April ’98, Cats Champs
	-Driving through Utah

	
	-Going 2400 miles (PDX to LEX) in 3 days (avg. 14-15 hrs/per day)

	Left early AM

	-Making 70mph, I saw the speed limit sign (icy, elevated, curvy road)

	Cache/Wasatch Nat’l Forests along the interstate

---desolate, hilly wasteland
	-Realized I was going too fast, inside lane, with no one driving around me.

	
	-Car began to spin; wheel went limp—unresponsive—in my hands; finally stopped wrestling the wheel and let it take me into the sloped, muddy median.

	
	-The car slid neatly between two standing medal, reflective poles.

	
	-Reflexively, without thinking, I gunned the gas to get up out of the sludge that I did not realize I had come to rest in so deeply; ultimately I buried the front end of the car even further into the muck.

	
	Thoughts: how stupid I was to not be aware of my surroundings; how avoidable this was; how alone I was in this mistake; how far back this is going to set me in getting back home to see my soon-to-be wife; how am I going to get out?

	Minutes (maybe 30) went by
	Truckers blew by me without stopping, so did the train to east; someone must have radioed…

	
	Took selfies with my Canon of the accident; turned my cap inside out b/c it said Wildcats on the outside (we had just beaten Utah the week before in the Championship; a state trooper crawled up the road from below me, asked if he wanted me to radio a wrecker, which would be unlikely on a Sunday.

	
	Just then a huge, white Dodge Ram pulls up; a father and his son quickly move across both lanes: “I’m a on my way to Park City to watch my daughter ski. I am a firefighter, and I’ve got chains in the truck.  If you got underneath and hooked it up, would you want me to pull you out?”

	
	He pulled to the other side of the interstate and backed up; I slid around in the mud, crawling under the chassis of the car to hook chains to the frame.

	
	In two short bursts he yanked me out, backwards onto the interstate. Without no more than a wave, he and his son were gone, and I was left loping upon the barren road with lumpy, mud-riddled tires.

	
	I would eventually make it to Lincoln, Nebraska that night, and Lexington, KY the following night.  I will never forget the experience, the lesson or my guardian Utah angel.
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