
Resiliency Project – Stephanie Chung 

1. Tell me a little bit about yourself. What are you currently doing? What is your home life like?  

a. I am a 32-year-old fashion marketing professional. I live in Fremont, California and commuted 
daily via BART to San Francisco. I am currently at the tail end of my maternity leave as I just 
gave birth to my first child, a precious little girl we named Autumn. My home life consists of 
balancing the duties of a wife and new mother and I feel like I am finally getting the hang of the 
latter. My husband and I like to stare at our amazing baby girl mostly and enjoy spending time 
with family and friends. It has been hectic at home in the last few months because both our 
parents from their respective countries have been staying with us to help out with our new baby. 
It can be a bit stressful when you’re new to the whole parenting thing and your in-laws are 
around constantly telling to what to do. Now that our families have gone back home, my husband 
and I are attempting to go out more with our daughter. That has proven to be a much larger task 
than we expected since taking our baby out isn’t as simple as picking up and going out on a 
whim. There is a level of preparation that we are still trying to get used to, but we generally 
enjoy the challenge. Baby steps...  

2. What does resilience mean to you? a. To me, resilience means being able to get back up 8 
times when you’ve already  

fallen down 7 times. In other words, it’s the ability to handle the misfortune you have been dealt 
and not allow it to destroy you physically, mentally, or emotionally.  

3. In your definition of resilience, can you remember a time that you were resilient? (This will be 
where you tell your story of resiliency)  

a. In light of the ongoing abortion debate, I felt that this was the appropriate opportunity to share 
my own story. When I was 20, I spent the summer in Spain as part of a study abroad program 
through my university. I had an incredible experience learning about the culture, exploring a new 
country, and refining my Spanish-speaking skills. I also made many friends from the program 
who I still keep in touch with to this day. We were young and one of the things we liked to do 
was experience the nightlife that Barcelona had to offer. On one of these nights, we met a group 
of graduate students from France at a local watering hole. I was particularly enamored by one 
man from the group and discovered that he was not staying far from where my host family lived. 
We spent the  

summer together and I thought I was in love. I had never felt this way about anyone before and 



became lost in the new emotions that I was experiencing. I ended up losing my virginity to this 
man. Before long, it was time to return to the States to continue my academic career. We had 
agreed on ending our whirlwind romance because the logistics would be too complicated. I 
returned to Irvine, and not long after, discovered that I was pregnant. When I contacted my 
summer fling to let him know what had happened, the man that I knew to be so sweet and caring 
suddenly did a 180 and became cold and distant. He wanted nothing to do with me and basically 
told me to take care of it on my own since he was too busy with his career to travel to America. I 
was deathly afraid and it didn’t help that I wasn’t getting any support from the person who got 
me into this mess in the first place. I felt abandoned, alone, stupid and ashamed. I had no idea 
what to do and I couldn’t tell my parents or my brother and I didn’t know whether or not my 
friends and peers would judge me for being so naive.  

4. Was there anyone or anything in particular (religion, community, government aid) that helped 
you get through this tough time?  

a. I had been close to a group of girls that I had met during my first year at the dorms and we all 
lived within the same apartment complex. We would go shopping, study, hang out at the beach, 
have monthly potlucks, party, and run errands together. I guess my demeanor had changed so 
much since I returned, as I was so in my head about my predicament that they had noticed. I had 
become more quiet and withdrawn and it was hard to convince me to hang out with them. It was 
finally on a grocery run to the local Korean market with two of the girls that everything that I 
had been worrying about bubbled to the surface. I broke down in a fit of uncontrollable crying in 
the car as we were about to head back to our apartment. My friends were so alarmed because not 
even a moment before my emotional outburst, we had all been laughing and joking about a failed 
blind date that my friend had gone to the night before. They asked me what was wrong and I 
confessed to everything that was going on. They reacted with so much love and support to my 
surprise. It felt like a weight had been lifted off my shoulders, and I felt an immediate sense of 
relief. In the following days, I told the rest of the girls and was met with the same sentiments of 
love and support. One of the girls even offered to drive me to a Planned Parenthood to get my 
abortion. I could not be more grateful for her because she never made me feel like I was doing 
something sinister, she never judged me and was only there to help me get through my tough 
time. In fact, she went above and beyond anything I could have asked for. She walked me into 
the Planned Parenthood clinic that morning and shielded me from a group of pro-life protestors 
holding blown up pictures of aborted fetuses, sat with me in the waiting room while I cried, and 
even helped me fill out the paperwork when I was feeling overwhelmed by the whole process. 
During the two hours that it took to have my abortion done, she went back to our apartment and 



made me a huge pot of chicken noodle soup from scratch because she knew that I would need a  

comforting meal during my recovery. I just love that girl to death for what she did for me.  

5. What kept motivated to get through this challenging time? a. After my procedure, my 
hormones were all out of whack and I alternated  

through feelings of anger, fits of crying, fatigue, guilt, as well as a sense of relief. I slowly began 
to feel like myself again because my little support group of girlfriends would constantly come 
check on me in the weeks following. They listened to me talk without judgment, provided me 
with comforting words of wisdom, they brought me my favorite treats to cheer me up, we had 
nights where we stayed up all night to binge watch the FRIENDS episodes that we had watched 
a million times before. They made sure that I was going to all my classes, helped me study, and 
on days where I couldn’t summon the energy to get up and go to lecture, they made sure that 
they shared their notes with me. I had a network of support that made me feel important and 
worthy. We laughed together and cried together, and I truly felt safe to be vulnerable around 
each one of them. Whenever I felt down, I remembered that I had a group of women who were 
always rooting for me. They never abandoned me in my time of need and it was their care and 
love that kept me going.  

6. Would you like this to be an anonymous submission? (no/yes) a. NoJ  

 


