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     “What a beautiful day,” I thought as I glanced out the window of our new silver van. Me and my 
Mom, Dad and five brothers and little sister where coming home from shopping in town. I sat next to 
my little sister and older brother and younger brother in the front of the van, while the smaller kids sat 
in the back. Dad sat at the wheel of the car, talking to Mom while he drove. As we rounded a bend on 
the narrow main road, Dad said suddenly, “Look at your shoes, kids. There has been a serious car crash 
up ahead.” We all looked down, hoping nobody had died. My younger brother exclaimed, as he stared 
at his shoes, “Was someone killed?” “Yes,” Dad said in a scratchy voice, “he is mostly covered up, but 
it was quite bad.” We all felt that the day was not a good day anymore. After a few more minutes, Mom
said we could look up. We had passed the car accident. 

     We where at solemn after encountering with the disaster we had just passed. “What happened, 
Dad?” my little brother asked. “The body was in the middle of the road. I had to drive around it. There 
where some ruined cars around. The Police where all there,” Dad said quietly. “Let's pray for his 
family.” Dad prayed this prayer, “Lord, I pray for that person who was over there on the road dead. I 
pray that he knew you, and is now in Heaven. I pray that his family will put their trust in you through 
this hard time. I pray that he was not run over on purpose. In Jesus' name, Amen.” We all bowed our 
heads and closed our eyes, except Dad because he was driving. When we all had opened our eyes, we 
where just passing a store. 

     I was watching my little sister now. How cute she is, I thought! I really love her. In fact, I really love
all my siblings. Dad was driving slow now, since we just passed the other accident. I mean, he is 
always careful and slow. He was just being extra careful and slow now. But none of us expected what 
was about to happen.

     As we rounded the bend, Mom screamed, “WATCH OUT!” I heard yells. I saw white smoke. I 
thought for a second I was dead. We had been in a car crash. “Get the kids out,” I heard Dad call. He 
opened our door. Mom got out of the car to. I heard coughing and sobbing. We all hopped out of the 
car, terrified. “Is everyone all right?” Dad said. “I'm fine,” I said. “I got a bump,” My brother said. “My
chest hurts,” said my other brother. “Thank the Lord no one was killed,” Dad said. “Yes,” said Mom. 
“What happened?” My older brother asked. “That car was driving in our lane really fast and hit us head
on,” Dad replied, pointing to a blue Honda. We all sat down on the side of the road. Dad thanked the 
Lord that no one was killed or badly injured. Then he went over to the other person's car to see how the
driver was. 



     There was a woman in that car. She had no idea what had happened, she said. We where pretty mad 
at her. “She could have killed one of us,” Dad whispered to Mom. The woman who hit us had no idea 
why she was going so fast. I looked at her. She looked like any ordinary person. She had short hair, 
dark skin and a nice suit on. “Oh, I'm glad no one was hurt,” She said. She wasn't on drugs or drunk, 
but she was all jittery and silly nice. She called the Police and so did an eye-witness. We all stayed by 
the side of the road and waited.

     I felt awful. I got the impression that the older kids felt pretty bad to. Our car was ruined. Dad 
guessed it would never run again. The radiator was smashed up. So where some other very important 
parts. My younger brother followed Dad around and picked up some interesting car parts to bring 
home, like the headlights. I waited and waited. It took the Police about an hour to come, because they 
first went to the other accident. But we did get some nice officers.

     I am sure everyone thought we all looked pretty odd, seven kids and two adults sitting there by the 
side of the road around a ruined car. Some people gaped as they rounded the bend and called from their
car windows to ask if anyone was hurt. People can be quite nice sometimes.

     Dad gave the Police a complete report of what had happened. They believed Dad when he said it 
was not his fault. The Police asked us if we where hurt. They where also able to determine where on 
the road we where hit. They used spray paint to mark everything. They also talked to some eye-
witnesses. Everyone except the person who hit us said it was not our fault.

     The Police stuck around for a while. It was beginning to get dark. I wondered how we would get 
home. All I could do was sit by the side of the road and read a poem book with the name of Poems Of 
Flowers, which I have read many times. We saw a British man pass us jogging. “Why there's been an 
accident. Good no one was hurt. Do you have a ride up? Where do you live?” He said as he ran. Dad 
replied that we didn't have a ride home, and told him where we lived. “Why, that's not far from here. I 
can get my car when I come back and drive you down. I have a little car, so I probably can't fit you all 
in there, but we will try,” the Brit said. He continued jogging up the road. “Thank you,” Dad called 
back to him. 

     The Lord is kind to his followers. He saved us from death, and sent a man to drive us up to our 
house. Even though this experience on a windy road was scary, the Lord showed how he saves people 
who trust in him. Blessed be His Holy name!


