
I had my first seizure when I was 19. I was in the middle of sorority recruitment in a room filled 
with 80 to 90 of my closest friends. The room I was in had taken months to decorate, dressed in 
clothes that were bought specifically for that day, and was wearing the most makeup I had worn 
since my dance competition days in high school. 
 
The next thing I know, I wake up on the ground to several EMTs and my sorority advisors 
standing over me in a panic. I was lying in a pool of blood (TMI - sorry) and my first instinct was 
to cry. I was forced to answer a series of questions; “what day is it, where are you, what’s your 
name.” I was still confused when they asked me, “Who is the president?” I answered, “Brittany,” 
as she was the president of the sorority at the time. They all looked at each other in confusion 
which made me cry even harder. I figured I had overheated, hadn’t drank enough water and 
passed out on the tiled floor. 
 
I was loaded onto a stretcher and wheeled through an auditorium of freshmen waiting to 
possibly join my sorority or one of the many others at Arizona State. This was definitely 
something I wouldn’t forget that’s for sure. I remember fist pumping like I was excited to be on 
the stretcher and going to the hospital. 
 
I have a tendency to laugh in awkward situations or make jokes when I probably shouldn’t. 
Well… the opportunity presented itself to say the least. I asked to have my picture taken in the 
ambulance, I was trying to flirt with one of the EMTs (unsuccessful) and asked my grandparents 
to bring pizza to the hospital for me and my friends. I had cracked my head open and got two 
staples put in my head. No tests were done, no medicine was given, nothing. I didn’t even know 
I had a seizure till I got to the hospital. My friends showed the nurse the way my arms had 
stiffened and it began to set in that I just fell and had a seizure in front of my whole sorority. I 
figured I had hit my head hard enough to cause a seizure and since this had never happened in 
the past, it wouldn’t happen again unless I hit my head.  
 
I went home, tried to sleep with staples in my head (a lot harder than you may think), and got up 
the next morning and went to recruit like I had the day before. If they didn’t know me before, 
they sure as hell knew me now. I felt dazed, sore, confused and was struggling to put my 
thoughts into words. “I am just nervous” I said to myself. These side effects lasted for a month. I 
had no idea what it was from and I quickly became very frustrated as it began to get harder to 
do everyday tasks. Oh well. 
 
No one talks about this stuff. It’s not a big deal to society. “A seizure doesn’t last forever and 
there’s medicine for that.” It wasn’t until my third seizure that I began to think there’s something 
wrong and this wasn’t a “one off” thing. Those resources and doctors I visited were there during 
and after my first seizure but I didn’t think it was that big of a deal. I spent months assuming my 
cognitive struggles and sleep disturbance was normal. It wasn’t normal. People don’t know that 
medicine doesn’t work for everyone and there’s no cure at this time. It’s a condition you live with 
everyday but you have no idea when an episode may occur. It’s like a ticking time bomb and a 
never ending guessing game as to what you should do/avoid to prevent it from happening 



again. And I thought it was normal, or simply just a uncommon occurrence, because everyone 
else did too. 
 
I’m an advocate for spreading awareness for epilepsy and seizure first-aid; Not because I want 
to, but because I have to. Talking about what to do, even if it’s just once, may help someone or 
someone who knows that someone. Getting help isn't embarrassing or not important just 
because others may say so. It starts by communicating. There’s no need to treat people with 
epilepsy differently. Epilepsy does not define us and we could use your support. 
 
 


