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Struggle to stay free.
	
Over my life I have had many struggles, but one of my struggles stands out more than the other. It all started just one night in the middle of February. It was in the small town of Brigham City. It was a night that would live in my mind for a very long time.  
The thick white fog had just started to roll off the murky water from the pond in bunch of trees behind the house where all the ducks and geese had laid for the evening. The evening was just starting to cool off. I could see the dew starting to form on the leaves of grass just outside the window of the house. The night seem to start dragging just minutes after it had happen the struggle that I would remember for the rest of my life. 
When I woke that morning I thought that this day would be like all the rest. I would have to go to school which every teenage hates, walk home which seemed at the time to be up hill when truthfully it was a nine percent grade downhill.  When I would arrive I would end up playing fetch with that sticky tennisball that my yellow Labrador seemed to never want to get rid of. I believe the whole reason she never wanted to get rid of the tennis ball is because she knew that I disliked that thing more than anything. 
But as that day started I could tell that this was not going to be a usual day. My gut told me that something seemed to be out of place, but I could not figure out what. I then thought, “I know what the feeling is; I forgot to eat breakfast.” Still after the wonderful plate of crunchy French toast with slim sliced sausage from Moore’s Café, I seemed to still have the feeling. Even though I could not figure out what was missing or wrong, I still decided to go on with my day. 
Now that school was out I hated life because I had to walk the hill which was very long. On the long walk home I noticed that there was a car following me. This car was no normal car; it was a brown Chevy Malibu with two square red and blue lights clipped on its visor. I thought nothing of why he might be following me. When I came around the corner to finish the stretch which led to my house there were two cops. Both were driving a suburban type vehicle. As I approached the officer they looked like they were preparing for the show down of their life. One step later I knew that my whole world had come crumbling down like a stack of Lincoln logs, because it was then when two police located to the rear of me flipped on their led red and blue lights. I was surprised but then wondered why would they be following me; I had done nothing wrong. I stopped and turned to the rear to find two officers hidden behind their doors with their guns drawn. I then turned back to the direction I was walking and found three more officers standing there. Two of them holding hand guns trying to hide behind the suburban and one holding a k9. I then thought it through: “my God, I must have been on America’s Most Wanted list.” 
The officer ordered me to take off my backpack and place it on the ground away from me. I did exactly as they told me. Then the officer with the k9 shouted, “DOWN ON THE GROUND WITH YOUR HANDS ON YOUR HEAD AND YOUR FINGERS INTERLOCKED.”  I proceeded to do as I was told. The officers approached and then took my hands and placed them behind my back. I can still remember to this day the cold steel touching my warm wrist and hearing the clinking sounds of handcuffs interlocking behind my back. As they lifted me up I was in shock, I did not know what was going on or why, I was put in cold steel. 
They then proceeded to take me to the local police station. The big officer who was transporting me to the station never said a word. I started to wonder if he was evening breathing. We arrived at the station where two officers greeted us at the door. They started talking to each other so quietly about what was going on it sounded like mosquitoes were buzzing around the outside of the car. They opened the door and the warm breeze hit me hard and took away my breath. I made it to my feet, the sun was so bright my eyes were blinded and I could not see. The officer who was transporting me then handed me over to two officers who were in suit and ties. They took me inside and sat me in a room with tile on the floor and glass all around. I could see the other side of the glass, so it wasn’t so bad. 
Inside the room a man approached me from the other side of the room. He sat down at the other side of the table and asked me would you like to tell me where the gun, the money and the hat you were wearing during the robbery was at. I was astonished I didn’t know anything of the sort. He then started to get even more sick. I told him I knew nothing of the sort again. He then commented, “Do you have a God-damn twin then that wears the exact same clothes as you”. I responded with “no sir”. He then said if you’re going to be like this I guess we will have to hold you through the night. I asked him why couldn’t I go home and he stated, do you have 2,200 dollars. I was shocked; he should know a high school student doesn’t have that money. They then took me down to the basement where they placed me in a room that was all cement I could turn in a circle with my arms up and touch all of the walls. The only light in the room was a little two inch squared hole found on the door. When they closed the doors I thought in my mind this day couldn’t have got any worse.
About twenty minutes in the room a man then approaches the door opens it and states some people are here to see you and your free to go. I then had the look of a ghost on my face. He stated again you’re free to go and I apologize for the inconvenience. I moved from the cell doors to find my grandpa standing there saying come here. I took off running for him down the hall and locked a grip around him and started to tear up I was so happy to hear his voice and see his face.  He then grasped my head and said “nothing to worry about you were in the wrong place at the wrong time”. I still didn’t care about what he said I was just happy to be there with him. He stated “let’s go home”. So we did as we started up the stairs to the main floor a man that was wearing pretty much the same as me was being taken down the stairs. I thought in my mind that this all was just a miss understanding and continued to walk. I made it to the main floor when the man approached me that was in the room with me. He shook my hand and said “I’m Lt. Lee Perry with the Utah highway Patrol we apologize for all the misunderstanding and hope you forgive us. At that point I thought he was a life saver and I would always owe him a favor for helping me. 
[bookmark: _GoBack]I made it outside to my grandpa’s car when I looked up at the sky and saw the birds flying high, the sky as blue as it could be and when I looked down to the side of the car I saw my reflection and I said just remember who you are that s all that matters. I then got in the car and proceeded to my grandpa’s house where I remember going in and sitting down and telling him that I am going to tell my story to everyone so that they never have to experience the thing I had to experience. He stated “life is all but a path we follow and without troubles or hardships we could not be who we are today”. If it wasn’t for that day I would not be who I am today.
