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Personal Narrative
A cold, searing pain exploded in my thigh and radiated through my body
.  It was similar to a funny bone injury, the pain ricocheting from synapse to synapse, the victim hopping around in pain until it slowly dissipates. However, the pain did not cease, I could not move, and this was far from funny.  
I rolled my eyes back, clenched my teeth, and threw my head back onto the noisy, white paper-covered gurney.  Through gritted teeth, I inhaled to bully the intense pain and avoid passing out.  With another twist of the sharp surgeon’s blade, to block out the pain, my bulbous eyes shot open to stare at the rectangular fluorescent light buzzing on the ceiling 

I can’t take this anymore! A myriad of musings meandered through my muddled mind. The shot of painkiller must have worn off. It didn’t take this long Wednesday night. Then again, I only had poison from one spider bite extracted from my knee then instead of two on my thigh  
This is ridiculous. It’s just too much for any human to take.
I’ve been strong long enough, I thought, as a shot of pain darted from my leg, to my weak stomach, and finally to my throat for digestion.
          Pained, but impatient and bored, I figured that if I were valiant enough to deal with this mind-numbing pain, then I was valiant enough to observe. Warm, thin rivulets of blood trickled out of the crater in my thigh and slid south towards the large cloth Band-Aid on my knee secured with white surgical tape. Yellow- green poison oozed out of the wound that the surgeon continued to make wider and deeper. A football-shaped crater in my thigh complemented the smaller cavity the surgeon had carved in my knee just three days prior.  When I sat up on the gurney to take a closer look at the wound, I couldn’t help but sympathize with millions of pumpkins carved each Halloween.
On that Saturday morning in early August, I was a pumpkin, about to be adorned with one more carving as the surgeon covered his handiwork with a Band-Aid and moved onto a third patch of infected skin that would fall victim to his scalpel. 
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