Heather Simpson: a true story


After twenty-one hours of labor and feet first, in the afternoon of June twenty fourth, seven fifty eight p.m., I was finally ready to greet the world. I was delivered at King’s Daughter’s Medical Center, but my mother and father, shortly after my arrival, moved to Lexington. My mother, being a registered nurse, worked at the hospital in Lexington and the three of us occupied a small apartment. A little over six months after my birth, my parents were separated and we then moved back to Ashland so we could be closer to family. My father became a weekend dad and my mother a permanent home, which for me just meant two of every holiday. Seven years later my mom gave birth to my sister Rachel, so that finally meant that I was no longer an only child. Shortly after my sister’s birth, while my mom was working at King’s Daughter’s, she broke her knee. This accident kept her from nursing for a while, but was the beginning of her declining health years to come and would prevent her from ever working again. After her knee surgery we moved in with my grandmother and great grandmother, just one block from the hospital and this is where I would spend my remaining years of adolescents. 

In the middle of my fifth grade year my grandmother, whom I lived with died suddenly and took us all by surprise. It was very hard on me and the rest of the family for a very long time. She was the head nurse of the psychiatric unit at the hospital and because of this was absolutely the most loving soul. But, just as all of us were getting over her loss, a year later her mother, my great grandmother, past away and then two months later my great uncle. Understanding and strength is always found at the end of what may seem to be a never ending sadness and due to this I matured very quickly. 

In high school it became more apparent that my mother was no longer able to work and she was already a single mother. A few years before she quit work permanently she married and is still married nine years later. Money was always tight, so I got a job when I was sixteen at Wendy’s in the mall. That only lasted a few months and I began employment at Applied Card Systems.

Shortly after getting my license my aunt had a 1986 Chevy van that used to be my great uncle’s and she told me I could drive it as long as it lasted. Well, there is nothing cooler in high school than a giant van with rust stripes and shades that cover the windows. A vehicle is a vehicle and I drove it until the transmission finally went out about eight months later. The summer after graduation I got a job at Value City and used the pay checks there to put the down payment on the car I currently own right now. After four years of payments it was finally paid off and I can honestly say that I own it myself because every payment, including insurance, was paid for by me. 


Almost four years ago I met my boyfriend and we have pretty much lived with each other since the day we met. He wants to become a history teacher and after we are both out of college, making decent money, I hope to get married; but no sooner than that. Since we met we have had shared so much love and fun with each other and that’s exactly what a relationship is about. I love to hike and have shared this passion with him, forcing him to trek through the woods with me. Our most enjoyable activity is camping and attending live music. This often coincides with each other and because of this we have seen and most of all experienced some amazing performances. If nothing else, this is something that we always try to find time to do whenever the opportunity arises. At home I always try to find time for reading and making jewelry and jewelry making is not only a leisure but profitable. 

My aunt is the one that introduced me to Americorps and I feel so grateful that she did. This is by far one of the most rewarding jobs that one can have. Not only am I helping within the school, but with the children and I am also for the first time trying to figure out ways to give back to my community. I now see that if you take from your community then you should give that much back. I have already gained so much from Americorps already, that by the end of this second service year I will have a huge insight on the needs of children and parents in a community. My major always been psychology and because of Americorps I thought about instead going into education. But now I believe I will stick with psychology, considering I have gone this far, I will just look into the child aspect of it. When helping adults with psychological problems a psychologist tends to put a label on that person, so that person then feels like they are defined by that and it can destroy them. But, if someone would have gotten to that person when they were a child, during the time when development is the most crucial, more help could have been received. This is something that I have always realized but now I can actually physically see. Americorps has definitely given me this realization and prepared me for what I might encounter with other children in the future and for this I am forever grateful.
