Who I Am
Hates Who
I’ve Been
By Mitchell Ringness

I

hate who I have been. The past
couple of months in my life are a
testament to show that anyone can fall
to the temptations of alcohol, drug
use, and other illegal activity. I was
raised in a Christian family, was involved in my church, got good grades,
and was overall what people would
call a “good kid”. However, one summer night at a friend’s house was all it
took to start a painful descent to rock
bottom. Every weekend I would go to
my friend’s house and my friends and
I would drink and smoke till we were
too numb to care. It wasn’t long till
this became a ritual and it started to
consume our lives. We needed alcohol in order to have fun. All the other
things that we enjoyed before, like
going to movies and playing Call of
Duty: Black Ops, were now dull and
dry. We needed to drink. We needed
to party. We needed help. But we were
too caught up in the moment then to
think of the future.
I am sure that I would still be doing this today if it weren’t for a party
I decided to throw at my house while
my parents were away. It was late July
and my parents wouldn’t be home
until the next day. It was a rare moment of solitude and I had the house
to myself. I could have stayed there
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by myself and done something productive, but instead I called up some
of my friends and told them to come
over and party with me. The next day,
after my family came home, my dad
and I decided to watch a movie together in the basement. Ten minutes
into the movie my dog started to bark
nonstop. My dad went upstairs to go
see what she was barking at and he
didn’t come back downstairs. Finally,
I decided to go see what was going
on and went upstairs. Standing in the
doorway, with red and blue flashing
lights in the window, were two cops.
Fear and panic took a hold of me as
they explained to my bewildered father that I had hosted a party here
at our address. They also explained
that one of the kids that had come the
night before had gotten alcohol poisoning and his mother had called the
cops in fury. From that point on, I was
no longer a 17-year old kid. I was a
criminal, and I was treated as such. I
had broken the law, and I had to face
the consequences that followed.
The next few weeks that followed
were a blur of shame, fear, and uncertainty as my future was in the hands of
the courts. I could go to a juvenile detention center, even jail, for the illegal
distribution of alcohol to minors—a

charge of a gross misdemeanor. Finally, on September 15th, two months
after the party at my house, I went
to court. I was convicted of underage drinking and illegal distribution
of alcohol to minors and received a
Juvenile Petty Offense. Even though
this will always be on my record, I
was considered lucky. I got off easy.
But the damage had been done. My
relationship and trust with my parents
was severely damaged, I lost many
of my friends because I had to confirm their presence at my party, and
their parents thought I was not a good
influence. As for my punishments, I
was assigned six months probation,
ten hours community service, out of
sports for two weeks, and unable to
attend my senior homecoming.
Even after all of that, I would not
change a thing that happened. I
am lucky, glad even, to have gotten
caught when I did. If I hadn’t been
caught, there is a good chance that I
would still be partying and drinking.
Getting caught saved my life. Ever
since that July night, I have been sober for over four months. I have been
volunteering at my church, getting
great grades in school, have plans to
attend college, and have overall started making better choices. This whole
experience has also shown me not to
take the power of peer pressure for
granted and that I must be careful in
the future with whom I surround myself with. Now, every time I hear the
sirens and see the lights of a passing
cop car, I am reminded of what happened to me, how I had been alive, but
hadn’t lived. It reminds me that who I
am hates who I’ve been.
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