
Flash Narrative Drafting 

Description 

Drawing on your notebooks, discussions, and other work thus far in Unit 1 for ideas and inspiration, write a 
flash narrative in the genre of your choice (ex. romantic fiction, horror fiction, memoir, humorous nonfiction, 
etc.). Remember that your purpose is, at least in part, to evoke emotion by creating or re-creating an experience 
through words. Be detailed and use specific examples. Whatever your subject, be sure to include one major 
scene that transports your reader to a specific point in time. Utilize the writing techniques of sensory detail, 
dialogue, and conflict-driven action. Think about your audience and how you will connect to them. What main 
idea or theme do you want to communicate? What dominant emotion(s) do you want the reader to feel? How do 
you want your audience to react to your story?  

Requirements 

• Flash narratives should be no longer than 1,000 words.   
• Must include at least one fully executed scene that effectively employs narrative techniques. 
• Attend Lab Session 2 to complete your narrative invention work with one of the instructors or tutors. 
• Post the first draft of your flash narrative to Canvas. 
• After completing your first draft, you need to complete peer reviews for two other students. Points are 

given for peer reviews as part of the essay drafting grade.  
• Attend Lab Session 4 with a tutor or instructor to discuss the first draft of your flash narrative. Make 

revisions based on your consultation. 
• Complete the Narrative Revision Self-Assessment to reflect upon and evaluate your revisions. 
• Revise your flash narrative to include in your final portfolio at the end of the semester. 

	



Lone Flower Fall 
 
In the looming twilight, the line of soldiers march quietly through the tropical evening 
surrounded by a lush forest of green. They are tired, sweat making trails through the dirt 
on their faces. Water from their canteens is warm, but welcome when they pause to 
take a sip. They have been walking for a week now. Training to be highly trained and 
qualified light infantry soldiers. Up at dawn to learn hand to hand combat. Carrying 
everything they have on their backs through endless marching each day. Setting up 
bivouac each night only to be attacked by the enemy and have to move on long before 
anyone is rested. 
 
Female soldier is in the line. She is more tired than she has ever been. Her hair is glued 
to her head with sweat and dirt. And the helmet she wears is heavier than it has ever 
been. The M16 she carries feels more like a cannon. Her feet have begun swelling so 
much when she removes her boots that she stopped removing her boots for any reason 
the day before in fear that she would not be able to get them back on to continue the 
training. 
 
She is determined to finish this training. Most of the other women in this unit have 
washed out earlier in the week. To wash out is to live up to the weak female reputation 
and she cannot survive in this very masculine world if she gains that sort of notoriety.  
 
So she plods on. 
 
There is no talking amongst the troops. Silence is enforced so the enemy doesn’t detect 
their presence. She doesn’t mind the quiet. The guys don’t exchange much small talk 
with her, anyway. She is the representative of what is encroaching into their masculine 
world. If they become too friendly with her the guys will make fun of them. Or their wives 
will think they are fooling around with her. 
 
This makes it lonely for her a lot of the time. 
 
The squad leader holds up his hand, the signal to halt. The group has made it to what 
everyone is hoping is the last challenge before going home. They are halted at the top 
of a cliff. The cliff is very tall. Looking over the edge, the ground below isn’t visible in the 
low light. The face of the cliff has tenacious vegetation growing out of the vertical wall 
like the stubble on the unshaven soldiers. 
 
It feels daunting. 
 
Female soldier doesn’t like heights. Never has. Her stomach starts lurching and her 
knees get weak even thinking about doing something so rash as being up high. The 
Army has challenged her in this many times, and while she eventually has rappelled 
down several obstacles, she hasn’t embraced the experience. 
 



She sits down to rest her feet and eats some of the food from her MRE. It’s her favorite 
package of MRE; Dehydrated Pork Patty. The hockey puck of pork is tossed aside 
without much thought. She chose this meal for the vacuum packed applesauce and the 
peanut butter. 
 
She smiles to herself as she thinks about how much better this food gets the more 
hungry you are. She contemplates the cliff. If she doesn’t go down it, she fails the 
course. If she fails the course, she will have to retake the course. She will also fail 
herself and the goals she has set for herself. 
 
She gets up and walks over to the line of soldiers waiting for their turn to rappel down 
the steep face. None of them acknowledge her as she takes her place in the line. She 
tells herself over and over that if she just gets this done and over with, she won’t have to 
endure the stress of waiting anymore. 
 
One of the drill instructors helps her tie her seat harness securely. He can feel her 
shaking and he pats her on the shoulder and slowly explains the process of rappelling 
so it’s clear in her mind what she will need to do. 
 
“Just remember to release the brake line and you’ll be fine. And grab the brake line hard 
if you want to stop. Easy stuff. We have someone on the belay rope who can also stop 
you if you are coming down too fast.” 
 
He is calming, but still she quakes. 
 
At the edge of the cliff, she turns around so her back is to the looming darkness and 
she’s facing the drill instructor. He yells, “On rappel!!” 
 
A voice from below yells, “On belay!” 
 
She leans backwards and resolutely pushes off the edge of the cliff with her feet, letting 
the rope slide as she goes. The first push didn’t take her down very far because she 
was afraid to let the rope go. She pushes off once more, determined to make better 
progress. This time has gone further down the cliff. She keeps pushing off again and 
again. All of a sudden, she is on solid ground. 
 
She made it down the face of the cliff. With shaky hands, she releases herself from the 
ropes and unties her seat and harness. Relief floods her with a huge release of tension. 
She feels powerful and confident in herself. She turns and sees in the distance a bus. 
She starts walking towards the bus, knowing that there are cold drinks and air 
conditioning there and a soft seat to rest her feet. As she climbs onto the bus, she is 
smiling so hard the bus driver chuckles at her. 
“You’re no delicate tulip, are you?” he says. 
	



The High School Experience 
 
“I’ve found a school that I think you’ll love. It’s called Providence Hall. It’s a charter school out in 
Herriman that they’re currently building. I also read it’s going to be an International 
Baccalaureate school, whatever that means. It sounds perfect for someone who’s as advanced 
as you are.” my mom said, about 7 years ago when a young me was graduating elementary 
school. 
 
“I don’t want to go to a school where I won’t know anyone. I want to go to South Hills with all my 
friends.” Little did I know, she was doing this to protect me. Keep me from ridicule from what 
she’s done in the past. 
 
“Your brother’s going there too, you’ll be fine if you have him.” 
 
I was still skeptical, although having someone I knew made me feel better. Come to find out, a 
couple of my friends my friend group ended going there as well. They were just as unhappy as I 
was, considering the school wasn’t close by and it was completely new. 
 
The school didn’t end up being too bad. I made all new friends, and excelled in most categories. 
I wasn’t the most good-looking, or active person in middle school, but I fit right in since the 
school seemed to have more intellectuals. There weren’t even any sports teams, oddly enough. 
Just a dress code, and many upper class kids, who all were socially awkward. My seventh and 
eighth grade years were nothing special, all you need to know is I made many new friends, and 
I figured out how to be a student at this new school. I never had a girlfriend throughout middle 
school either. 
 
When I look back to think of my high school years, I remember ninth grade being the easiest. 
My middle school was set up in a way where it held 7-9th graders, putting me at the top of the 
food chain. Although I was still too young to get into anything stupid, I was friends with almost 
everyone in the whole school. I was even considered one of the “cool kids.” I finally felt I made 
the high school experience, I was happy with my life and nothing seemed to go wrong.  I was on 
the high honor roll, and I didn’t even have to try in class. I felt as if I was going to sail through 
high school. I made it through ninth grade easy, which put me into the new high school they 
were building by the same name. 
 
Tenth grade was difficult for me. I almost had no one. Everyone disappeared, except for a select 
few people. They all decided they hated the school, so they broke off to Herriman High as soon 
as they could. I hadn’t been to a public school since elementary, so I decided to stay the charter 
school even though every person left and it was twice as hard. If you were going to the high 
school, you had to do the International Baccalaureate program. The program consisted of the 
MYP program in tenth grade, then taking IB classes for two years in junior and senior year. The 
MYP program only had one component, the MYP project. It focused on making great change for 
a certain aspect of the world. I chose to raise awareness for mine, and to do that I organized a 
5k race for the Road Home. Including this, I took an AP class, as well as a few honors classes. 
This made my tenth grade year very difficult, considering I only had a couple friends left in my 
friend group, and I never did anything with them outside of school, since I lived in West Jordan 
at the time with my dad whom I resented because I had thought he abandoned my brother and I 
from the events that my mother was trying to protect me from.  I got depressed, doing nothing 
but going to school and coming home to sleep. My brother went to Copper Hills, where he had a 
group of friends that he did things with. He saw me struggling, so brought me along when he 
went to spend time with people and cheer me up. This didn’t help though, I only receded into a 



shell even more. I could tell they didn’t like me, and were only being nice out of pity. Which only 
made me even more depressed. This made my tenth grade year the most challenging, having 
difficult classes and a project hanging over my head, as well as being in a shell and not having 
many friends, not even a girlfriend yet. I couldn’t take that school anymore, so I jumped on the 
bandwagon for Herriman High as soon as the year ended. 
My eleventh grade year ended up being the craziest. The first few days were obviously tough, 
the school was huge and they were over 3,000 kids. I was definitely intimidated. The only thing 
that made me feel better in the slightest, was seeing some of my old buddies from middle 
school. Still being depressed and being in my shell, I found making conversation and saying 
hello was terrifying. I had to push myself to talk to old friends, which actually came quite easy 
after I started the conversation. Every single person seemed to remember and like me, which 
really brightened my outlook on this school year. A couple of them even asked to hang out, and 
go do things after school. I was ecstatic, this was even better than I could have imagined. I met 
the friend group that they both happened to be in. All of them really liked me, (maybe because I 
had a car unlike a couple of them,) but they openly accepted me into the group without me even 
knowing. They would say hi to me in the halls, and always ask to come with them at lunch or 
after school. They all had separate friends that would come along as well, which I befriended 
very quickly. Eventually I had monster group of friends, and I known to all of them as “Radam.” 
It was all a new experience for me, and they all did things I never had before. I finally felt at 
home, I was included in a friend group that did everything together. I actually looked forward to 
going to school now, instead of dreading it. I didn’t even have to worry about living far away now 
that I had my own car. The only downside of this year was that I started to not care about school 
anymore. I would sluff, and my grades were slipping. They were the worst they had ever been. I 
didn’t even care though, I was having fun. One of my biggest mistakes. Before I knew it, the 
school year had ended, and I was about to be a senior. 
 
My senior was the most eventful. Because I had a car, I had to get a job. I still lived in West 
Jordan, so I found a job out in the area. I met a group of 3 kids from Copper Hills where I 
worked, and since I had worked with them for so long a couple of them asked me to go to 
Copper Hills for my senior year. I actually really liked one of the girls that was in that group, so 
after a lot of consideration I decided to switch to Copper Hills. The best things happen 
spontaneously right? I left my friend group, not even thinking they would forget about me to 
pursue this girl. The beginning of the year was difficult as well, the only people I had were the 
group of three from my work. Surprisingly though, the people that my brother brought me along 
with still went to the school. It was almost the same strategy from Herriman, strike up a 
conversation and make friends. I had come out of my shell so much that I did this with ease. We 
started to hang out again, and I did the same thing I did in Herriman. Not care about school, but 
just have fun. After so long of talking with the girl from my work, and growing a relationship with 
her, we finally got together after I had finally gotten everything together. Working harder in 
school, and not hanging around bad people. I abandoned literally everyone, except for her and 
the other two from work. They were all I had left, but I was completely content because I had 
finally got the girl of my dreams. I was happy with how my high school year turned out. I went to 
my first school dances, and did things I never had before. I was happier than I ever was with a 
group of friends, (I still am.) Because she motivated me to work harder in school, I was able to 
graduate and pick up all my slack. If it weren’t for her, I wouldn’t have graduated or still been as 
happy as I am today. I can’t thank her enough. 
 
Overall, changing schools every year wasn’t too bad. I wouldn’t change my high school 
experience for anything, I still have the girl of my dreams to this day. 
	



Throwing Out The First Pitch  
 
    When I was in the Army I had the fortunate pleasure of spending a wonderful tour in 
Germany. Where am I going with this?  Keep reading. 
 
    In 2010 towards the end of my two years there I was medically discharged with a back injury 
to my lumbar spine.  While waiting the red tape to get the discharge I had time to communicate 
with family and friends back home telling them I was coming back.  One of the people I talked to 
was my cousin, Aimee.  She used to live in California but now lives in Ohio with her two 
children. 
 
    Aimee mentioned that she and I had not seen each other since before California and asked if 
I wanted to come visit her and the kids.  I had never been to Ohio and it would indeed be good 
to see her again after all of these years so I said I will see what I can do.   
 
    When I had my flight booked out of Frankfurt it was initially headed to Salt lake City as that 
was and still is my home of record.  The flight first had a stop over in Detroit so I figured out a 
way to get a plane to Cleveland where Aimee would pick me up.  I passed her the flight 
information and she met me at the Cleveland airport. 
 
    I like baseball.  It is my favorite sport.  So I asked if she and the kids wanted to go to an 
Indians game my treat.  She said yes so I got on the phone to get tickets.  As I was waiting for 
confirmation on the tickets I made small talk about just getting back to the states from Germany 
and was processing out of the Army.  The lady then informed me that the particular game I 
wanted to go to was military appreciation night and asked if I would be interested in throwing out 
the first pitch.  I enthusiastically said I would!  I knew it would be a long time, if ever, before I got 
another chance to do this.   So she told me to arrive at the ballpark about an hour early and she 
would show me the process of how to get onto the field and throw the baseball.  I was a bit 
nervous but excited at the same time. 
 
    When we arrived at the ballpark I met the same lady and she took me to the playing field 
where I was to wait until my name was announced.  One my name was announced I was then 
to proceed to the pitchers mound and toss the ball.  Simple.  Or so I hoped. 
 
    As I was walking to the mound I was looking at the capacity crowd, I saw my name in huge 
letters all over the place, I knew it was a televised game so who knows how many people here 
and overseas were watching.  I actually managed to push all of that back and felt surprisingly 
calm as I stood on the pitchers mound facing home plate.  It was then my time to toss the ball to 
the catcher. 
 
    I took a deep breath and tried not to over think this.  I kept telling myself to calm down, throw 
the ball and whatever happens it  happens and there won't be anything you can do about it.  I 
wound up and tossed the ball towards home plate.  The catcher didn't even have to move his 
mitt as the ball travelled exactly where it should have.  I then breathed a huge sigh of relief, 
walked to home plate to retrieve the ball, the catcher signed it, shook my hand and told me, 
"great throw!" 
 
    I then walked to my assigned seat along third base line, joined my cousin and her children 
and enjoyed the game.  The Indians won!  
	



The Quest to Perfection 
 
It was a late Saturday afternoon, when I asked my wife, “What’s for dinner?” She replied, “I’m 
leaving for a girls night, you will have to figure out something on your own.” She leaves in a 
hurry, I guess she’s getting her girls night started early. My head starts racing, what should I do 
with all of this freedom? I thought to myself, Italian, Mexican, hamburgers? Nothing sounded 
good until I remembered that there was an extra pre-seasoned ribeye steak in the freezer. I 
opened the freezer to find the steak was tucked all the way in the back under the frozen Ego 
waffles.  I brushed off the crust of frost from the vacuumed sealed bag. I then started to think, 
how should I cook this thing? Smoking, grilling, reverse sear, or sous vide? In the past year I’ve 
tried all of those techniques and my favorite of them all is sous vide. I discovered this process 
after months of doing research about how to cook the perfect steak. 
 
I opened up my pantry to find my stainless steel pot. The pot is not so stainless anymore, it now 
has a few scrapes and dents from many years of ware. I then filled up the pot with water and 
attached my sous vide device. Now in my eyes the perfect steak is medium rare. When I cook 
for my wife, she feels that when she cuts open her steak and she sees any pink then it’s still 
raw. Since I am the lone wolf in this cook off, I decided to go for the perfect medium rare 
temperature of 128 degrees Fahrenheit. I then set the device to that temperature and set it for 
two hours. 
 
In order to finish this steak I will also need to develop a crust. To create a crust I had a few 
options. My options for creating a good crust were to sear it on the grill, sear it in a pan, or use 
my blowtorch to crust the outside. I decided in order to make my wife happy, and avoid making 
a mess it would be best to do everything outside on my grill. So I found my seasoned cast iron 
pan, and placed it on my grill. I thought to myself, I can heat this pan on my grill and get the best 
of both worlds. I cranked up the temperature on my grill to the highest settings. I know from 
experience that in order to get a good sear on a steak, you need to use high heat. 
 
A few hours had passed and now it was the time to get the steak out from its spa treatment. I 
was so eager to see this beautiful steak that I reached in the pot to grab the steak, I was 
instantly was filled with regret due to the hot water scorching my hand. I fought through the pain 
and pulled the bag from the pot. My hand was throbbing and I was in pain, luckily I was near the 
sink to run some cool water over my hand. I won’t do that again, I think to myself. 
 
At this point the steak had cooled enough to handle by hand. As part of the sous vide process, 
you have to cut open the bag and recover your item from its enclosure. This is always the best 
part because you get to smell the richness of the cooked meat. The bag is opened and I can 
smell the pepper and umami feel the air.  I placed the steak on a wire rack, this allows me try off 
all of the excess moisture from the exterior with a few paper towels. One thing that I’ve learned 
the hard way, oil and moisture don’t mix. 
 
I gather all of my things I need to sear my steak outside. My avocado oil, butter, spoon, minced 
garlic, and steak. Before I leave the kitchen, I grab my apron from the hook. It reads, caution: 
extremely hot. My mom gave it to me for Christmas a few years back. 
 
I approach my grill, you can see the smoke seeping from the lid like a fog machine. The grill is 
now hot enough to sear this masterpiece. I open the grill to feel the extreme heat swarm my 
face, it reminds me of opening a hot oven but it smells ten times better. I look at my cast iron 
skillet, it’s smoking from the high heat, and it’s easily over 500 degrees. I pour a light layer of 
avocado oil in the black skillet. I always enjoy looking at the oil when it heats up, the heat 



causes the oil to glisten. Now it’s time to start searing my steak, I place the steak gently into the 
pan. I’ve been burned from the slashing oil in the past trying to act like Emeril Lagasse. I like to 
let swirl my steak around the pan, this allows me to limit my splash ups from the oil, and it also 
is quite relaxing watching the steak dance in the pan. 
 
The steaks sizzles and you can see the steak tighten up from the extreme heat. The steak sears 
on the first side for about a minute. I then flip the ribeye to the other side. I continue to let the 
steak dance, and I also add a good spoonful of butter. There is something about watching butter 
melt in the cast iron pan. As the butter melts it’s swallowed up by darkness of the cast iron. The 
butter bubbles, and I start basting the steak. This adds a beautiful color and adds great flavor. 
The last thing added to the pan is the minced garlic, I only twirl the steak a few more times 
before removing the steak. 
 
I recover the steak and place it on my plate. At this point I realize that I didn’t prepare any sides. 
It looks like I will be eating this beauty by its self. I’ve run out of patience, I quickly grab my steak 
knife, I cut into the steak. I pause to admire this masterpiece. The steak is still steaming, the 
juice is seeping onto the plate. The knife glides into the steak, the ribeye is so tender that the 
knife cuts through it like butter. I get a bite size piece, revealing the bright red perfection. I take a 
bite and my taste buds start the sing. I can taste the salt, pepper, garlic, and butter. I think to 
myself, mission accomplished. This is the best steak that I've ever had. 
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