The Trip

Last summer, my family and I decided to go on a trip to Italy. Seems exciting right? That’s what we all thought until it was the day of the trip.
We woke up late it was 8:07AM and the flight was at 9:30AM we were all in a hurry and changed as fast as we could. We left the house and we had almost 45 minutes left till the flight departs.
We had arrived and the line was full and we had 20 minutes left and remembered we still had to put our suitcases and go through security so we rushed to the front of the line quickly and finished.
We finished everything but we still had to stamp our passports. That’s when we realized the flight was yesterday. We were all devastated, after all we had went through this morning then, turns out we missed it.
This wasn’t the worst part. There was more yet to come.
On our way home my little brother started crying and whining and we were still at the airport road so we still had a long way ahead of us. Then out of nowhere we came across a street full of glass that pierced through our tire so we called a tow truck to put on a new one since we had used the spare one in the past. After they put the tire on we were back on the road.
[bookmark: _GoBack]After we had arrived home, everyone kept quiet, frustrated about the trip and that everything we went through was all for nothing.

