
Sample Small Moment Narrative 

The delicious smell of popcorn drifted through the air.  It’s A 

Small World played softly in the background.  Giant bears, rabbits, 

and birds crowded around.  Was this a dream?  Was I in some 

strange fantasy land?  No, I was in “the happiest place on earth” 

standing in front of the most terrifying structure!  I was in Disney 

Land in front of Splash Mountain! 

 Sure it is every kid’s dream to go to Disney Land. I thought it 

was my dream until that day as well.  Ten years old, standing in line, 

my knees were trembling.  Splash Mountain stood before me like a 

giant whale, ready to swallow me in one gulp.  The sound of 

children’s laughter filled the air, but all I could really hear was my 

heart pounding. My father stood beside me with a giant smile.  What 

was he so happy about?  I was seeing my life flash before my eyes 

and he was smiling!  His calm voice kept saying, “Relax sweetie, this 

ride will be fun.”  As the line slowly inched forward, my heart began 

to race even faster until I felt like it would jump right out of my pink 

shirt.  With each step I felt the weight of the world was on my 

shoulders.  Still my father said, “Relax honey, it will be fun.”  Why 

weren’t his words comforting? 

 I heard the worker’s voice come over the loudspeaker saying, 

“Keep your hands and feet inside the ride at all times.” Yeah, sure, 

like I really want to stick my hands out of this terrifying beast.  Then 

it happened.  Our turn.  My father told me to go in first. I stepped 

into the brown cart, every bone in my body trembling.  My hands 



were sweating as if I was basking in the sun. The bar lowered, 

gripping me down.  I was stuck.  There was no way out.  Slowly the 

ride inched forward.  The dancing bears and birds were like out of a 

scene in Alice in Wonderland, yet I did not find them amusing.  The 

sound of the cart on the track was like nails on a chalkboard.  As the 

cart approached the top of this dark mountain, I couldn’t look out.  

All of a sudden a beam of light hit my eyes.  I could see the world 

below in the bright sunlight.  I searched anxiously for my mother 

below.  I caught a glimpse of her red shirt, looking the size of an ant.  

What was she thinking seeing her baby on this evil contraption?   

 With one small movement, we were soaring down.  Water 

splashed at every angle.  All was silent.  Then with a bone-chilling 

shriek, I grasped the bar for dear life.  I glanced next to me; my 

father’s head was down.  My poor father must have been terrified, 

and all I could think was, “Oh yeah, sure dad, it’ll be fun.”  I felt as if 

we were sledding down a hill at rapid speeds.  The wind hit me so 

hard I could barely breathe except to let out one more chilling 

scream. 

 Then, it was over.  I was alive!  The cart came to a slow stop 

and we stepped out.  My father’s face was as white as a ghost as I 

asked him, “Can we do it again dad?” 


