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SEPTEMBER 17, 2016
I keep looking at the class room clock and it seems like it has been 2:30 p.m. for the past five minutes. I had six a.m. cheer practice with two tests to follow, I was tired and ready to go. Once the bell rung, I sprung out of my seat and rushed to the door so I could head to my car after the long day. I finally reached the entrance of the parking lot and suffered from the scorching heat traveling through the asphalt in my flip flops, but what was new. The parking lot sat next to the baseball field and contained fainted white lines, which made the perfect excuse for no one to park straight. I could tell that Victoria was behind me from the sound of her quick steps. I slung my heavy bag in the car so I could greet her with opened arms before she could frighten me. What I didn’t notice is that my phone was stuck ringing constantly on vibrate in my backpack, but hey what are just a few missed calls right?
	I shut the car door with only my keys in my hand while I proceed to talk to her about the day we’ve been having and hearing the latest spill about her boyfriend and the drama at volleyball practice. While we’re in our own worlds, the other students proceed to speed out their spaces and head out of the high school gates. 
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As we talk I notice Victoria’s eyes to wonder behind me. I turn around unhurriedly and notice our resource officer in his golf cart racing around what was left of traffic, to cross the parking lot. Victoria and I joke at his speed and his determination to cross the parking lot like he’s in a racecar. Officer Nixon starts coming in our direction, his walkie-talkie gets louder as he reaches closer to us. 

“Excuse me, which one of you ladies is Lyric White?” Nixon questions. I raise my hand as if I’m still in class.
 “We need you to stay here for the next 30 minutes on our property, we’re in contact with the authorities right now about your whereabouts.” He explains that my mom has called the school and me. She fired someone at her job and that individual has made threats to come to my school and find me. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]	Tears fell down my eyes and Victoria hugged me so tight I couldn’t breathe. Standing in the school parking lot, different ideas ran through my head such as “what if she has a gun?”, “Is my mom okay?” and “Should I just leave the schools protection and go find my mom?”. It was so hard to open my car door because my hands were shaking. I’ve never been so scared in my life. I finally could get the door opened so I shuffled through my bag to find my phone. I needed to call her, I wouldn’t have a piece of mind until I did. The first thing I asked when my mom 
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said hello was, “are you okay?” She said yes and proceeded to ask me the same question. She informed me that the individual followed her all the way out of the town they worked in, but she turned before she got off the highway to our house. The whole time my mom stayed on the phone with 911 and felt safe. My mom told me that they found the individual and she was now in custody. I told her that I loved her and would meet her at home. Officer Nixon heard our conversation and said I was good to go. Victoria who was by my side the entire time, told me that she would follow me to the front of the neighborhood, just to be safe. I thanked the school officer and headed out the parking lot. I was so thankful that I got stuck in the parking lot before I headed back home. 
DECEMER 15TH 2016
The most stressful time in one’s life is during senior year of high school as everyone decides where they’re going to school. It is the next chapter of our lives that can mold our futures. We worry about the backup plan just in case we don’t get into our top school. The feeling of my stomach sinking to the floor like an anchor in the sea comes to me too easily when I think back on it. My heart beating so loud that my ears start tremble and palms begin to sweat. I hate that feeling, don’t we all? I knew not to look at my phone until after school, it took all my 
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might not to just open the app and put in my password. I didn’t want anyone to see me cry or ask me questions. I hopped in my car and locked the door. I looked around my surroundings to see if anyone else was doing the same, but I couldn’t tell. Everyone hid their emotions well and there was not a word mentioned about the results today. As I pulled up the website it didn’t load quickly, there were too many people on it. I thought about my mom as I was sitting in the lot, hoping that I could give her good news. It was so important for me to get into FSU, my mom went there, however she was not able to finish. I wanted to go not only for my mom but for myself. I reload the tab after its been loading for about five minutes. The results finally appear and I squint to read the small mobile text and I got in! The moment that I have been waiting for which seemed like almost my entire life, was finally done. The sigh of relief that I let out in the car could probably rumble the parking lot. My next step was to call my mom. I was still sitting in the parking lot because I was too excited to move. We both cried on the phone and at that moment I knew my life would change.

MARCH 1ST, 2017

Throughout high school each year seemed like a blur. Everyone says to try to make the most of it and the friends you have in high school won’t last after. 
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There were so many memories that were made and I’ve learned to appreciate them even more since I have been in college now. My junior and senior years were the best and the upperclassman parking lot became the haven I didn’t know I had.
Senior skip day is iconic when it comes to students all across America. The entire class decides on one day where the seniors don’t show up and instead do something fun. In our case, being 10 min away from the beach it wasn’t the decision of “where” it was “when”. After first period check in my friends and I decided to meet in the parking lot. It was our lair, we talked with other people to see where they were going to eat for lunch to meet up. Garret drove up to us with his lifted Ford truck and waved to us to come closer. Instead he roared his engine and blasted his horn. As he sped up all I could see was a giant Local sticker on the back with the state of Florida as a replacement of the L. Of course, we laughed because we were deceived once again by Garret and his truck. The morning April heat didn’t spare us as we walked across the pitch-black tar lot. The shimmer of the road told us the entire day’s news report. While we were getting ready to get into the car to blast the air condition, Sam told us to come to her car to get snacks and waters. Sam was always prepared no matter the situation and it was not a shock to us when she shows how much of a “mom” she was. Her eyes beckoned us to look in the trunk of her car and discover what’s inside. A case of waters with Lay’s 
`							White Page 6

chips and Publix cookies sat inside. Next to the food was a bottle of Neutrogena sunscreen that she brought from home. We got all the supplies we need for a successful beach trip and proceeded to pack the cars. Other seniors around us are doing the same and the lot quickly empties out. The thought of not sitting in class and headed to the beach instead, crossed my mind a million times. As Victoria drove out the lot she rolled down the window and blasted Sublime through the speakers. My face felt the dry air and I smelt the food of the diner from across the street of the school. I could tell today was going to be great.
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