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“The Decision That Changed My Life”

“Get out! Come on, let’s move!” Those words I will never forget. The only thoughts  going through my head were, “what was going on,” and “where were we going?” There was a bomb threat in my school, Sauk Rapids-Rice High School at about eleven o’ clock in the morning on a cold, winter Tuesday. That was the most dramatic day of my life. I was in the tenth grade and fifteen years old. I remember getting onto a bus and having to go to the middle school for about three hours. The principal told us “there was a bomb threat at our school and no one understood why. He said it was because he wouldn’t let a man into the school to see a student without knowing his reason,” so that man called in a bomb threat to get back at him. It turns out there was no bomb, thank God, but I made a major decision that turned my life around. 

We were able to go home at about two o’ clock that evening. I was having a lot of troubles at home and I decided to run away. It was basically a spur of the moment decision that I had made because my friend talked me into coming to her house. I now realize that she was not as good of a friend as I thought she was. She drove me to my house and I went inside and packed as many clothes as I could fit into my bag. The hardest part about that was my little sisters were home. 

I said to them, “I’m going to spend the night at my friend’s house and I’ll see you tomorrow.”

My sisters said, “Okay.”

 I gave them each a hug and left. I got into her car and she said, “Are you sure you want to do this?” 

I was very sure about it at the time because I was sick of everything and I said, “Yes, I’m ready.” 


I cried the whole way to her house, and on the way there, we talked about everything that was going on at my house that bothered me. There was so much that I did not even know how to say it all. 

My friend lived in Little Falls, so we had about a thirty minute drive. It was the longest car ride of my life. The only reason I kept crying and regretting what I had done was because of my sisters and I did not want to leave them in that situation all alone when they couldn’t defend themselves. After all, they were only eight years old. I had a fourteen year old sister also, but she was not home at the time. I also thought about how I was going to give my aunt her key back because I stayed at her apartment the night before.

My phone started going off at about six o’ clock and it was my aunt. She asked me where I was and I would not tell her but she finally got me to. 

I told her, “I’m at my friend’s house in Little Falls, why?” 

“I need my key back,” she replied. 

“Well,” is all I could say. I didn’t want to see her because I was so ashamed of myself for the decision I had made.

“How about I meet you at Wal-Mart in Little Falls,” my aunt said.

I said, “Sure, I guess so.”

“Okay, I’ll meet you there at eight o’ clock,” she replied.

“Okay, see you then,” I exclaimed.

The next few hours were very depressing for me. I did not know if I should call my mom and tell her where I was.  I never did call my mom but at about seven o’ clock, she called me, crying.

“Hello,” I answered.

“Kayla, where are you?” my mom yelled.

“Somewhere,” I said.

“Kayla, you need to tell me where you’re at!” she exclaimed.

“Why?” I asked.

“Because you’re my daughter and I would like to know where you’re at,” she said with a very angry tone.

“I’m at my friend’s house in Little Falls. If you want to know anything else, call Shawna, I already talked to her.” I said calmly.

“Kayla, just please come home,” she said as she started to calm down.

“Why? I told you as long as your boyfriend is there I’m not going to live there,” I said as I started to get frustrated.

“Kayla, why can’t you just get along with him?” my mom replied.

“You know why. I’m going to go and I’ll talk to you later. Bye mom.” I said as I started to cry. 

I hung up the phone and ran into my friend’s bedroom and started crying hysterically. I just could not stop thinking about my sisters and what I had put them through. 

I said to my friend, “I suppose we should go to Wal-Mart now and shop around while we are waiting for my aunt to get there.”

“Yeah, sure. Mom we are going to Wal-Mart now to meet Kayla’s aunt,” she said.

“Okay, just try not to be back too late.” her mom yelled from across the house.

“Alright, bye,” my friend and I yelled back. 

She lived about two miles away from Wal-Mart, so when we got there, at about seven-thirty, I called my aunt and she was just leaving Sauk Rapids. We shopped around for a little bit and then waited by the front doors for my aunt. All of a sudden I saw someone I thought I knew. Yeah, I did know her. It was my grandma. It was at that moment I knew my aunt was lying. 

Both of my grandparents walked in and said, “What do you think you’re doing?”

“Nothing,” I said scarcely.

“Where is your bag,” my grandpa asked.

“At her house,” I replied as I pointed to my friend.

“Well, you’re going to ride with us there to get your stuff,” my grandpa said with a very stern voice.

I didn’t want to say anything back so we left. The ride to her house was very quiet and awkward. That was the first time in my life I had ever seen my grandpa cry. We got to her house and I went in and got my bag. I packed up what I had taken out while my friend, her mom, and my grandma were in the living room talking. I tried to listen to what they were saying, but I couldn’t hear them. I walked out of her room with my bag and gave her a hug and said,

“Goodbye, I’ll text you later.”

“Okay,” she replied.

I got into my grandparents’ van and started texting all my friends that I wasn’t going to be in school for the rest of the week because my grandparents live in Wadena and that’s where I was going. 

My grandpa said, “You’re not going back to that school. You’re going back to Wadena.”

“What, Why?” I said as I started to cry even harder.

“Because you need some guidance and support and your parents aren’t going to give you that.”

I had nothing to say after that because I was in such shock. I knew that my parents really weren’t going to give me that because my mom was too preoccupied with her boyfriend and my dad, well, I never really saw him too much. My grandma, for some reason, thought that I was going to call my friends and have them come pick me up when they were at work so she took my phone away. I guess I couldn’t really blame her because I knew she was doing the right thing for me. I started to go to Wadena School and I did everything my grandparents told me to and they turned me into the person I am today. I am very thankful for them and the love they give me.

I learned a lot from that day. I learned to not be so greedy and that I need to listen to other people and give them the respect they deserve. I now respect people more than I ever did, and I listen to them. I am a very lucky child; my grandparents were there to support and guide me through that very hard time in my life. I now have a job, a car, and a much better outlook on life. I made a miraculous turn around and it was for the better. I don’t get to see my sisters as much, but as a result of me moving back here, I now have a closer relationship with them. I cherish every moment I get to spend with them and it is now a great feeling when I see them. The feeling of accomplishment is very rewarding to me, and I love knowing that my life, now, is in the right direction.
