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Wanting to be 
her mini-me, I 
followed in 
mom’s foot-
steps and 
modeled from 
the time I was 
a baby.

It wasn’t something I aimed to make a 
career out of, but I knew I would 
need the extra savings for college.

I loved chemistry class and that 
came pretty easily to me.

My junior year 
chemistry teacher—
my favorite 
teacher—had three 
sons.  The eldest 
was in my class and 
the youngest was a 
sweet kid I had seen 
several times since 
she als0 happened 
to be my basketball 
coach.

...then multiply by 
molecular weight to find 
out how many grams we 

need!

Exactly right!  
Class, did everyone 

follow that?

2

...School, 
sports, 

behavior...

I grew up striving to be the 
perfect child in every way...

Before I delve into the story 
of my accident...

My mother was a 
fashion model.

...I was that girl!

1

...I should 
perhaps begin with a bit 

of biographical 
background.
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On Monday, Jan. 23, 
2006 I had chemistry 
class right after 
lunch.

I had seen the 
youngest son that 
past Friday after 
class because he 
was home sick 
from school.

So I wasn’t 
really 
surprised to 
see him again 
that day 
because I 
figured he 
was still 
sick.

He was fine, he 
said, and told 
me he was 
playing hooky 
to see the 
demonstration 
his mom was 
doing that day.  

He then helped 
her set up the 
experiment, 
mixing various 
metal salts In 
methanol.

About forty minutes into the 
class, The teacher said it was 
time for the “rainbow flame” 
demonstration.  I pulled my 
friend, Cecilia, up to the front 
with me.

Lithium is going to 
burn red!  The vapors 

are from the added 
methanol!
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The theory behind the experiment is that when metal 
compounds are burned, they emit visible light.  Different 
metals emit at different wave numbers within the visible 
spectrum, producing different color flames...

...it was the most beautiful show!
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I better be 
careful or the bottle will 

explode!

Too dangerous 
to add more fuel 

now...

Oh please mom, 
we can’t have a 

rainbow without 
red!

Madre, the red one 
is going out!

Something wasn’t 
right.  Every fiber 
of my being buzzed 
with fear, and in 
that split second 
of time as she 
began to pour...

Then suddenly...
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The bottle exploded into an orange 
fire ball that hit me head-on! I fell on the 

ground and kept 
thinking, “oh my god, 
I’m on fire!  Oh my 
god!”

I started rolling 
from side to side 
trying to put it out!

It wouldn’t stop 
burning!

I heard all the students 
screaming as my hair 
singe to my scalp and 
smelled the most 
horrendous, 
indescribable smell of 
burning hair and flesh.
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I decided the flames weren’t going out 
because I was on linoleum floor, and 
that I needed a blanket to smother it.

I couldn’t stand up because my 
polyester uniform skirt had 
melted into the ground.  So I 
pulled myself across the floor 
to the doorway leading out to the 
hall where it’s carpeted— 
perhaps the carpet would work?

By the time I reached the door, the room was silent.  All I 
could hear was the sound of the flames still burning and the 
fire alarm.  The methanol had gone down my throat, so when I 
finally tried to scream for help, not even a whisper came out!

I had no concept of time, and for all I knew it had been seconds or 
minutes of being on fire.  I looked up at the door and saw the fire 
extinguisher next to it on the wall, but couldn’t reach it.  It was then 
that I figured that no one was going to help me, and I was going to die.

Oh 
my god!

Just then, one of the 
custodial staff members 
grabbed the fire extinguisher 
and put me out.
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What happened after is a 
blur.  I remember every 
detail, and yet it all 
seemed to happen at once.

I remember The football 
coach scooping me up and 
sprinting down to the 
ambulance.

I remember Riding in the 
ambulance next to the 
teacher and her son.

I remember The teacher 
coming around the corner 
and telling me I would be ok 
before darting off with her 
son who had also been 
seriously injured.

I remember Hearing the teacher’s son keep 
saying, “are we going to die?! We’re going 
to die!” Next to his mom who was clutching 
her burned hand unresponsive and in 
shock.
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I had third degree burns on 40% of 
my body.  In order to help me through 
the pain, the doctors put me in a drug 
induced coma.

I was in coma for 
about a week.  And 
when I came out...

...I hallucinated 
for four days...

...Night and day.
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I won’t go into the 
details of the 
hospital stay— 
dressing changes, 
the scrub room, 
surgeries, 
illnesses, 
infections... all in 
an endless cycle.

Once released, I 
buried myself in my 
books.  I was 
tutored by a couple 
of my teachers to 
finish what I had 
missed that second 
half of the year in 
time to take my 
advanced placement 
exam for college 
credit.    

that summer i took 
the chemistry I had 
missed  because I 
planned on taking 
AP chemistry the 
following year.

I may have been missing 
quite a few layers of 
skin and dignity, but I 
was still that Kid.
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All this made my 
senior year 
there hell.

My parents did not want to sue 
the school, but we had no 
choice.

My family’s health insurance 
would not pay for the 
hospital bills because they 
said the school was 
responsible.

And the school’s insurance 
wouldn’t pay because they said 
the fire was due to 
negligence.

We were told that we 
needed to get a 
lawyer and sue the 
school.

A lot of students and teachers 
resented me for suing, believing 
the school’s official statement 
that it was all an “unfortunate, 
unpreventable accident.”
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At college chemistry labs, I 
learned how wrong that 
statement was.

The accident could have easily been 
prevented had the teacher followed 
standard safe laboratory practices.

Methanol could have been 
transferred from that large jug 
into small spray bottles under a 
hood for use during the 
demonstration.

And The students should 
have been required to 
wear safety glasses and 
lab coats or aprons.

I’ve moved passed 
anger and blame and 
have accepted the 
new me.

I even got a 
tattoo of the 
methanol 
molecular 
structure to 
show i own it 
now.

More 
importantly...
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But they are not 
the end.
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...I have used my 
experience as 

motivation to go to 
nursing school...

...and I 
now work as an 
R.N. In a major 
hospital burn 

unit.

Burn injuries are 
traumatizing and life-

altering...

It is 
possible to 
create a new 
normal and 
move on!


