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She linked her arm with mine as we walked.  

“You’re going to cry,” she said with a huge smile, as if that was her goal. 

As we walked through the crowd, I could hear people giggling and whispering. Who else 

noticed he wasn’t there? 

“I don’t want to cry in front of everyone,” I said back with a nervous laugh. No one knew 

how much I wanted to cry behind my fake smile. Or maybe they did know, maybe it was the 

elephant in the room.  

We reached the back of the hall and stood in front of a closet door.  had quit 

playing from the karaok.000e machine. It beca.00070C  e.000 silent throughout the hall. 

 “Okay, open the door!” my mom yelled out.  

Just as I leaned in to open it, the door started to open from the other side. Before the door 

was all the way open, I heard a laugh that was unforgettable. The tears started pouring out 

before I ev.000en reach.000ed her for a hug. It was my best friend, Alex. W.000e had been friends sinc.000e the 

third grade, but she had moved to Montana a year prior. We hugged in disbeli0C  e.000f as the rest of 

her family e.00070C  ptied out of the closet. Part of m



 
 

 3 

I rolled my eyes and gave her a big apologetic hug. With everything going on I had been 

fighting quite a bit with her. In that moment, I felt horrible, as I could see all the hard work, she 

had done just for me. “I’m sorry, thank you for everything.” 

I looked back at Alex urgently. 
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few people had asked me. I didn’t know. His sentencing day finally came several months after 

my birthday. I hardly listened to the judge as my dad stood directly in front of us. I couldn’t see 

his face. His hands were cuffed behind his back and his fingers were continually 
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“How is your politics class going?” my dad asked.  

“It’s actually better than I thought it would be,” I replied. He remembered that I was 

annoyed about having to take that class. But shortly into that conversation, he started talking 

about his case. He was out on bond and dragging it out just like he did when I was sixteen. 

“I hired an attorney, and it looks like I could get only one year if we build the case right 

but if not, they want to slap me with five to ten years.” 

“Okay, would you guys like to go inside to eat dinner?” I said, cutting him off. “It’s 

getting cold out here.” 

This year was different from so many in the last twenty-eight years. He was present, 

sober, and almost enjoyable company to be around. Those are the complete opposite words I 

could ever use to describe him for all my past birthdays.  

This year, he put me first. 

 In a few months, I will have to say goodbye again. I’ve learned so much from being the 

daughter of an addict. The pain of waiting for him to get sentenced will never suck any less, nor 

will the time he is gone.  

Birthdays have always been hard for me, but now I know I get to choose how to 

remember him when he isn’t here. I could be mad that he will be leaving in a few months, or 

because the years of drug use is catching up to him in ways that effect his mind and body; They 

are a constant reminder of the past. It is rare that addicts can keep very many people in their 

lives. This is not the picture-perfect relationship -  
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in his life at all. I am armed with boundaries of love; present for the moments I am more 

important to him than the drugs. My sixteenth birthday and many others have been like thorns 

in my heart, but now I choose to see the roses instead. 


