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My First Plane Trip

It was two years ago.  I remember it was on October 2, 2001, when my father had sent for me to come to America for the first time.  I was very happy to see my dad because I did not see him for a few years.  

The night before it was time for me to go to New York, I could not sleep because I was thinking how much I would miss my family in Guyana.
Then the time had come to leave my mother and grandmother.  My grandmother said, “Go and tell your uncles, cousins, aunts and brothers good-bye.”  Then we were on our way to the airport.  It was three o’clock in the morning and when we got to the airport, it was five o’clock.  My mother was checking my stuff and said to me, “be a good boy and don’t be rude.  Make sure to write up.”

Then a worker had taken me to the plane.  I was saved because of what had happened in the World Trade Center. So I went to my assigned seat and I was very nervous because I had never been on a plane before.  So everyone got in and told us to put on our seatbelts because the plane was going to lift off the ground.

The first two hours was boring.  There was nothing to do, but listen to music that I did not like.  A few hours later, they showed a movie called “A Thin Line between Love and Hate.”  Then I was happy, I had met a friend named Kevin and then we watched another movie, but I couldn’t remember the name of it.  So I had company and I was not scared anymore.  

They served me lunch which was an egg, soda, fruits and a hotdog.  A few minutes later, suddenly the plane dropped.  I was scared.  It was like I was getting a heart attack.  Then the pilot said, “Sorry! That was an air pocket.”  
“Thank god, I’m ok!” I said.

In the next few hours, it was time to land, but we had on the seatbelts and remained calm.  At that time I was praying so everyone could land safe and we all did.

So I would say that a plane is like your house because you are treated right and no different.

