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[bookmark: _GoBack][image: ]I was not one those people who always wanted to be a nurse. In fact, I did not know what I wanted to be. My mother encouraged me to become a nurse as a way to make money until I figured out what I wanted to be in life.
In 1984, I graduated from the University of North Carolina-Chapel Hill School of Nursing. I worked in numerous settings with various populations.  In 1989, I began law school in the evening program at North Carolina Central University, and worked the Baylor shift as a nurse.  In 1993, I completed law school, passed the bar, and began practicing in the North Carolina Attorney General’s office. After my third child was born, I decided rather than return to work in Raleigh, which was several miles from my home, I would open a law office. 
I practiced as a lawyer, primarily in the areas of worker’s compensation and personal injury, from 1994 until 2000, when I accepted a position with the Federal Bureau of Prisons as a civil service nurse.  I recall my husband saying when I left the practice of law that I was going through a phase, and that I would be back.  That was about 14 years ago. The truth of the matter, I was totally burned out and disillusioned with the field of law.
Two years after working as a civil service nurse, I transitioned to the Commissioned Corps. In 2007, I returned to UNC Chapel Hill to work on a master’s in public health. In 2010, I received a Master’s of Public Health Degree in Public Health Leadership Practice, with dual concentrations in Public Health Program Planning and Development and Field Epidemiology. 
My positions at the Bureau of Prisons have been staff nurse, primarily working in special housing with inmates who were severely psychologically impaired, and infectious disease coordinator. Presently, I am the national utilization review nurse consultant for the Federal Bureau of Prisons.  
My most challenging experience in nursing, like many others I have heard, was caring for sick or injured children. The case that sticks out most in my mind was caring for a baby who had twist fractures of both arms and legs. He also had cigarette burns on his back. It appeared someone had literally taken a cigarette and put it to his back.  As I rocked him, tears rolled down my face.  He could barely hold his bottle because of the casts on his arms.  I thought, as he looked up at me, no one knows what you have been through. I still get emotional when I think about him.
I have had many rewarding experiences as a nurse, but one of my most rewarding was assisting an elderly woman in the nursing home with her toileting needs. I was passing meds, and she had tried not to ask for assistance, but was waiting for the nurse’s aide to come to place her on the bedpan. I stopped my med pass, locked my cart, and assisted her on and off of the bedpan, fluffed her pillows, and made sure she was comfortable. She looked at me with tears in her eyes and thanked me for being so nice to her. To me, it was just a little thing. What seemed so insignificant to me meant a lot to her.  It was experiences like these that brought me to the realization that nursing is indeed my calling. 
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