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Short Story With A Linear Plot
It was a cold Saturday morning in 1982, and everyone in the house was still asleep. Miss Emily, always the first to wake up in her house, opened the front doors to take the garbage out. Her lazy nephew, a junkie and a good for nothing worthless drunkard law sprawled on the couch. Beer bottles from l night’s drinking spree lay all over the living room, and poor Miss Emily had no choice but to collect them. It was quite chilly outside, and she hugged the heavy shawl tightly against her lean body to protect herself from the unforgiving weather. She looked older than she actually was and although she never complained of any pain, one could see that walking up and down the stairs was a huge effort. Emily was just forty-two but looked a little over fifty years. Her hair was gradually turning black, and her eyes seemed to harbor a deep unearthed pain. 
Three years past and the trend became a daily routine. One day on the Wednesday morning of June 1985, Miss Emily had a severe cardiac arrest and collapsed outside her house, only to be pronounced dead when the paramedics arrived. She did not have any family except the junkie, but in honor of his aunt’s memory, he did something unexpected – he decided to quit drugs. The next call he made was to the Metropolitan rehab center to sign up. For all it is worth, it is never too late to change.
Short Story With A Non-Linear Plot
As a little girl, Lisa Stanton wanted to be a model like her Auntie Mirabel when she grew up; but when she got pregnant in her second year in high school things took a turn for the worst. In 2006, Lisa met Jim Caywood on her second week in college and Cupid’s threw his magic arrow on the two of them – for these lovebirds, it was love at first site.  Few weeks before joining college, Lisa was not sure how to feel going to a new school and meeting new people. 
She had often heard from people that college life was great but others, like her conservative mother, Mrs. Claire Stanton were quite skeptical about the whole college idea. However, as the days went by she was confident that she would do quite well, but one week into college, she had not made even a single friend. It was terrible! It was not long before she and Jim started going out and he reminded her so much of her first love, or should I say, her first crush. She was in the sixth grade and the most handsome boy in class, seemed to show some interest in her – seemed because he never openly confessed. Well, not until they were in the eleventh grade, and just like this boy, Jim left her when she needed him the most by failing to take responsibility for the pregnancy.
Personal Narrative
My grandma and I were the best of buddies. She knew me better than anyone else, and each time I had a problem, I would always turn to her. I know most people say that their parents are the most important to them; but to me, grandma comes first. My parents were always busy and worked till late in the nights and therefore I did not spend as much time with them in my early formative years as I did with my granny. She urged me to always pursue my dreams no matter the obstacles and never at any one time forgot to remind me that she believed in me completely. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]However, she gradually started forgetting things, and although we took this as just one other sign of old age, deep in my heart I was beginning to fear that one day she may forget my name. In 2008 she was diagnosed with the Alzheimer’s disease, and much to my dismay, she not only forgot my name but my face too. When she died last year, she had no memory of who I was, but she was still as kind as ever. She may have forgotten names and faces, but she never forgot to show love and kindness to everyone. I miss and will always miss her but her love, advice, and kindness will always be in my heart.
