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Cookie Dough?
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Cookie dough; an irresistible gooey substance used to make baking cookies easier. Also, the reason why I was in the same place you are in right now. The chair you’re sitting in, to me it seemed like they tried to make it remotely comfy. But with all that’s happened, comfy… just doesn’t exist right now. I remember being able to hear the quiet sound of Shannon talking to my mom. I had a few pages to read over. I think they were supposed to be kind of uplifting, to make me feel a little more comfortable with the situation. But that didn’t happen. Nothing could bring me down from this high of nervousness and simple fear. Fear of what I would have to say to Shannon. Fear of what would happen, to me and my mom. In a few minutes you’re gonna walk into that room, not knowing what to think. The next 15 minutes are going to be tense. I remember walking into that room, the whole thing that had gone down a complete blur. Tell me what happened that night at the store, Shannon asked me.

“Well we went into the store and went to the sushi area. We found chopsticks and started playing with them. Then we went to the area with the cookie dough. The guys started putting it down their pants to hide it..” That’s right. You heard it. Cookie dough. Now I didn’t steal any cookie dough, but I was still wrong. I knew they were doing it, and I didn’t do anything about it. The wrong friends, the wrong choices, therefore some tough consequences.

But this isn’t the end. Life really does go on, and I’ve seen that. Being with Restorative Justice has showed me how my actions can effect so many people, in so many ways. They have also made it possible for me to move on from the incident, to make more mature and responsible choices.

Think about where you are right now. That not so comfy chair. That, is your second chance. Shannon, is your second chance. You, are your second chance. Make it count.

