Student of Randall Wells who says it is a revision of the student’s final exam
The Mirrors

By Anonymous


A hundred miles from home and with only two familiar faces, I would seem to be lost, but in actuality I was found.  One familiar face, my aunt, whom I’ve known my entire life, and the other, my own.  As I looked at the small tan face that glared back at me in the mirror, I saw hurt, pain and confusion.  It was my first day at school in a town I had only lived in for two months.  No friends, not much family, and the chance at a new start.  For me, this was the best opportunity for me to find that little girl I once was, but lost in the process of growing up.


For me, Myrtle Beach has been my home since birth.  Went to school with the same people year after year.  I thought this would be the school I would graduate from, but with a few wrong turns down the path of life and a few too many mistakes I knew I was destined for failure or worse.  


As I looked in the mirror, I recalled back to my first day of school my freshman year.  I recall a small petite impressionable young girl looking around the halls just hoping to fit in.  I sat at lunch with the same five girls I had always hung around with until an upper classmen came over and asked if I would join him and his friends for lunch.  I was hesitant because I did not know this guy and I was a freshman.  What did he want with me?  I remember questioning whether his intentions were good, but when I looked into his sky blue eyes at that one moment, I did not care.  For me, it was love at first sight. For the next year, Johnny and I were inseparable.


Johnny was a senior and it seemed he thought I was cute.  He was quite popular which made it better, because like any other freshman, my main goal was to fit in.  Johnny was a partier and I did not mind because I was all about having a good time.  My slow downfall started off with a few drinks here and a few joints there and I did not do much of anything else.  Always said no to anything heavier and always thought I would.  I kept my grades up, so my mother knew nothing.


On a cold Saturday night, Johnny and I were at a Christmas party just having a good time.  A friend I had known since birth told me to come back to a bedroom with her.  She said she had a present for me.  As I staggered down the hall I began to feel nervous.  My friend told me to close my eyes and hold out my hand, so I did.


“You can open your eyes now” she said.


I opened my eyes to find a small baggie with a thick white powder substance.  I dropped the bag and just looked at her.  This was something I was not ready for.  Until this moment I was the girl who drank on occasion and joined in rotation if someone was passing a joint, but swore to myself it would never be more than that.


“It’s just coke, everybody’s doing it” I felt her words pierce though my entire body.  I was so nervous. “Just one line, nobody has to know.  You have known me your entire life and have I ever steered you wrong?”


I felt horrible, like if I did not do this I would be letting her down.  Before I could say anything she opened the bag and began to break it up on a small mirror.  I took the rolled up dollar bill from her hand and went down.  Right before I snorted the line I recall pausing and glaring at myself in the mirror.  As I stared at my reflection, I remember a promise I made to my mother as a small child.  How I would never allow the influence of others affect my better judgment and that I would always be true to myself.   A broken promise and new habit formed.  One line, two lines, three lines, four.  This was how my life continued for the next six months of so.  Johnny did it but never told me.  After that night I found more people did it than I thought and it became easily accessible.


I remember sitting in Math class after a “white” lunch break and my nose began bleeding.  Everyone looked at me.  I felt as if they all knew and I had never felt more ashamed, but at the same time I was very apathetic about myself and did not do anything about it.  I got up and just left the classroom.  Up until this point I had seen no negative effects of cocaine and thought of it just an energy booster and a source of fun.


The nosebleed may not have changed my mind about cocaine, but watching my close friend begin to foam out the mouth, her nose bleeding and her body shaking while lying on a cold bathroom floor did.  The same friend who said she would never steer me wrong lay before my eyes and almost died.  I still do not like to talk about this instance.  Everything went so fast.  One minute we are talking in the bathroom, the next thing I know she is lying on the floor.  I screamed for help and only Johnny came.  The others scattered as if it were a drug bust.  That night Johnny and I were the only two who helped her and I made a promise that I would never do coke again.  As of now, five years later, I can say that I am still clean and have no intentions of picking it back up.


That night I sat in the hospital and knew I would have to start over.  I would have to make new friends, form new “hobbies” and put my life back together.  I stared in the mirror on that first day of school, a hundred miles from home, I saw one familiar face and that was all that mattered.  This time I did not care about fitting in, I was myself and I would be true to myself.  With this new start, I realized that I had my whole life ahead of me and I could do something with it.

