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It was the last day of competition at the US Open of Surfing in Huntington Beach, when I was arrested for a DUI. During the day, I drove up to Huntington Beach from my apartment in Mission Viejo and spent the whole day at the beach, enjoying the sun with my friends. After the final competition was over, we headed back to a house of a friend of mine. He was throwing a party since his parents were out of town. All of my friends were there playing drinking games and enjoying each other’s company. I had picked up a bottle of vodka on my way to the party from a liquor store that never carded me. I immediately went straight to the beer pong table after I arrived, and started to play. After playing three games and taking shots in between, the alcohol started to take its course. I began to lose muscle control and started slurring my words as the alcohol began to take effect. After all the alcohol was consumed, everyone naturally wanted to leave. Most of my friends looked to me to be their ride back home, since I was the “ least” drunk because of my size. I reluctantly gave in and started to drive back to Mission Viejo. I obviously thought I was driving just fine but I was very paranoid, looking in my mirrors repeatedly for cops. 
I got everyone home safely without any complications. I started to drive home but suddenly my car stalled. I had forgotten to get gas. My car still had momentum, so I pulled into a parking lot close by. It was nearly three in the morning and everything around me was closed and even worse, my phone was dead. So I decided to sleep in the car until the gas station across the parking lot opened. I closed my eyes for what seemed to be five minutes when I awoke to being seated on the curb with a fire truck in front of me along with three cop cars. I thought this was some type of nightmare. When I realized what was happening, I began to panic. 
After the medics cleared me, the officers began their sobriety tests. It was now seven in the morning and I was praying that most of the alcohol had made its way out of my system. I completed the tests and obviously failed because the officers brought out the breathalyzer. I blew a 0. 12 first. Then I blew a 0. 10 the second time. They then cuffed me and I took what seemed to be the longest ride of my life to Main in Santa Ana. I can still remember the whole ride from my car to the jail perfectly. The visits, for the court ordered program, that followed changed my entire perspective on drunk driving and its consequences. 
My first official court ordered program visit was the Alcohol Awareness class in Santa Ana. There I tested goggles of different BAC levels, which put things in perspective. It was very scary to understand how I was preserving the world around me, the night of my DUI arrest. Francois, the guest speaker, discussed his journey from a life of crime to his walk with Christ. His testimony gave me a glimpse of what my life could end up resulting into if I didn’t buckle down and get my life straight. It was amazing to see a man standing before me, telling his life story, spilling his heart out to the whole class just in hope he could influence a change in the direction of at least one life. From a gangster to a slam poet, Francois left no excuses on the table; neither did I. 
After he shared his story, he put up a slideshow that made me cringe down to my bones. It was a slideshow of fatal car accidents. I have only seen death in movies and video games and that is fake. I never saw anything as real as these photos. I didn’t realized how much it shocked me until the projector came to one photo in particular. It was a photo of a child smashed into the street with blood pouring out of his tiny body. I had to look away. It hit me so hard. I thought to myself: what if I had caused that his death? What would I do with myself? How could I go on living? And what a coincidence; we had to write our own obituaries. It was so tough to write my own obituary. I had no clue what to write. It stunned me to realize how fragile life really is and that I had been thinking I was Superman all along. 
The second visit was the trauma visit to the Mission Viejo Hospital. We started the night by watching an hour long video about trauma patients in the hospital. I had actually watched this same video on T. V. a long time ago so I was familiar with their stories. The second time around, I realized how stupid some of their decisions actually were and how I could have ended up just like they did. As many times that I have driven drunk, I could have easily been in the same boat as each individual in the movie. Watching it, I wondered how they could make such an idiotic decision to drive drunk and how stupid I was for doing the same thing. After the video we made our way down to where the hospital keeps the dead bodies, right next to the cafeteria. The instructor had us open up one of the body bags to reveal a recently deceased old man. This was very intense for me. I had never seen a dead body, this up close. An evil feeling crept upon me as I eyed the corpse. The sensation sent a sharp, free falling emotion down my spine. I just wanted the class to be over with. 
The third and final visit was a class on the coroner’s office. An employee from the LA Coroner office taught the class. He had an immense amount of photographs he personally took, on the job, of accidents. What got to me the most were the true stories to go along with the graphic photos. One story in particular hit home. An older brother had to identify his brother’s corpse by just what he was wearing because that was all that was left of him. I immediately thought of my young brother and how I would die if that had happened to him. I have to set the right example. I don’t want my brother to end up like that or vice versa. I don’t want my brother to have to identify my body by just what clothes I was wearing. 
It freaked me out how collected the man teaching the class was during the class. He was so use to seeing dead bodies that it didn’t faze him. If I could give one bit of advice to anyone who continues to drink and drive: think of the lives at risk when you decide to get behind the wheel intoxicated. Everyone makes mistakes but it is how we conduct ourselves after the mistake that makes evident the kind of people we really are. It only takes one time, one time to end your life or the life of someone else. That someone else is a mother, father, sister, brother, son, or daughter. These three classes have taught me the effects and consequences of drinking and driving and I hope I can be an advocate against the subject matter. I can only hope that I save a life by just extending my hand in helping those around me make the right decision and not succumb to the same result I experienced. 
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