The water receded and I emerged

The first impression anyone got of me was perhaps that I was too restless. It’s true; I was unfailingly one to start furiously shaking my legs the minute I sat down, “a sign of impatience”, my mother would say. It took my family about eight years to train me to sit down while eating a meal, and not have it while walking at the park. I enjoyed being on the run. My routine involved a daily morning run, or a game of football. My energy had to be employed into sports and other strenuous activities, in order to retain my sanity. I lived in my own nutshell and refused to interact with anyone, unless that involved some form of activity. I was reserved and despite my parents’ efforts, could never have a long conversation, or express myself to anyone. Having lived in a protected environment, I was not exposed to anything that sufficiently encouraged me enough to care for anything but myself.
So, five years ago, when I was stranded, along with eleven other students in my school bus, all night, amidst six feet of flood water, I didn’t know how to react. It was the 26th of July, 2005: the day that cloudburst 
halted my city. I was stuck in the worst 
affected area, inaccessible to anyone. Before this day, the only significance, the monsoon had held in my life, was the fact that I could play football in the slush. As we sat on top of the back rests of our seats to avoid the dirty water that had flooded the bus, I went through a life changing eighteen hours. It was a nightmare. I witnessed some of the most traumatizing sights that haunt me to this day. Dead bodies simply floated past us through the currents in the flood water, cars with people, locked inside them, drowned before our eyes, and all we could do was watch 
as Death stared at us in the face
It wasn’t long before the little kids, amongst us, began to cry out, “God hates us!”  As one of the oldest students on the bus (who was only twelve) I found myself responsible for pacifying them. I realized I had to control my own emotions, to make the kids feel safer. For the first time in my life, I experienced fear. I was scared, for my family, my friends, even for those strangers struggling through the water. I was scared for my own life. Every two minutes, felt like two hours, and I regretted every time I had ignored my parents, and never opened myself up to anyone. I realized, through my fears, how I had been in denial of the fact that I cared about so many people, but had never shown them that I did. The cruel realities of life hit me like a slap on the face. The restless individual in me was now tied down to a bus seat having to not just compose myself but reach out to those around me. I was learning to calm down. I learnt and grew up in those eighteen hours more than I had done in years.
When the water receded and I got home
,  I contacted all my friends to make sure they were alright. It was the first time I was able to express my concerns for others. I realized how lucky I was to have survived, and felt assured that everyone I knew was not harmed.  

Five years, from the day of the deluge, I find myself making the most of everyday of my life. I am no longer that self involved, hyper kid. My experience taught me to open up to everyone I care about, my friends, and my family. On that day, I had witnessed many people lose their lives, their families, and others they loved. I was fortunate that I didn’t face something as tragic. Although, I still love to play sports and keep myself active, I have discovered some other passions too. The impact of my experience, reflect in my interests, and my works. I have become an avid reader, but my interests lie in existential literature, an artist, but my art works somehow connect with my experience. 
The deluge left a deep mark in my life, and I will never be able to get over the trauma caused by the sights that I saw, or be able to fully express my emotions since; but I owe who I am today, to that night. In many ways, the flood was natures’ way of changing me, for the better. I know that if I could face that flood at the tender of twelve, I can face anything, which makes me feel stronger and independent in handling every day situations. Although the deluge affected every single citizen in Mumbai, the impact it had on my twelve-year-old self, is something that will define who I am for the rest of my life.
Word Count: 825 words
�rephrase


�Mention the area


�Rephrase. Separate each pint with a ; as else it is diff to see the end of one point and the start of another.
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