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Narrative Writing Assignment 

 

 

       Have you ever faced a situation in which someone you care about did something stupid and got 

themselves in trouble, but you didn’t give thought to the fact that they did something dumb and didn’t 

get angry at them because you were so glad to see them in one piece? That’s what happened to me. 

Well, that is, except four-year-old my brother, Omar, didn’t care whether I got angry at him or not. To 

begin, we were in Hargeisa, Somaliland, in an outdoor park called Kaah on Eid.   After my family and I 

prayed the Eid prayer, we went to Kaah. And that is where it all began…. 

 

       Apparently, Kaah had many different sections. Some with huge swings, boring rides, and horse-back 

riding. There were also hundreds of people walking left and right making me feel insecure (I hate 

crowds). We decided to move as a group, so we stay together, much to my relief. First we went to the 

area with lots and lots of swings. And not just ordinary swings, mind you, these were some two to four 

seater swings with two seats on each end. Mohamed, my oldest cousin, pushed my 12-year-old brother, 

my two cousins, and I (being 9 years old at the time,) on it while mom took my two younger siblings 

somewhere else. He pushed it so high that it almost reached a 180 degree angle. We continued playing 

on the swings for almost an hour until mom returned with my brother and sister. It was noon by then 

and it was getting hot so mom declared it was time to take a break. When we reached the shady area of 

the park mom started unpacking our snacks. I didn’t feel very hungry so I just started wandering around 



the place. Now that I looked at it, this space seems to be covered by shade most of the day. The whole 

range was surrounded by trees almost completely! It was also very nice and breezy.  

 

            My mind had started wandering, but I came back into focus when my older brother started 

looking around frantically. As I walked over to them mom suddenly asked me, “where’s Omar?!” I just 

shrugged, not really registering the fact that she just said Omar was lost. “Haven’t seen him,” I replied 

“let’s just look around, he can’t be too far.” We started searching but after a little while, we realized he 

wasn’t here. So I resolved to search farther from where we were. I questioned a nice-looking lady and a 

boy about my age, however, I just got negative answers both times. As I was walking, I was also trying 

really hard to not get lost in the horde of taller people walking to and back. That’s when I saw 

Mohamed, looking around, not seeming to care whether he got lost or not. Though I suspect it is just 

because he is tall enough to see over all these heads. I guessed staying with Mohamed would lower the 

chances of me getting lost, so I told him I would help him search. After walking for a while, I just 

wandered off for a reason even I still don’t know. 

 

 

 

       As I was walking, I made sure to keep track of where I was going. That is when I saw Omar following 

a dark skinned man and a teenage boy. The man’s head was so bald that the sun’s light reflected off of 

it. So much so, that I had a sneaking suspicion that that he shaved it every morning. The boy, who was 

beside him, had a huge afro and slightly lighter skin. Ignoring them both, I ran over to Omar, puffy eyed 

and all, and as soon as he saw he started crying. I hugged Omar asking him in a whisper who these 



people where, but before he could answer, the boy gave us a warm smile and said, “I found this little 

boy crying and was trying to help him find his parents”. I looked at him, but felt uneasy around them, 

knowing I shouldn’t talk to strangers. It also didn’t help that the man was very scary looking and him just 

looking at me felt like he was burning holes I my head. I offered the best I could of a smile at the boy, 

mumbled some thanks, and dragged Omar out of there. 

 

     Miraculously I knew the way back. However, mom is going to need to have a serious talk with Omar. 

When we were heading back, he just wandered away from our group for no apparent reason! Then he 

got lost and followed a random person who said they would help him find us. I mean, okay, he was lost 

and didn’t know where we were, but that’s all the more reason to be careful who to trust! Nonetheless, 

I won’t blame him. He was probably just scared and not thinking straight. 

  


