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Dedication


To everyone who has been in a dark hole and didn’t know if they
would ever make it out and the loved ones who never left their side.


Mom—Thank you for being my best friend and my light.
For continuing to be by my side through it all.









Chapter 1


Crashing into
Young Adulthood


“HELLO, MRS. GIBSON,” a campus security officer said on the phone. “I’m sorry to tell you that your daughter has been in a car accident.”


My mom told me later how she thought the officer called the wrong person.


“There’s no way she was in a car,” she recalled saying. “I just talked to her an hour ago, and she was walking to class.”


“Nicole was on the sidewalk when she was hit by a car. She’s being transferred by an ambulance to Froedtert Hospital. We suggest that you meet her there as soon as you can.”


Months after the accident, my mom told me that she couldn’t get out of the office fast enough, as she instantly grabbed her laptop, cell phone, and keys from her desk. She told her manager and employees that her daughter had been hit by a car and ran down the stairs to be greeted by the brisk November air.


Speeding toward the hospital, she called my dad who worked in Sheboygan, Wisconsin, a little over an hour away. He was also alarmed and said he would do what he could to meet her at the hospital as soon as possible. After hanging up with my dad, she called her best friend and then called her mom to inform them of what had happened, trying to keep calm and ask for all the prayers she could.


The moment she pulled up to the emergency room entrance, she jumped out of the car and ran into the hospital.


The security guard yelled, “You can’t park there.”


She tossed her keys at him. “Move it if it’s in the way.”


Reaching the receptionist’s desk, slightly out of breath, she soon learned they didn’t have an update, but she was asked to follow the receptionist into a small, 10-square-foot windowless room with white walls.


My mom sat down on the standard, stiff hospital chair with her legs barely touching the floor, asking God for strength and guidance on what she needed to do to ensure that I was okay.


Not long after my mom arrived, a chaplain in all black cautiously entered the room and asked if she could pray with her. My mom looked at the chaplain, concerned that her arrival meant that things were serious. A quick nod motioned the chaplain to enter.


The chaplain placed her hand over my mom’s hand after she sat down and started the short prayer. Afterward, she told my mom where the chapel was located and that she would be back later to check on her. While my mom has always had a strong belief in God, she did not feel the need to go to a church to communicate with Him, believing that He can hear her wherever she is. She thanked the chaplain and went back to her own invocation in the frigid room, followed shortly thereafter by pacing and responding to texts.


I can picture my mom sitting in the hospital chair with her leg bouncing up and down rapidly as it typically does when she is frustrated and worried. After each text message, she stood up and again began circling around the room. The routine continued for over an hour until my dad arrived.


At his arrival, she rushed to embrace him, thankful he arrived safely, but was interrupted by a hospital staff member who didn’t have any details of my current condition but said she could lead them to me. My mom quickly turned to follow the staff member as my dad followed closely behind as he typically does, almost like a bodyguard. They walked down the hall until they saw me lying unconscious on a gurney.


Blood had dripped out of my left ear and dried into deep-red rivulets. The right side of my face was swollen with scrapes, and my left leg was bent out of place. My parents shared that when they saw me lying on the gurney, my only motion the rise and fall of my chest with my breaths, all they could think about was not losing me.


While they were processing my condition, they noticed a gown that was draped over my body. My clothes had been cut off. I remember about a month after the accident, when I was finally starting to process what had happened, I was upset about the loss of my practically new, warm formfitting gray fleece jacket as well as the destruction of my phone in the jacket pocket. My pictures, memories, and contacts in my phone from before that day were gone. Nothing from the accident was recoverable. During my recovery, I felt almost like I was stripped of everything, including the excitement for life that I was finally able to obtain that semester.


Suddenly, things moved quickly. Not long after my parents reached me, another staff member shared that they were able to stabilize me so that I could be moved to the neurological intensive care unit (neuro ICU). They would transport me via the ambulance waiting outside the door because the facility was on the other side of the hospital campus in a completely different building.


Even after I arrived at the neuro ICU, the hospital staff was unsure of what the true state of my injuries were. They continued to check my vitals and take blood every 15 to 30 minutes followed by CT scans every 30 to 45 minutes. I remained unconscious.


Every time my mom got a chance, she would flood the staff with questions. When I would be taken for tests, she paced around the room, praying to God to take her instead of me. After I was wheeled back, she’d return to stand by my side, talking to me, holding my hand, and praying out loud. Emotionally unable to see me so seriously injured, my dad remained outside of the room to handle crowd control.


The local media heard what happened to me, thereby flooding my parents with calls from attorneys and various news channels. Years later when I asked my mom about the events, I could feel how focused she had been on getting her daughter back. I am positive her strength helped me to survive.


As evening approached, a doctor informed them that I had a fractured fibula in my left leg and a severe traumatic brain injury (TBI) with seven fractures in my skull. A TBI is caused by a trauma, force, or blow to the head. Minor TBIs can lead to short-term problems, but serious TBIs can lead to permanent disability or death.1


The immediate concern was to closely monitor the pressure within my skull. The staff was on standby to rush me into surgery if the swelling rose to a point that would cause further brain damage. This heightened attention explained the recurring CT scans and vital checks over the many hours since my arrival. The break in my leg would be taken care of after the immediate risks to my brain and life were lowered.


True to her nature, my mom refused to leave the hospital until I was able to walk out with her. When night came, she scooted a hospital chair next to my bed and continued to watch over me. She didn’t want to miss me opening my eyes.


“Dark, quiet, scary” is how she described the hospital room. Thankfully, the third-shift staff was quite accommodating. The nurse who was assigned to me noticed my mom sitting next to my bed.


After the nurse finished her updates, she turned to my mom and asked, “Will you be staying the night?”


“I’m not leaving my daughter’s side.”


“Let me see what we can do for you.”


Soon after she left, she returned with a bed for my mom to sleep on and a recliner in case she needed a different place to sit. Not that she slept any, but it allowed her to stretch out her achy body as she laid next to me.


The many challenges we would face and the need to stay positive continued to grow as day two surfaced. Soon after the sun rose, the morning nurse walked in to check my vitals. My mom kindly greeted her.


Typing into her computer, the nurse gave her a smug smirk. “You’re lucky they even let you stay here,” she stated bluntly. “You have no right to any of your daughter’s treatment information. She’s an adult and has not signed a power of attorney.”


While the nurse continued pushing the need for a power of attorney, a family friend, who was also a nurse at the hospital, came in to check on my mom. Our family friend tried to turn the conversation, but the nurse reviewing my chart would not stop pushing the need for a power of attorney. After turning to my mom to give her a hug, our friend asked the assigned nurse to step out into the hall with her. Later, my mom learned that the nurse had been removed from my service.


Many friends and family continued to visit over the ensuing days. My mom’s sisters tried to take pictures of the damage that was done to me to share on social media to make a statement that what happened to me was not okay, but my mom would not allow the photos to be posted.


In between visitors, my mom continued to talk to me, answer work emails, and communicate with the doctors and nurses. My dad ensured everything continued to run at home, taking care of my autistic brother and then circling back to the hospital to check on my mom and me—all with tears in his eyes. He later shared that one day while making his rounds a song came on the car radio that I often sang while I was home the past summer, and it made him so upset that he had to turn it off.


After six long days of waiting, my eyes finally opened. But I was not the energized, insightful sophomore engineering student I was when they first closed from the accident. No words came from my mouth. My mom reported that I cried a lot because I was in pain. When I did start to speak, none of my words made any sense.


Hours later I started forming sentences, but when my mom would ask me if I recognized her, I responded, “I don’t know who you are. But I know that I’m supposed to be with you.”


This confusion caused concern for my parents that only intensified when I started telling them I was a runway model in a Paris fashion show for my friend. Later, I shared that my boyfriend had gotten into a car accident and died. And then I told them I was a consultant for hospital equipment.


Clearly, none of those things were true, but I did have a friend who was studying fashion design at UW-Stout. I did not have a boyfriend, but I was just hit by a car and had almost died. And I had just begun to learn about different opportunities where I could use my biomechanical engineering degree, including as a clinical engineer or consultant. It was like the puzzle pieces in my brain were still there, but I was not properly piecing them together.


On the following Monday, a rigorous routine of physical therapy, occupational therapy, and speech therapy all started. On Wednesday, 10 days after arriving to the hospital, I was cleared to go home.


The doctors told my parents that all they could do now is continue therapy. The hope was that the cells in my brain would regrow, and I’d regain my memory. But all of their words were just a hope. No one really knew how I’d be the next day, a month later, or even years later.


I don’t remember any of it.




“For it is by grace you have been saved, through faith—and this is not from yourselves, it is the gift of God—not by works, so that no one can boast.”


Ephesians 2:8-9 (New International Version)





_________________


1 “Traumatic Brain Injury (TBI),” National Institute of Neurological Disorders and Stroke, last modified October 15, 2024, https://www.ninds.nih.gov/health-information/disorders/traumatic-brain-injury-tbi.









Chapter 2


Relationship Status:
Complicated


MY RELATIONSHIP WITH God has always been interesting.


Throughout my childhood, it was more a belief that He existed rather than a relationship. This belief blossomed when I was around three years old. According to my mom, I played a primary role in my parents finding the church that we attended throughout my childhood.


Both of my parents had grown up going to church—my mom, Catholic, and my dad, Methodist. When they became adults, they stopped attending church. Although they did not go to a church service on Sundays, they baptized my brother and me when we were babies because they believed that was what they should do to commit our lives to God. They baptized us according to nondenominational practices to allow us to decide what religion we wanted to follow when we got older.


My parents have always said I was ready for the next thing before they were. Soon after I turned three, when we had moved into our new home, I’d watch the school buses pass our house. After a few times, I announced that I wanted to go to school. Taking my cue, they signed me up to attend preschool at Camp Minikani.


At preschool, I met Marie, who had sturdy small glasses on top of her pale skin, slightly resembling the American Girl doll Kit Kittredge. Marie and I quickly became friends since she was one of the few kids who asked me to play without hesitation. I have blurred memories of us playing house in a ginormous wooden playset in the playroom next to the classroom.


The playset had a miniature kitchen at floor level that we would often use to make faux meals. Everyone loved taking the stairs on the playset to the top level, but I was always too nervous. I was always afraid of heights even though the top of the playset wasn’t any taller than our teacher’s eyeline. The fear of heights was something Marie and I bonded over since she also didn’t want to go up.


I loved going to her house for play dates and seeing her dad’s massive train set in their basement. It was about chin height for me at that age, and I found it intriguing because it seemed to be the next level in comparison to the Thomas the Tank Engine wooden set my brother and I would assemble at home.


As our friendship evolved, I learned more about the church where her mom preached on Sundays. Marie often talked about the lessons she would learn there and all the friends she had made.


Marie was basically a miniature version of her mom, and they both were very friendly to everyone. My dad had been wanting to find a church for our family to attend, so after meeting Marie’s mom and learning that the Methodist church where she preached was only a short distance from our home, he felt like it would be the right fit. I’m sure that his growing up Methodist helped. Soon, my parents decided our family would attend this church on Sundays.


My family would always sit in the last pew so that my autistic brother, Marcus, didn’t distract the 20 or 30 other people attending when he crawled around on the floor or rolled his hot wheel across the aged carved wooden railing. We immediately felt at home even though we were the only biracial family there. It didn’t seem to matter that no other people of color were part of the congregation. Every Sunday we were always greeted with smiles and warm welcomes. My dad still to this day meets up with some of the people from church for coffee.


I loved to sing, and I looked forward to singing the hymns at the beginning and end of service, often attempting to drown out my mom, whom I believe may be slightly tone deaf. The middle of service seemed to drag on as our pastor, in her mid-30s, read a few verses from the Bible and elaborated on the context. Her lengthy discourse caused my attention to drift to Marcus, guessing what he would do next or staring out the stained glass windows.


When I started attending elementary school, I also started attending an after-school program called Kids of the Rock every Wednesday at the church with Marie and other kids around my age. We were taught the typical main stories in the Bible, including Adam and Eve, Noah, Moses, and the birth of Jesus Christ. After a short worksheet or video, we would be released to explore the church’s musty-smelling basement. My dad would volunteer in the church kitchen, cooking dinner for everyone—typically sloppy joes.


Attending church had become part of my routine for over 10 years when suddenly, in the summer before my freshman year in high school, Marie’s mom left for a different assignment with a short notice of only two weeks. Our church’s board of trustees was informed that she would be replaced by a new pastor, who previously was a lawyer from Detroit.


My dad was part of the board of trustees, so he told me this news the week before the new pastor’s first service. I was sad that Marie would be moving away. This move meant I would be losing a friendly face that I always could count on in the midst of other friendship drama.


That next Sunday, the new pastor introduced herself to our family as Edith, and then motioned to her daughter, Katie, who looked about 15. Katie had her hair pulled back in braids and was leaning against the propped-open door with her arms crossed over her chest on her thin frame. Edith was in her mid- to late 40s with ebony skin and stood approximately 5'9", with short straightened black hair and dark-rimmed glasses. She shook our hands with excitement while the rest of the congregation huddled in their own circles.


The coldness of the room was palpable as people whispered in low voices to each other. Despite their rejection, I was excited that the pastor and her daughter would provide more diversity. Where I grew up, the population was and still is greater than 80% White.2 At the time, I was trying to tell myself that her arrival could be a good thing despite the segregation and separation I had experienced early in my childhood.


When the sermon started, there were fewer people sitting in the pews than were in the lobby. The following Sunday even fewer people were in attendance, maybe five or six families. In under two weeks, over half of the congregation withdrew their membership, which drastically affected the budget and resulted in the Methodist council continuing to question if it was viable to keep this location open.


The big departure of the congregation did not come as a surprise to my parents. They had been in an interracial marriage for almost 20 years at this point and experienced some of the hate that existed throughout the state of Wisconsin. One example of this bigotry was the N-word spray painted on our driveway when we first moved into our home.


Part of my parents’ helping Edith and Katie feel welcome included volunteering me to hang out with Katie. At first, I thought it would be cool to hang out with someone who was the same color as I am. However, Katie soon made it clear she was not excited to hang out with me despite the fact we both made the JV cheerleading team and carpooled to and from practices and games. We both also attended community events to raise money for the church, including car washes and volunteering at concession stands for Brewers baseball games.


She hardly talked to me, and when she did, she would either tease me, pointing out that I was “whitewashed,” or laugh at the clothes I wore. I would often suggest that we hang out besides cheer and volunteering, but she would always say she was busy with something else.


She immediately fit in with the other few Black kids at our school. When she saw me in the halls, she’d look the other way or turn around and head in the opposite direction.


The confusion about my relationship with her grew when she randomly asked if she could sleep over at my house. I told myself that maybe I had been reading everything all wrong and that she did want to be my friend, so I agreed.


After getting approval from my mom, her mom dropped her off around 8 p.m. on Friday. Her mom walked her to the door, expressing excitement that we were finally spending more time together. We soon sat on the couch and watched a movie. I tried to talk with her, but she ignored my efforts.


Immediately after the movie ended, she suggested we get ready for bed. We made her a bed out of a few comforters and pillows on the carpeted floor.


Keeping on the same jeans and shirt that she had on when she arrived, she slipped under the blankets.


A few hours later, if it was even that long, I rolled over and woke up to see her picking up her backpack and opening my bedroom door.


“Where are you going?” I squinted to make out her silhouette in my dark room.


“I have a friend picking me up. Don’t tell anyone.” She goofily put her finger over her mouth. “And go back to sleep.”


Slowly but intently, she opened my bedroom door, closing it quietly behind her.


I got up to see where she had gone and looked out the window to see two bright headlights. Squinting, I was able to make out her getting into a car and leaving.


I stared out into the dark night for quite a while wondering what I should do next. Should I wake my parents up? Or should I let her just go out and have fun? I concluded that I had already gotten in trouble by keeping things from my parents in the past and this situation was not worth a punishment. In that moment, I woke up my mom, who then called Katie’s mom.


Later, I learned that Katie had a friend pick her up and take her two hours away to Chicago. Her mom was able to track her down a few days later and bring her home. Edith told my parents that Katie was unhappy in Wisconsin and that Katie and her friend were planning to return to Detroit. Following this incident, the silent treatments increased, and the teasing dwindled.


The awkwardness between Katie and me did not last long. Soon after Katie’s trick and the departure of most parishioners, Edith was forced to inform the small congregation that the church would be closing indefinitely. That was the last I ever heard from or saw Edith or Katie.


My parents were told in the trustee meeting that the operating budget of the church was too small and did not provide any benefit to the Methodist community. It seemed they purposely placed a Black woman there to shut it down as the racial makeup of the church was dramatically different from the new pastor’s. The announcement, as expected, had resulted in the few who had remained leaving the church and joining other congregations in the area that were more successful at bringing in donations.


Seeing the church operate like a corporation—prioritizing financial benefit over the people—left me with no desire to ever attend another church service. The shutdown of the church left a negative impact on my parents as well, so there was no attempt to find a new church for our family. Although we no longer attended church, that did not stop me from stating that I was a Christian. I felt God wanted better for His people, and the actions of the church were not a reflection of Him. My parents felt that a person did not need to attend church to believe, and that premise seemed good enough for me even though I hadn’t been actively in a relationship with Him for many years.


But then I attended Marquette University, a Jesuit university (a religious order of Roman Catholicism3) that brought all my religious avoidance and pain right to the forefront since I was required to take two theology courses prior to graduation. Originally, I thought it would be good to learn more about being the Christian that I claimed to be.


Students were required to take Intro to Theology during their freshman year, which was the year prior to my accident. Right away, I struggled, not understanding the readings in the Bible that we were initially assigned. I created a handful of notes, focusing on what I felt I knew, which was that we have a loving and forgiving God, and I hoped that foundation would be good enough since the mandatory discussion portion was a large percentage of our final grade.


But on the day of the required verbal commentary, I sat on the ice-cold, slightly wobbly wooden seat and became increasingly nervous as I listened to everyone else go back and forth, discussing deep analysis through their own contemplation of the chapter. Their observations were a complete 180 from what I had in my notes. They revealed how the chapter text related to other biblical writings for which I had no reference and to other historical contexts about which I knew nothing. I felt at a complete loss.


Before taking this course, I had never read the Bible other than to hear the reference to a passage or two mentioned a few times during church service. Many other students were very familiar with the details in each Bible chapter and the laws of Christianity.


Years later, looking back through the Bible I had for class, I can see how my notes changed from positive to more negative. One verse that I had highlighted was Isaiah 1:13, “Trample my courts no more! To bring offerings is useless; incense is an abomination to me” (New American Bible). Next to it I noted “God does not forgive with gifts, he wants justice.” I also highlighted many passages that talked about being “white as snow” and noted the importance of purity. Another of my notes stated, “Those who do not ask for forgiveness must receive worse punishment.”


During this course, I was introduced to an angry God, which made me question everything I had been told before and had believed about a forgiving God who always wants the good for His people. Since this class was pushing a harsh, punishing God, I started questioning my belief in the Bible, telling myself that the Bible was created by a man. It also didn’t help that I received one of the lowest grades I had ever received up to this point in my life: a BC, which is like a B-/C+. Sadly, the combination pushed me away from God and straight into a storm.




“But seek first his kingdom and his righteousness, and all these things will be given to you as well.”


Matthew 6:33 (New International Version)





_________________


2 “Detroit, Chicago, Memphis: The 25 Most Segregated Cities in America,” USA Today, July 20, 2019, https://www.usatoday.com/picture-gallery/money/2019/07/20/detroit-chicago-memphis-most-segregated-cities-housing-policies/1780223001/.


3 “FAQs,” Jesuits.org, accessed January 3, 2024, https://www.jesuits.org/about-us/faqs/.









Chapter 3


Seeking Acceptance


HISTORICALLY, I HAD rocky relationships with my peers. This incompatibility often left me feeling alone and like I didn’t belong. I didn’t understand why I didn’t have a consistent group of friends, and I thought that a circle around me would prove I was a good person.


My struggle to fit in actually started in preschool when some kids told other kids to stop hanging out with me because I was Black. Although my mom said these kids were soon kicked out of the preschool after the incident, their ill will made my relationship with Marie seem more special since she had always accepted me.


The segregation from other kids continued throughout elementary school. When I was in second grade, a girl who I thought was my friend accused me of stealing her HitClips audio player and a $20 bill from her backpack. She said there was no other kid in the class besides me who would take them, implying that somehow my color meant that I was more likely to steal.


My mom always told me to not listen to their words, but they cut deep and made me feel like I needed to find some way to not be seen as different. I would be called out when my hair would curl up in the humidity while other girls continued to have straight hair throughout the day. Many girls would tug on my hair when I had it in braids. Their actions drove me to constantly beg my mom to get a relaxer to permanently straighten my hair. She finally agreed when I was in fourth grade. While the remedy slowed down the teasing, I still felt the separation continuously throughout my teenage years because I was different.


The dissimilarity was all around me. The city of Milwaukee and the surrounding suburbs are very segregated. My family lived in a suburb within the Germantown school district. The county I grew up in had a population of greater than 80% White,4 which resulted in my being the only child of color in all of my classes in elementary school.


While technically I am biracial—my mom is White, and my dad is Black— my mom always encouraged me to embrace being an African American girl. She encouraged me to believe I am beautiful and strong even though I look different from my classmates and others in my neighborhood. So, I have always stated my race as Black or African American.


For a time, I tried very hard to be whoever I needed to be to keep friendships and get people to like me. I did not want people to see me as different. That insecurity resulted in my signing mean petitions denouncing any friendship with other girls, saying mean things to my mom more often than I would like to admit by copying other girls who talked badly about their moms, and hanging out in groups I never truly needed to be in.


One warm spring Wisconsin day when I was in eighth grade, I left school at the end of the day with Heather and Sam, whom I believed to be my friends beyond our time in school. The sunlight glistened off their pale skin and blonde hair when we exited the building. We decided to walk around “downtown” Germantown, which consisted primarily of two strip malls. We wandered in and out of a few stores, laughing and looking at what was for sale.


We eventually wandered into Dollar Tree. Heather picked up an eyeliner off the shelf and looked at it intently.


“We should just take this—it’s only a dollar,” she stated.


Sam giggled. “Yeah, let’s do it.”


“No way,” I replied. “Stealing is wrong.”


Heather glanced around, slightly biting her lip. “How are we going to get out without anyone seeing?”


As they plotted, I stood to the side with a huge pit in my stomach.


They both looked at me, eyes on my backpack. Neither of them had a backpack.


“Let’s put it in Nicole’s backpack.”


I shook my head. “No,” I said. “Find another way.”


“Come on...it's not a big deal. We’ll take it out when we leave.”


They quietly squeezed multiple items into my bag, including a few lip glosses, pens, and candy, while I clenched my fingers around the straps of my backpack.


We walked out of the store, and I couldn’t help but look around like I expected someone to chase after us. After I swiveled my head, I noticed Heather and Sam were already halfway across the parking lot headed to the second strip mall. When I caught up to them, they mentioned that there was another dollar store that we should go to.


Entering the second store, I smiled at the lady standing behind the counter as Heather and Sam dashed down the first aisle. The pit in my stomach grew. When I approached them, they already had handfuls of items they were waiting to stuff in my bag. At this point, I felt there was no turning back. I pointed out a few items that may be cool, which they also added to my bag.


Sam suddenly turned and said, “Let’s get out of here.”


We walked out in the same fashion that we had left the first store and then ran across the parking lot to McDonald’s, where we sat down at the first table.


My hands slightly shaking, I removed all the items from my bag. Having everything out in the open testified to what we had just done, making me feel very uncomfortable. I tried to eliminate the sense of guilt and fear of getting caught when two teenage boys walked up to the table and sat down, both older and wearing saggy clothes.


“What do you got there?”


Nervous, I giggled. “Just some things we got from the store.”


Heather and Sam quickly snatched the items from the table. “We gotta go.” They jumped up from their seats and raced out the door, leaving me.


They had realized long before I did that the two boys were the sons of the woman who owned the second store that we stole from—probably because there were not many people of color in the neighborhood.


I grabbed my backpack and tried to keep up as best as I could, but it was almost like something was pulling me back. Running away didn’t feel right, and I felt like the weight of what we had done pressed on me. I knew I was meant to be better, but that certainty didn’t stop me from trying to catch up to my friends who had run down a small grassy hill between two multifamily buildings. The two boys followed closely behind.


With my conscience screaming for me to stop, I came to a halt.


The boys walked up to me, chuckling. “Tired of running?”


“I’m really sorry for what we did,” I said, shaking nervously. “If we bring back the items we took, can we just forget this ever happened?”


“That’s fine,” they both said.


“Thank you. Let me go get my friends.”


About eight houses down, Heather and Sam stopped running and were looking at me angrily.


I walked up to them with the boys following closely. “They said that if we bring everything back, they will not call the cops.” My voice dropped down a few decibels. “You can still keep all the things you took from the last store.”


We walked back to the store, and the slight victory I felt for getting everyone to agree was obliterated as we walked up and saw two police cars waiting for us.


The police instructed us to call our parents and then sit on the curb of the sidewalk to wait for them to pick us up. While I sat there, I really questioned who I was becoming, not just the behavior that day but also the attitude I’d had toward my family and to other people the past few years. Heather and Sam were about six feet away on the other side, whispering to each other while side-eyeing me.
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