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I am both smart and not. I am both a social butterfly on one hand and racked with social

anxiety. At 5 years old, I was diagnosed with epilepsy – and only after three long years of

numerous medications and hundreds of seizures was I diagnosed with a very rare brain tumor,

a Hypothalamic Hamartoma. The removal of my tumor, which instantly stopped my seizures,

immediately changed my life and left me with a disability that no one can see but only I can feel

and only those very few closest to me can attest to that truth. I have a serious brain injury. My

struggles are real – I overcame and continue to overcome.SIERRA CRISLIP is the survivor of

a rare brain trauma, Hypothalamic Hamartoma. Despite it, she’s gone on to graduate from high

school early and obtained employment with the help of a job coach. “Even though you can’t

see my disability,” Sierra says, “I want to put the word out there and help others going through

the same thing.” Her HH story is on the Hope For Hypothalamic Hamartoma’s website. She

resides in California.
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considered a serious brain injury. This story is my perspective – a version from a brain, a

traumatized brain. It’s my goal to share my story, so that others, too can come in and out of the

darkness.As I am writing this, I am using every piece of information I can remember. Some

things I cannot even remember that have happened to me. My learning disability has taken a

big toll on my life. Each and everyday I have learned to live with it and embrace it. I am going to

describe what the aftereffects became like, later in the story.“All the Small Things” – Blink-182I

share these stories about my childhood with trepidation. As an adult, I look back and know now

that my mother was doing the best she could. However, I had a difficult time. Years later a

neuropsychologist told my mother that I didn’t see social situations as others do. This is my

story. So my perception of how I was treated might not truly be what was happening.Growing

up, I was raised by my mom, along with my two older brothers. I was born in Pleasanton, Calif.

My mother and father divorced when I was close to a year old. My brothers did the best they

could to help my mom raise me.Writing all of this helps me to overcome my past. If it weren’t

written, I’d be bringing it up nonstop to my family like a storm. So I am going to dive deep into

my childhood and move on from there. The only way to get rid of this trauma from the past is to

express it. Let me start out about my family situation.The mystery on whether my subliminal

prayers would be answered or ignored became quickly altered from dream to reality. I would

have 10 seizures a day. At times, I’d try to get out of the car while on the freeway. My mom had

thoughts that someone was poisoning me. This went on for nine whole years before we found a

solution.When I was five, I was diagnosed with epilepsy, with daily episodes of seizures

continuing until surgery in 2004. I was born healthy and on time but was slightly slower in my

early development of speech. I was behind every kid. Poor social skills were at the top of my

troubles.In my early years, my behavior was out of control, as I would have rages, be

aggressive, and throw tantrums. At the same time, I was friendly, fun, sweet and

compassionate. So I had many different personalities in random sequences. At one time, my

aunt spent the night at our house. She slept in my room, and I was angry that I found one of

her hairs on my pillow. I had a lot of empathy toward old people. They would make me cry. I’d

ask my grandma if she hurt herself one time when I saw a mole on her chin. If I saw someone

with a cast on at the stores, I’d ask them in a sympathetic way if they were okay. Sometimes I’d

see strangers and ask my family, “Don’t you love her?” or “Why don’t you kiss her?” There was

just this natural compassion I had for other’s well-being, so it was like I was playing doctor.Out

of the blue I would laugh and hallucinate. At places, I’d randomly point and be like, “Aw, look at

that girl over there?” when there was nothing there. When I was 3 or 4, my family went to the

Oakland Zoo. There was some commotion and someone in the family said, “Sierra is having a

seizure.” My Aunt Betsy came over and saw me asleep on the ground. Another thing I totally



remember was looking at the flamingo’s at the zoo and calling them “pretty pink ducks”! My

little brain thought ducks and birds are the same thing. I would look brain dead after I’d be

passed out from seizures. It would look like I was 300 lbs. I had major Obsessive Compulsive

Disorder. I collected shampoo bottles that I never even used. I would wake up my mom and tell

her the visor was down in her car. Sometimes I’d let her sleep until she put it back

up.Perfectionism was at the top of my list too. Literally everything had to be exemplary. I would

easily notice if something was out of place. My lip balm had to be lined up and super perfect, in

straight, exact rows. My dolls all lined up on my bed, in a certain order too. Just about everyday,

I always wore my pink sweats to school. One time I was on my way to school and started

walking back home all angry because my sweats were in the laundry.My family didn't know I

had epilepsy until I was about 5 years old. They only saw symptoms such as laughing, seeing

things that aren't there, passing out, and night walking. My mother said my legs would stiffen,

sometimes I would drool, and my eyes would roll back. My mother would cry. I had a hard time

making friends because of my OCD.Each day, I would have multiple seizures, including

generalized tonic-clonic, complex partial, and gelastic seizures. To this day, I could only

remember those periods of uncontrollable laughter. All of a sudden, I’d get random bursts of

energy and then clunk out right after. I could not stop my laugh while these episodes of

seizures were going on. As a child, I remember the laughing Elmo was my favorite toy. I would

say that’s how my seizures have felt was like Elmo. Just press and the tickling sensation

began.My family and I have faced hardships and tried its best to find a solution. My social skills

were natural, and I was good at being bubbly. I’d say whatever came to my mind. I could

remember getting coached on tons of thing’s I’d say. Growing up in the neighborhood, I knew

just about every person in each household and would easily be friends with them all. I always

said hello to anyone, especially strangers. I used to go to their house and hang out with them

and their pets. I remember blowing bubbles for fun.I’d knock on everyone’s door just to say

hello and or to ask if the kids could play. At times, though, I could remember the parents

answering the doors and kneeling down to me saying, “Shhhh, they’re sleeping.” They knew

how excited I was to play with the kids. In fact, a neighbor that lived across from me had some

developmental disability, and we clicked like best friends. We’d ride bikes together and pretend

to get gas at any nearby fire hydrant. We were just being silly kids. His name was Lucas. I

remember the exact way he pronounced my name, due to his disability. He would call me

something like “See wee woah woahs.”To go back to preschool, I remember when the teacher

called my mom telling her that I was being mean and hitting other kids. I could definitely

remember having those rage attacks and hitting kids. At times when I’d have a seizure in the

middle of class, I’d lose control and rub my hands together. On the first day of kindergarten, my

mother got called to the school because my teacher said I was looking out the window and not

paying attention in class. The teacher called a week later and thought I was being abused.

Paramedics even came to my school when I was passed out. I would look completely brain

dead-and that had teachers in panic mode.*****After my mother got called by the kindergarten

teacher and a few of other “odd” behavior episodes, such as chasing a hat in the wind….when

I didn’t even have a hat, my mom took me to the pediatrician. He immediately ordered an EKG

of my brain. When he called my mom with the results, he said there were some abnormalities

and referred me to a Local Children’s Hospital.A misfiring of the brain, they told my mom.After

that, there were numerous medications that always had to change because my seizures would

break through.I was this weird girl in those years. The other kid’s had no idea what was

happening to me.I had to do first grade all over again. I didn’t understand at all. I would have a

seizure and then pass out. I would usually pee my pants, so the other kids made fun of me.



Once you are “That Kid,” it is hard to not be anymore.My mom got in fights with one teacher

who, afraid I would fall, wouldn’t let me play on monkey bars at recess. My mom wanted me to

be treated like a normal kid. The school would call my mom and tell her to pick me up. She

would let them know that I had a right to a public education like anyone else. Finally, I had a

compassionate teacher that brought in a bean bag chair and would have me rest after a

seizure – all the kids in that class knew and were nicer.This was eight entire years of that

tumor growing inside my brain like a weed. No one could see it mentally or physically, of

course. My family was still looking for answers on a daily basis. I looked normal just like every

other kid. Seizures, as far as I can remember, felt like a tickle of lightning. I remember they

made me alert, but afterward fatigue would come right after.My physical appearance was

absent of any abnormalities. I learned how to swim at such a young age, like a pro. However, I

always was supervised in case seizures would occur. My brother had to jump into the pool to

get me one time when I almost drowned. I remember learning to ride my bike when I was in

kindergarten. It wasn’t for long that I needed training wheels. Through first and second grades,

I rode it to school everyday and parked it in the same spot. I wasn’t really knowledgeable on

how to lock up my bike, but I remember bringing the lock with me and just placing it on my tire.

Mah Tiwa, “Inspirational journey !!. A great story, written by the author in her voice who has

survived a rare brain tumor. From her early life, her struggles and fight against all the bullies in

the elementary school and the middle school tell us again that we should "Never lose hope". In

spite of all, she completed her graduation and got tough situations in finding a suitable job. A

job that would not create any lack of confidence in her. She finally gets herself settled in

helping other sufferings with the disability. The author and her story are truly inspirational for

all. The story has lots of incidents and some bitter human nature reality. I will suggest all to

read it for some real-life lessons.”

Spencer, “A very inspirational story!. Sierra was born with the same brain tumor as my

daughter, a Hypothalamic Hamartoma. It was so very inspiring to read about her journey

through school and the struggles she faced. Even more so, I loved how Sierra turned things

around and became a strong and independent woman! Her story will touch your heart and

help you understand what it's like to be labeled a little bit different from the rest of the class.

Very well done Sierra!! ~ traci rue”

CWS, “Interesting. A very interesting book written in the author's own voice, gives great insight

into her life experiences.”

Jossie, “Sharing. Beautiful book , great read of a young girls story.”

narcoleptica, “I appreciate her perspective. This is a fast read and shows some social and

academic struggles of the author. She has tenacity and I wish her all the best as she

continues to find her path!”

Devin O'Day, “Truly inspirational!. In this book Sierra lays it all out, from symptoms to

diagnoses, in a way that makes it easy for any one person to comprehend, even someone with
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no medical issues. I have the type of tumor she had and it is encouraging to read this type of

book and remember that I'm not alone in all of this. Thank you for sharing your story so

honestly!”

marla scott, “A good read for all age groups. An honest perspective of her life experiences. You

can feel her struggles and successes. I applaud her determination to overcome her life

challenges.”

Judith A Wiefel, “Amazing. Amazing book written by an amazing young girl. I chose this book

to read because I saw what her mother was going through with her daughters teachers and

fellow students. I hope that her teachers all read the book and know that they made some poor

choices with her.”

The book by Hillary L. McBride has a rating of  5 out of 4.7. 20 people have provided feedback.
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