A Part of Me is Gone!

      It was about 5:30pm on a cold New Years Eve. My parents, twin sister, Chance, older brother Scott, and I (Chelsey) were eating dinner. Actually, my sister and I  were making it look like we were eating, but since staying sober was not in our plans that night, we really didn't eat. 

     "So what do you kids have planned for tonight?" asked my mother. She always thought we were perfect children. She would never dream that all three of her kids were alcoholics before there 15th birthday.  "I bet the twins are going out for a birthday celebration." said Scott. He looked at us and winked, he would most likely end up at the same party getting drunk or high. Our 16th birthday was the next day (New Years Day). 

     Chance and I  left the table to get ready. I threw on a light yellow sweater and some nice Silver jeans. I quickly powdered my face and put a tiny bit of mascara on to make my little green eyes look a little bigger. I ran a brush threw my long, very light blond hair. After, I put on my sisters Doc Marten boots and grabbed my purse, some gum and perfume (to hide the smell of beer and maybe some weed), and  went to my sisters room to see if she was ready. There she was, standing in her underwear, in front of her closet trying to decide what to wear. Chance was never so self conscience about her looks until about a month ago when I dropped my jeans to a size 3 and she was still up at a size 5. I also noticed her worrying about her looks when I started dating my current boyfriend, Adam, who was the most popular senior at school. Chance never ever needed to be worried, she always was absolutely gorgeous. We were identical but she always looked a little more in style then me. She wore her hair short and stylish and wore lots of eye makeup, while my hair was to the middle of my back and I wore only powder, mascara and a little bit of color on my lips. Our clothes were the same though, always a little on the preppy side, brands like Gap, Silver, Lucky, Eddie Bower, Old Navy and so on. 

     "I can't decide what to wear, Chelsey!" exclaimed Chance. I seemed to always end up picking her stuff out for her. "Ok, go put your makeup on and do your hair while I pick something out for you," I told her. I grabbed her Lucky jeans, a short maroon sweater, and a tiny jean jacket.  "Here", I thrust her clothes at her, "Now get dressed and lets go so we can get out there before Adam does."  "Ok.. Ok lets go. We're going to be 16 in less then 7 hours!!! AWESOME,  lets go PARTY!!!!!!!!" Chance yelled. 

      I cracked up, she was so funny when she got excited. We went downstairs and our parents told us Scott had left already and he took our little Ranger truck so we were free to take the mustang convertible if we wanted. We were in love with that car and this was one of the only chances we got to drive it. I grabbed my light blue coat and got the keys. I  was always a better driver. The whole family  joked about the way Chance drove. We hopped in the car and sped off, blasting music and singing along all the way out to where the party was going to be. 

      We arrived and started in on the beer. There were tons of people there all juniors, seniors, and sophomores. I later realized there were even a couple of the more popular freshmen there. That party was kickin. I spent the night with my boyfriend and my best friend, Beth. At midnight everyone wished me and Chance happy birthday. I remember thinking how weird it was that everyone was so drunk and they still remembered our birthday. The night kept going and it was about 1:00am. I had spent a hour trying to sober up. But of course I had to celebrate some now that Chance and I were 16! I went and got Chance so we could leave. Our curfew was 2:00. But we had a soccer game in the morning so I wanted to get to bed. We told everyone good-bye and left. 

      We got back in the Mustang, giddy with beer and excitement from the night. I started the car and I felt like flying. I sped down the dirt roads going around 85 miles per hour. Then I lost control and went flying into a ditch, rolling 4 times. I was out cold! An hour later I guess someone was driving by and called 911. The paramedics had me on a stretcher and they asked me if I was by myself. I tried to shake my head --- I  wanted to cry out for my sister, but the pain was so great. It felt like my neck was broken and the pressure on my chest was so bad I could not barely breath. Then I heard someone cry out. They had found my sister, thrown 38 feet away. I then passed out. 

      I awoke later to find myself in a hospital bed. I couldn't move and I felt someone holding my hand. It was my brother. Right away I knew something was wrong. He had been crying but that was not the only thing. I felt something I had never felt before, I felt so empty!  It felt like there was only half of me there. Then my brother told me...Chance was dead. I started crying and throwing up. Then my brother told some more bad news. My boyfriend and 6 other friends of mine were in jail after the party got busted. As if this all wasn't enough, there was more. Beth, my best friend, was trying to run from the police and got hit by a car and was now in a cold morgue drawer beside my sister. I wanted so much to just fall asleep and when I would wake up, find that this had just been a bad nightmare....but I knew I wouldn't! 
  

We at PAST would like to thank Chelsey for sharing this story with everyone.  Let's hope that through your own tragedy....others will learn and someday the nightmares will all end! 

