
My parents got divorced when I was six years old and that soon became the norm for me. 
Since I was so young I don’t even really remember what it felt like to have two parents in one 
household. Soon after they split up, my mom decided to leave and move four hours away. This 
made it really difficult to see her, so I only saw her once a month. After a while, my dad really 
got things under control and became both my mom and dad. He would get up early and make me 
lunch every single day. He worked and traveled for almost the entire day so he set up carpools 
and made sure I got to and from school. It was really difficult being alone at such a young age 
but I recognized the position he was put in, so I never complained. When he eventually got home 
after work, before he did anything else he would make dinner. I never knew how good of a cook 
my dad was until he was forced to make me dinner every single night. Looking back at all the 
major milestones growing up, my dad was the one that taught me everything. He taught me how 
to tie my shoes, to read, to ride a bike, and be a good person. Growing up with mainly just my 
dad definitely made our bond a lot closer and really distanced me from my mom. It was always 
really hard seeing my classmates run to their moms after school. Everytime the moms in my 
carpool would drop me off I could tell they felt bad about me being home alone all the time and 
would always offer for me to come over until my dad came home. Being alone did not really 
bother me and I eventually began to love the feeling of going home, making myself a snack, and 
just having time to decompress.  

All the time spent alone from such a young age really gave me a great sense of 
independence. From such a young age, I was forced to mature faster than all my peers. 
Completing my homework and going over to check it was my responsibility not my dad’s. I 
started to pick up random chores around the house because I realized that my dad had limited 
time when he was home and I wanted to make his days a little easier. Before I left elementary 
school, I was doing my own laundry, vacuuming, cleaning the dishes, and making grocery lists. 
If I wanted to play any sports, I had to figure out a carpool system to help me get to both the 
practices and games. Having just one parent really challenged me and almost required me to 
grow up sooner rather than later. Even today, I compare situations with my roommates and 
realize how much their parents are involved in their lives. For example whenever they have car 
problems their parents will research where they need to take their car, what the problem is, and 
what they need to do to get it fixed. Whereas I will Google the issue and then Youtube how to fix 
it. As I have gone to college, the independence compared to my peers has significantly lessened 
since we all are removed from our parents. But there are still numerous occasions where it is 
evident that I do not rely on my parents.  

For me, resilience means that you can go through a hardship in your life and not let it 
negatively impact you. Instead you use it to grow or be a learning experience. People can either 
dwell and let something ruin their lives, or they can pick themselves up and try to overcome it. 
There were endless opportunities for me to never get in my carpool and just not go to school. I 
did not have a parent watching me to make sure I got ready in time and made it to school. I did 
not have to complete my homework and double check it because no one was home. Instead of 



just spending all my time doing nothing, I utilized all the time I had alone before my dad came 
home. I managed to maintain all incredible grades and push myself to excel in school rather than 
fall behind. And that is what resilience is to me.  


