
Alex, 28, Tax Manager 

 

My definition of resilience is the ability to bounce back from hard times. 

 

 A few years ago, I had a medical emergency. I had a blood clotting issue and my life was 

in danger. I was in the hospital from treatment for weaks. Once I got out of the hospital, I had 

side effects of treatment and medicines that lasted for a long time. I would sometimes get light 

headed and could easily get out of breath. That combined with my anxiety that I’ve had for a 

long time made me go into a depression. I was unable to do many things that I used to due to my 

blood clotting. I used to go cycling very often which was my main form of exercise. Without that 

I ended up gaining a lot of weight. I saw the doctor for all of these issues but it was to no avail. 

The side effects that I was experiencing were from the recovery from my blood clotting 

treatment. I just had to deal with them until I was fully recovered. My weight issue was even 

more difficult to deal with. I’m by no means a very fit person however, I’m not fat either. I’m a 

big eater and the way I would combat that was to do regular exercise. I was unable to go cycling 

though, so I ended up gaining weight, and I couldn’t do anything about it. All of my health 

problems took a toll on my mental health. How did I get over it? I basically just drowned myself 

in other things that made me happy in order to keep me preoccupied. Outta sight, outta mind. 

There were a few road bumps along the way such as the choice between gaining weight or eating 

well every day. It was a give and take but I felt I had a good balance. I did end up gaining some 

weight however I was able to stay positive and tell myself that once everything was all over, I 

could get back in the swing of things and get back to my original self. This whole ordeal took 



maybe 2 years to be fully resolved but I made it through. I was back and had no health problems 

and lost all the weight after a few months. 

 What I took away from this time is that you are much stronger than you might think. I 

never thought I would go through something like this and somehow I did.  

  



Alex, 30, Data Scientist at ***** 

 

For me, I think there are a lot of different definitions of resilience but the one that I want to touch 

on is basically being able to not give up in the face of adversity in achieving your goals no matter 

how hard things seem to get.  

 

 This is a relevant subject because of the recent COVID-19 pandemic, lots of companies 

are rediscussing their work at home policies. Where I work there was a pretty strong workplace 

culture that was anti-work at home, especially working at home 5 days a week. In other words 

working remotely full time. In my situation, I consider my job my dream job and I was happy to 

have it. Over the years as I was working there, I kinda felt disillusioned especially about where I 

was living. To be blunt I really did not like the place I was living. I didn’t like the weather. I 

didn’t like the people. There were so many things that I hated and I felt like I wouldn’t be able to 

move forward with my life if I kept living there. I had this agonizing mental breakdown about 

whether or not I wanted to keep my job or if I wanted to move back to the place I lived in 

previously where I was much happier. That’s when it occurred to me that there were actually a 

few people I know that are already working 100% remotely. I was previously told it was very 

difficult to get that privilege if not downright impossible. Nonetheless, I contacted this person 

and asked them what I needed to do and after I did, I talked to my boss about this subject and 

after bringing up over and over again until finally she said, “okay here is what you need to do.” 

To sum it up, I had to get approval from my boss, upper management and human resources. 

Throughout the process, I encountered many different obstacles 



 My task managers were supportive, but my boss, upper management, and human 

resources were still trying to discourage it. They would remind me that I have to make this 

choice between my career advancement and my comfort. In other words, by working remotely 

full time would harm my career advancement versus harming my quality of life if I stayed. To 

me this was not a difficult choice. I was firm in my mind that my quality of life was much more 

important to me. I told myself that I’m not going to give up and I don’t care what they say. They 

were not going to discourage me. I’m going to pursue this matter and keep telling you I want to 

go forward with this. After nagging everyone over and over again, my boss finally felt I was 

serious enough and gave me his approval. We began going through the next step and getting the 

approval from the upper layers of the company until finally it reached the director's desk for 

approval.  

 This part was really scary for me because the director is someone I have never met and 

odds are that I will not have very much interaction with them in the future. Because I did not 

have a relationship with this person, I was worried. This process ended taking 5 months from 

then on out. This is why I think it’s relevant to the topic of resilience. I really had to stay the 

course and stay hoping that things would work out somehow. During a lot of this, I heard dead 

silence from everyone. I kept telling myself that if I don’t speak up and let this pass, they will 

blow me off. I wanted to keep showing how serious I was about this. After months of monitoring 

it and bringing it up, I finally got the final approval. It was a very proud and exciting moment for 

me. After all that effort and being proactive, I finally made it. I want to reiterate how serious I 

was. Now I am working remotely, I have the same salary, and I am much happier.  

 Before I end, just once I want to mention never give up. Don’t be discouraged if 

something does not work out exactly as planned or at all. Look for other solutions. In my case, 



even though I was unhappy, I found out that all these other people were doing something that 

was perfect for me. By not giving up, I was able to make it out even better than before.  

  



David, 24, Reinsurance Actuarial Analyst 

 

My definition of resilience is the ability to persevere through difficult situations.  

 

One of the biggest hurdles of my life was trying to pass the first actuarial exam. The path 

to becoming an actuary can be a grueling one as you have to take around 10 difficult 3-hour 

exams to become certified as one. Starting out can be very competitive and having at least 1 

exam under your belt felt like a requirement for an internship in the field. The first time I took 

the exam was not a very serious attempt for me since I really didn’t know as much about the 

exam or how to prepare for it and wanted to get a feel for it. The second attempt I studied months 

for and knew about what to expect. I felt like I truly gave it my all studying but during the test I 

panicked a bit because I knew I would be on the cusp of passing or not. I failed this attempt and 

it felt soul crushing.  

Throughout my life I was always known for being smart and doing well in school. While 

I had done poorly on some tests up to this point, I had always been able to get As & Bs with 

some effort. This was the first time I had truly failed while trying my hardest. The pressure of 

needing to pass to get a job was getting me, but I buckled down and started studying for my third 

attempt. This time I really tried to practice questions I had a hard time with rather than trying to 

take a lot of practice tests. I redid every question I had gotten wrong from scratch until I could 

get it right. I then sat for my third attempt. 

During my third attempt things were going alright at the beginning but then the middle 

portion of the exam was very difficult. There were several questions I wanted to skip and come 

back to since I wasn’t sure or knew they would be time consuming. This was extremely bad for 



my mentality as I knew skipping as many questions as I did meant I was on the cusp of passing 

or failing again. I started panicking again and this time was even worse since I could not bear the 

thought of failing again. I suddenly felt the weight of the world on my shoulders and I felt a 

burning sensation in my chest, it was a panic attack this time. I had to take about 5-10 minutes of 

deep breathing but I finally calmed myself down enough to continue the test. Luckily the latter 

half of the test was much easier than the middle so I blew through it and regained confidence. 

While still feeling the burning sensation for the rest of the test I collected myself enough to 

tackle the harder questions. I ended up passing this attempt despite my panicking, it was finally 

over. I was very proud of myself for still being able to perform as well as I did under those 

circumstances. 

 I would say that this time of hardship had a lasting effect on me. I learned that it is okay 

to make mistakes and fail even when trying your hardest, as that is how you truly learn and grow, 

to move past it. 

  



Emilio, 22, Political Science Major 

 

My personal definition is the ability to recover from hardship. 

  

 I want to talk about my experience during the covid 19 pandemic and getting through it 

not only as a student, but as a person too. I started my senior project I believe winter 2020. It was 

I think the final quarter that in person classes were offered before the pandemic fully hit 

America. At this point I was doing well with the project. I was on pace to finish it in two 

quarters. The pandemic hit however, and pretty much everything changed. My parents could not 

help me with rent and I could not reasonably stay in SLO. At that point I had no idea how long 

the pandemic would last. I ended up moving back home and taking an online course like 

everyone else. This was difficult for my personal life. My home was not the greatest living 

situation for me. I fell into a depression and I was not physically active. I gained a lot of weight 

and it started affecting my academics. I ended up having to put the senior project aside in order 

to barely scrape by in regular classes. I continued to barely scrape by in classes as the pandemic 

worsened and my mentality worsened as well. I don’t think there was some huge event that 

changed my trajectory but at a certain point, I had become so angry at myself. I felt that I was so 

much better than what I was showing. I felt as if a lot of my struggle was not my fault and that I 

should not contribute to those struggles by my own doing. If I had problems at home, I decided I 

needed to get away. I did not have the resources to move away but I did have the ability to get 

away. It might not seem like the wisest decision but I ended up getting a job. I started working as 

an escape from my issues and my mentality became much better. The next issue I had was that I 

had taken away time from my school work that I was desperate to finish on account of having so 



little left before graduation. I struggled to balance work and school but I got better at it and one 

thing that was different than before is that I was happy while doing it. I was able to stay positive 

and cope with the struggles of school in a resilient way compared to almost failing last year. That 

brings me to the current day when I am writing this. I have picked up my senior project again 

and while juggling school and work together has and will continue to be a struggle. I will stay 

positive and have hope in myself that I can finish. 

 I wanted to put this as a sort of middle view of resilience as I feel like this shows 

resilience but is also an account of someone who is still in the process of being resilient.  

  



Ryan, 22, Pre Law Student 

 

My personal definition of resilience is overcoming extreme hardship. 

 

 When I was in highschool, I was a competitive swimmer and a pretty good one as well. I 

swam in both highschool and club. My times hovered around the sectional times for pretty much 

every event. My senior year of highschool, I went through some personal problems and that 

affected my swimming. Although never confirmed, I’m pretty sure I was depressed. I felt 

pressured by my parents, I gained a lot of weight, and I had lost motivation for many things. I put 

in the minimum amount of effort in everything I did just to scrape by. I want to tie this into 

swimming because that was definitely the most important thing to me at the time. It was my 

passion. All the other personal problems I had ended up affecting my swimming. I would go to 

practice and I would not try my best. I would have a bad attitude every single day and one day I 

just broke and had to leave practice. I was putting so much pressure on myself to improve at 

swimming and when I had trouble doing that, I put even more pressure and took it out on myself 

mentally. I ended up taking a long break from swimming. At the time, I was a club swimmer. 

Instead of going to practice everyday, I spent my time just relaxing, playing video games, and 

hanging out with friends. I did normal kid stuff. Once I took a break swimming, I ended up 

getting a lot better mentally. I guess this is a small example of resilience. I took myself away 

from what was troubling me and surrounded myself with positivity. It goes further however 

because I ended up joining the highschool team for the last time and while I was not serious, it 

reinvigorated my passion for swimming. The only problem was, because I was not at my peak, I 

did not do well in the highschool season. I thought my swimming career was over but I was 



recommended to join a new swim club during the summer in order to get back into shape and 

hopefully be fast enough to join my college swim team. I did just that. I went to practice 

everyday, doing two practices often. I felt myself getting faster and better every time. I worked 

my hardest everyday and that made me feel even more accomplished. There was a strict time 

limit I had to improve as I was going off to college in a few months. My coaches and I bet it all 

on the final swim meet of the summer. I had to make certain times in a bunch of events in order 

to meet the requirements of my college’s swim team. To make a long story short, I ended up 

choking. It’s a bit disappointing because looking back on it, I feel that I could have and should 

have completely smashed all of the time requirements. I don’t know what happened and my 

coaches don’t know either. It’s not as if I didn’t try either. I have no other words for it except that 

I choked. I ended up not making the college team or even trying out. It was a bit disappointing, 

but I was not as broken as I was earlier that year when I had to take a break from swimming. 

That is my story of resilience. I came out of something where before, I would have been 

completely done. Instead, I was able to keep moving forward with my failure. I’m hesitant to 

even call it a failure because while I did not achieve my original goal, I came out stronger. I 

made great new relationships and I had achieved many personal goals in that I tried my best 

every single day and I felt happy that I did that. I came out a more resilient person. 

 My takeaway from that is what doesn’t kill you makes you stronger. You will learn from 

hardships and can always come back. It just takes time. 

  



Jennifer, 20, Undergrad Student  

 

Resilience to me is the ability to overcome hardship. 

 

 My first semester of college was maybe the most difficult time of my life. I attended 

school out of state and it was the first time I was living alone. I was not transitioning to the move 

very well and ended up struggling with my academics. I had a very easy time getting through 

highschool. I was an honor student all throughout highschool completing multiple AP classes 

and getting As and Bs in all of them. Once I entered college though, I had a huge culture shock.  

 As I said earlier, college was the first time that I have ever been alone. The workload and 

difficulty of college courses was something I expected however, my biggest problem was how 

independent college life is. I’m sure that the independence of college affects everyone at first and 

I was no exception. I was finally on my own. My parents were not there to take me to school or 

make sure that I was completing my school work. The classes were huge and only once or twice 

a week so I did not have a teacher there to watch over me either. It was up to me to stay 

motivated but there were too many distractions that got the better of me. I started skipping 

classes. I did not do any readings or prepare for classes expecting to pass exams and be fine but 

when those exams came up, I ended up being too lazy to study. At the end of the semester, my 

GPA had ended up being a 1.8 and was placed on academic probation. This was a big step down 

from the A 3+ GPA that I had in high school.  

 As someone who never really dealt with academic failure, this really hit me hard. 

Suddenly I felt pressure from everywhere. I was mad at myself for failing at something I should 

have done. I was scared to ask for help from my teachers. I was scared of confronting my parents 



about my failure. I fell into a small depression and what really got me through was that when I 

was at the breaking point, where I could not hide my grades from my parents anymore, they were 

supportive of me. While they were disappointed that I had failed, they encouraged me to do 

better and gave me emotional support. I had support from all angles. Teachers provided me 

support through extensions or extra one on one time. I even had a friend in my dorm that was 

also on academic probation that went through this with me. Although she was more positive 

about the whole thing, that rubbed off on me and we both overcame it together. I had a great 

support system with me that helped me get through my struggle. 

 Something I want to touch on before I go is the importance of a support system. That is 

how I cope with any hardships that I face. I talk to my mom or my friends about my problems 

and they either give me advice or they just give me comfort. That oftentimes is all you need to 

get back motivation or feel better after something bad happens. Just knowing you are not alone is 

one of the greatest things that people need but often overlook. While I do think resilience is 

about overcoming one's problems, I don't think there is anything wrong with getting help. 

  



Lucky, 26, Professional Live Streamer 

 

I think resilience is the process of going through a difficult situation and making it out alright. 

 

 So my occupation is actually something that is not very common and I would also argue 

it's a little bit looked down upon. I live stream myself playing games and interacting with 

viewers. The website I stream on is called twitch.tv. The website started out more as an outlet for 

people to share their hobby of playing video games, but as it became bigger, it became a place 

where you can make a decent or even huge income. I am by no means someone that makes a 

large income from however I do use twitch as my main source of income. My story of resilience 

is about how I made the decision to become a full time livestreamer. 

 My whole life I was a pretty normal kid. I had good grades, played sports, and I loved 

videogames. When I was in highschool was the time I discovered what twitch and what live 

streaming was. I quickly became hooked on watching it and ended up live streaming myself. I 

was by no means popular on the website or anything but as time went on, a lot of my friends 

from school came to hang out during my streams and random people that happened to find me 

while browsing soon became regulars. My final year in highschool came and so did questions 

about college and the future. At this point it was decided that I was going to college already and I 

still kept up with streaming semi-regularly. Every stream I would do had maybe 30-40 people 

watching it all the time. Still nowhere near what you would need to make a living off of live 

streaming. When I was in college I did alright. I had some good grades and some bad grades, 

made a lot of friends and had a pretty good social life. My stream however took a big hit due to 

the fact that I just didn’t really stream anymore unless it was summer vacation. My mindset 



about school and streaming changed around the summer vacation of my third year in college. At 

that point, I was a bit nervous about getting a job, I didn’t love my major which was journalism, 

and I also didn’t know what to do if I didn’t get a job in my major. I didn’t have any other skills 

or experience so I was at a crossroads in my life. I ended up streaming a lot that summer and 

continued it during the school year as well. Although I had reservations about my future at this 

point, I ended up putting it off and continued on with my schooling while streaming a lot during 

my final 2 years in college. I ended up finishing school but had no job and no plan for what came 

next. All I knew was that I hated the workplace that I essentially trained for during the past 5 

years. I took a year off and just slacked off at my parents house the whole time while just 

indulging in streaming and other hobbies. After that year two things changed. My parents told 

me that I either had to get a job or I had to find a place of my own. The other thing is that after 

streaming consistently for the past 2-3 years, my stream grew to a respectable size. I had a few 

hundred people that would come and watch me each night. This is when I began to make my 

decision. 

 Deciding to stream full time was something that made me really nervous. Being able to 

play video games and talk to people seems really easy at first glance. There are however a lot of 

background things that go on off-stream that people do not think about. Not only that, the income 

is very much not consistent. It is all based around other people supporting you and staying 

interested in you. If you do not have a consistent fan base, then you cannot support yourself. 

Those things combined with the fact that live streaming and social media/influencer careers are 

looked down upon in society made me scared. My parents definitely did not approve of this idea. 

Still, I knew from the past 7 years that it was something I loved to do and if I could pull off a 



career in streaming and did not try, I would regret it. Needless to say, I had to move out of my 

parents house and stay with a friend. 

 So here I am, I put myself in a situation where I have a inconsistent income if any and 

will have no job experience for the future if it doesn’t work out. The only thing that helped me 

make it was streaming itself. I loved doing it and distracting myself with what I loved not only 

took away my doubt, but made me work harder to become a better streamer. My viewers 

responded to my passion as well, more people came to watch, more people showed me support, 

and I was able to make a livable income from streaming. It didn’t happen overnight, but I had 

been streaming consistently for almost 4 years at that point. I was able to afford a place of my 

own soon after and my parents started to approve of my life after the money started coming in 

and they saw how happy I was. I still am scared sometimes of not making enough money, I am 

still glad that I can do something I love for a living. 

 My closing thought would be that everyone puts themselves or ends up in a bad situation, 

however, you do not need to let the negativity take over your life. Find whatever escape you can 

that brings you positivity and use that positivity in other aspects in your life. I used video games 

as an escape at times, and that transferred into me being able to work hard in other things like 

live streaming.  

  



Taryn, 22, History Major 

  

My definition of resilience is the ability to push on through struggles in order to come out on top. 

 

 When I was asked to respond to this, I had a bit of trouble coming up with a story of 

hardship. To be honest, I feel like I’ve had a pretty easy life. I feel like I suck because I don’t 

have a super emotional story to tell but after talking with everyone, and having help coming up 

with my own definition of resilience, I feel like I wanna talk about this. I said resilience is 

pushing through struggles. I agree with this but while I don’t have some huge event in my life 

that I struggled with, I just wanna highlight some little victories in everyone’s lives that can be 

taken as resilience. I don’t think a struggle has to be something huge and it can be something 

small. Resilience can be seen in something like rushing to get through a report on time or getting 

through a tough workout. I’ve been in both of these scenarios. I tell myself This is going to be 

difficult or I can’t do this. I stress about it and physically have trouble as I think most everyone 

does. It is your ability to finish that is resilience. By not giving up by hitting that submit button, 

or getting that last mile in, you and I have overcome a struggle.  

 

Response from Interviewer: 

 That’s actually interesting that you bring that up. No one else has touched on the idea that 

you need to overcome some huge disaster in order to be resilient. I think that you are definitely 

right when you say getting through these everyday tasks can be a struggle and doing so are 

examples of resilience.  

 



Taryn: 

 I guess for final thoughts, I wanna emphasize that people should be proud of themselves 

and see themselves as resilient. I know a lot of our peers especially might put a lot of pressure on 

themselves but being a college student is difficult. It requires resilience to do it. 

  



Tucker, 24, Grad Student - Masters in Clinical Mental Health Counseling 

 

I think resilience is the mindset of always remaining hopeful despite facing significant adversity. 

 

When I was in high school, I had pretty terrible acne, so I went through a couple 

dermatologists to get the help I needed.  I avoided taking accutane because I had friends that had 

taken the medication and complained about the side effects so much that I was scared to be on it.  

After going through several face-washing routines and seeing no improvements, my 

dermatologist at the time recommended a new medication in the field that wasn't accutane but 

worked to decrease acne in individuals.  There weren't any common bad side effects that I was 

aware of, so I was excited to try it and hopefully make my acne better.  I was on the medication 

for around a year, and I really didn't see any significant improvements in my acne.  It would 

fluctuate between getting slightly better or remaining the same. but since it wasn't getting any 

worse, I figured that the medication was helping.   

  When I was a junior in high school, I had a really horrible stomach bug: terrible bouts of 

nausea, loss of appetite, and vomiting spells, and after a couple weeks, I still had frequent bouts 

of nausea, but I decided it was best I went back to school.  After school ended for the year, and I 

entered summer, my stomach issues seemed to just get worse.  I would wake up in the middle of 

most nights needing to throw up for no reason that I was aware of.  I would dry heave until 

nothing else would come up, and the nightly experience was really painful for me.  I would 

experience consistent heartburn and nausea throughout the day, no matter what I ate. Entering 

my senior year, I was the lowest I had ever weighed; I was 6'1 130 lbs.  I had lost around 30 

pounds since the start of the stomach issues began, and I had already been a skinny kid. After my 



issues never really resolved, I was referred to a gastroenterologist, and after a series of 

miscellaneous tests and somewhat invasive procedures, including two endoscopies and a 

colonoscopy, I finally received a diagnosis of around 20-30 stomach ulcers.  I would need to stop 

the acne medication immediately, as it was tied to the development of the ulcers, change my diet 

to foods that avoided irritants to the digestive system, and take a new slew of medications to 

limit my symptoms.  

  Throughout all of this, I had a pretty calm and hopeful attitude.  I never complained about 

the symptoms or called attention to the struggles I was going through. I had told a few of my 

closest friends what I was going through, but it never made me sad or significantly stressed out 

that I had stomach ulcers or that I was nauseous most of the time that I was awake. I had always 

remained hopeful that it would get better or that someday I wouldn't feel constantly in pain or 

nauseous if I did what the doctors recommended and stayed as healthy as I could.  After the two 

weeks that I took off when I first thought it was a bad stomach bug, I didn't miss any school 

again excluding school I had to miss for some of the examinations. The stomach ulcers didn't 

keep me from doing anything that I wanted to do or any goals I wanted to keep. I kept all of my 

grades up and graduated with a 4.0, went to three proms, played varsity tennis each year, and had 

good friends.  Eventually and thankfully, after taking the medicine the doctors prescribed me, 

taking new acne medication (ironically the accutane that I was afraid of taking because of its side 

effects), and avoiding any acidic foods that would make my symptoms worsen, I exited high 

school without stomach ulcers and acne, and being the healthiest I had ever been.  

I think it's difficult to go through a health crisis like that and not have one's worldview 

shaped differently.  I've now come to really appreciate times where I'm feeling healthy because I 

know not only that there are a lot of people suffering due to their health that had it worse than 



me, but also feeling healthy in general is such a blessing that I missed throughout having the 

stomach ulcers.  Going through something like that and remaining resilient really boosted my 

confidence as well.  It made me feel like I had the power to overcome future times of hardship 

should they arise and that I would have the willpower to deal with the harder parts of them 

should they occur.  Lastly, I still struggle sometimes with acid reflux as a constant reminder of 

what damage the stomach ulcers did to me back then and currently, but I'm able to look at it from 

a perspective of "thank God it's only acid reflux" now instead of yearning immediately to feel 

better, like I think most people would.  

 

  



Warren, 25, Freelance Artist/ Web Designer 

 

My definition of resilience is that you are able to make it through hard times no matter what gets 

in your way.  

 

 My story of resilience starts off right after finishing college. I graduated with a degree in 

psychology but had no plan for what I was gonna do after college. I really just didn’t know what 

I wanted to do after school. My dad is a doctor and my mother is a teacher. Because of this, 

education has played an important role in my childhood. I was always a great student in 

highschool and college. The obvious play was to go back to school however I wasn’t too 

interested in this. I had had enough of school for the rest of my life at that point. I felt lost 

because I did not know what to do and I did not feel fulfilled. The only other option is what I 

decided to take. I ended up getting a job as a piano teacher in my neighborhood. I was classically 

trained as a kid so I ended up making some money doing that for a little while. I still wasn’t sure 

what to do at this point because piano was just what I decided to do while making a plan. I still 

did not get any fulfillment from this essentially side project that I was doing. If I didn’t think of 

something, I would have ended up just going to school again. It’s as if the stars aligned at this 

point. I was speaking with a group of my friends and after having a long discussion with one of 

them, I decided to start drawing. My friend was currently attending art school and was a hobby 

animator. I had always loved to draw as a kid and after talking with my friend for a while about 

it, I wanted to pick it up again. I started drawing again on paper and eventually transitioned to 

using a digital tablet. After a few days, I became addicted to drawing and improving at it. I 

would come home and practice drawing every single day. I would constantly have my artist 



friend critique my drawings so I could improve. After weeks of drawing I was convinced to post 

one of my drawings on my twitter. I got a ton of support for my art from friends, people from 

various online communities I was a part of, and even some people that I didn’t even know. I 

grew a small following and made many more artist friends on twitter and eventually I started 

drawing profile pictures and characters for all of my friends. People started asking me to draw 

things for them and that is how I started my career as an artist. At first I would just draw for fun 

but eventually I began to ask people to pay for the drawings and to my surprise people did. I’ve 

been doing commissioned art for about a year and with that and doing some piano lessons still, I 

am able to make a decent living for myself.  

 I think it’s important to remember to do things that make you happy. If you are doing 

something that you do not enjoy, it will rub off on you and your mentality won’t be good. That 

includes surrounding yourself with like minded people who push you to be good. If I didn’t have 

my friends with me, I never would have gotten back into drawing and I never would have 

improved as much as I did.  

 


