
SAMPLE PERSONAL NARRATIVE 

 

 The holidays and singing often go hand in hand, and this was especially true at 

Grand Prairie, where I attended elementary school from kindergarten through fifth grade.  

Children nearly always get that tingly, there-are-butterflies-flapping-wildly-around-the-

interior-of-my-stomach kind of feeling in anticipation of tearing open a wide assortment 

of presents.  Oftentimes this feeling would start for me at the very start of December, not 

only because I could see a long stretch of uninterrupted freedom in the form of Winter 

Break in the not-too-distant future, but also because the last week before break was 

always the time for a school-wide holiday concert.  In December of 1981 during my fifth 

grade year, one particularly memorable concert of this kind sticks out in my mind. 

 As in past years, the concert was held in Grand Prairie’s cavernous gymnasium.  

Since the concert usually consisted of both select instrumental performances as well as 

“choral” pieces, the cranberry-colored partition that separated the music room from the 

gym was cracked open and retracted to accommodate all the performers.  The band 

students and those, like me, who were performing piano selections would be housed in 

the music room, while a set of risers roughly in the shape of a crescent moon knocked on 

its back had been placed in front of the music room, where the students who were singing 

could belt out carols to their hearts’ content. 

 From what I could recall, for holiday programs such as this one, in the past the 

heater running full blast, combined with the huge number of teachers, students, and proud 

parents packed into the gym like super-heated sardines, made for extremely sweltering 

conditions.  Not a year would go by without a handful of students succumbing to the 



intense heat, fainting and tumbling off the risers or, worse, becoming physically ill and 

losing their lunch the hard way.  However, the school administration had decided to shut 

off the heat in the gym entirely in an attempt to prevent such woozy, smelly happenings.  

This resulted in a gymnasium so bitterly cold (remember that it was the beginning of 

December, after all) the temperature was like that of a walk-in freezer.  Upon entering the 

door of the gym, goose bumps would immediately raise up on one’s forearms. 

 Finally, the gym lights dimmed, the program started., and my turn eventually 

came. I dutifully played a simple rendition of “O Christmas Tree” on the piano, my hands 

shaking and shivering from both nervousness and the icy cold over the black and white 

keys during the tune’s entirety.  I was followed by my friend Nino, who blubbered and 

splurted his way through “Jolly Old Saint Nicholas” on the French horn and sounded like 

an outrigger boat motor that was gradually running out of gas.  Performing next was a 

troop of chittering first graders who, after stomping up and across the risers, broke into an 

out-of-tune interpretation of “Silent Night.”  The young ones had just started the second 

chorus when a sound similar to that of someone spilling a bucketful of water onto 

concrete could be heard.  This was immediately followed by a good portion of the 

performing first graders groaning “EEEEEEEEEEEWWWWWWWWWWWW!!!!!” at 

the top of their tiny lungs and pinching their noses shut.  “Silent Night” understandably 

and immediately ground to a halt. 

 It turned out that, as had happened so many times before in years past, one of the 

unfortunate first graders had become sick and had showered the floor with his stomach 

contents.  On a positive note, the ill lad was safely on the bottom riser, and thankfully no 

one was seriously, smellily drenched.  My nostrils still burn in disgust when I think of the 



memory.  Needless to say, the poor sick soul was carried out, the noxious puddle at the 

foot of the risers was cleaned up, and the rest of the shivering student population 

continued with and finally finished the concert.  To this day I often wonder if the Grand 

Prairie administration hasn’t thrown up their hands in defeat and, realizing that they have 

no control over fated tradition, decided to simply include the words “Student Throws Up” 

on the agenda, along with such cheerful selections as “Jingle Bells “ and “We Wish You 

a Merry Christmas” on the holiday program specially typed for the occasion, knowing 

full well that it will happen whether they like it or not……again.              


