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 She came from a place that prized indulgence over all else.  Any drug was a good drug, 

and there was nothing wrong with turning tricks to make money.  She was born a hustler, but she 

knew she’d turn that hustle into something wonderful. 

 She graduated high school, something her own family had never done.  She wasn’t top in 

her class, but she was intelligent and hardworking enough to be accepted into one of the best 

state universities.  She even got a small scholarship and some financial aid.  She promised herself 

she’d pay whatever amount she had to to make it out of that place. 

 And she did.  She finished college four years later, with two degrees.  She had interned 

during her senior year, and done so well that they offered her a job on the spot.  She gladly 

accepted the position.  Her parents were so proud.  They had never been able to come visit her, 

but she could hear their admiration in their voices when she called them to share the news. 

 Soon after, she met this guy.  He was so good to her, so much the antithesis of every 

other man she’d ever known.  She knew she’d start a family with him.  It was only a matter of 

time until he asked.  When he finally did, she didn’t even let him finish proposing before she 

threw her arms around his neck, crying she was so happy. 

 They had a beautiful wedding, right on the beach.  Two years later, she had her first 

child, a little girl.  She had told herself during her pregnancy that she wouldn’t be the cliché mom 

who counts the fingers and toes and says how cute they are, but she did it anyway.  She loved 

that child, relished in the fact that she had a child who would know love in a way she never had.   

 She knew her child would be smart and successful, knew her child would be strong and 

determined to do even better than her mother.  And she was right.  Her daughter graduated fourth 



in her class, received a full scholarship, and chose to put off her wedding until she completed 

graduate school. 

 She was able to retire early just a few years after her daughter entered her second year of 

her Master’s program.  She and her husband—still the first and only, she had never had a reason 

for divorce—did everything possible.  They traveled everywhere, visited places she had seen in 

magazines.  She took pictures at the Grand Canyon, at Niagara Falls, at the San Diego Zoo. They 

lived like young people.  They even found time to tend to the small garden in their backyard. 

 When she reached old age, she looked back on her life with satisfaction.  She was full 

with all of the experiences life could ever offer, rich with all of the happiness one could ever feel.  

She had escaped a place that most people never could, and used her tenacity and hopefulness to 

become something that every statistic told her was impossible.  She made it. 

 

 It was a nice thought, one that would’ve made an even better reality.  In between feeding 

her baby and going to GED classes, she’d pretend it really happened that way.  She pretended 

again that night while she finished making dinner, pretended until she accidentally burned the 

grilled cheese sandwiches.  She wanted to pretend he wouldn’t be too mad about it, but the fist 

that landed on her cheek bone told her to stop pretending. 


