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Think back to when you were seventeen, what was your life like? I remember crazy high school parties, proms, football games, hanging out with friends and most importantly the freedom of being able to hop into my beat up 1988 black Nissan Sentra and drive where ever I wanted without having to ask someone for a ride.  This was until one dreadful day early September 1997, when I was involved in a horrendous car accident on my way home from visiting a friend in New Hampshire for the weekend.  
While traveling in the passing lane on Route 495 in Massachusetts, a driver in the middle lane swerved into my vehicle pushing me off the road, flattening one of my tires which then caused me to swerve back onto the highway spinning out of control while, what seemed like at the time, hundreds of cars raced towards me as I drove backwards and ended up in a ditch on the opposite side of the highway.  I was in shock to say the least and didn’t want to exit the car.  Suddenly I saw people running to something behind me.  I got out of my car and ran towards the people gathering on the side of the road.  As I looked up over the hill I saw a car completely wrapped around a pole.  I was shaking with terror thinking, there was no way the driver could be alive.  As the emergency personnel arrived and pulled the driver out, I anxiously sat in my car fearing the worst. A police officer came over took my story and immediately began to write me a ticket. Of course, being seventeen and only having my license for a mere three months, I was instantly blamed for the accident and charged with driving to endanger.  Not knowing the severity of the charges, I drove home having no idea what was in store for me and my family over the next 4 years.  We were quickly served with papers from the driver stating he was suing me and my grandparents for over $100,000.00, claiming that I caused him lost wages and pain and suffering resulting from the accident.  
After retaining a lawyer, the long excruciating process began.  I refused to give up.  I knew that I was not at fault for this accident and I was not going to let my grandparents lose everything because of me.  After three long years and countless trips to court and my lawyer’s office for meetings, paperwork and depositions, with no end in sight, we were finally given a trial date.  I had spent the last three years trying to figure out what I wanted to do with my life and how I was going to pick up all the pieces after the trial was over.  Then, as I walked up the big white steps into the courthouse that morning I had this feeling of excitement run through me, which was weird considering the circumstances. As I sat in the courtroom, I began looking around wondering what it would be like to work in the judicial system.  I watched as the stenographer set up her station and thought to myself “NO way could I sit there all day and do that, but what an interesting job she must have listening to all the crazy cases that come through the courthouse everyday.”  As nervous and scared as I was sitting in that courtroom during voir dire, I was fascinated by the whole process and as my lawyer argued to the judge why one of the jurors was not fit, I sat there wondering what a Peremptory Challenge was.  As the day went on, I became more interested in the process of a trial.  Towards the end of the day a jury was picked and court was reconvened for the next morning.  After the two longest days of my life, I was found not guilty and all charges against me were dropped.  
Shortly after, I became more and more interested in the law.  I started watching every single episode of Law and Order and found myself reading non-fiction books about juicy murder trials.  I returned home to Connecticut later that year and decided that I needed to act on my interest.  I had heard on TV about this up-and-coming profession called a Paralegal.  I looked into exactly what a Paralegal was and thought to myself, “This sounds interesting, I think I would be good at it.”  I did some research and found that Manchester Community College had a Paralegal program that would take me about two years to finish and I would receive an Associates Degree once I graduated.  I enrolled the very next semester and was absolutely thrilled with my decision.  I had finally found my calling.  I received my first Paralegal position in a law firm about a year after graduating and I absolutely loved my job.  People say “Everything happens for a reason” and I truly believe that if I was not involved in that accident I would have never known about this inner calling I had to be a Paralegal.  

Today, you can find me at the University of Hartford continuing my
education in the Paralegal program.  I will graduate this Spring with 
my Bachelor's Degree in hopes to enhance my opportunities in the 
future.

