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EXCERPT 
 
 

“My parents were the first true loves of my life. I felt safe with them and in our family home. 

Our home was warm and welcoming, and my parents always made us a priority in their lives. I 

knew I could depend on them, and they were predictable, which was the best feeling in the world. 

I never had to worry about my parents not being there for me or not being supportive. It didn’t 

matter what kind of day I had either. When I got home I knew they would be there and everything 

would be okay. I do not remember a time at this age of when I felt disappointment or anger 

towards my parents.  When the bus would drop me off after school I couldn’t wait to get inside. It 

was my safety net, and I could breathe. If Dad was off that day he would be home waiting. If he 

was working the day shift, I knew there would probably be a love note from Mom. Every day on 

her lunch hour she would come home and begin prepping the meal we were eating that evening. 

They were always there for me, always a constant, and now what?” 

 


