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Let's get one thing straight; life is NOT a highway. The country musician Rascal Flatt's theory had 

a few major flaws. Highways involve driving the same speed, in a relatively straight line, down the same 
road for long amounts of time. Instead, life is like following a treasure map. Following the map wherever 
it says to go next, and trusting that it will lead you exactly where you need to be. Each one of the little red 
X's on my map symbolize a new beginning, and new discoveries. I have moved eight times throughout 
my life, and have gained new knowledge and experiences every time. While moving was not easy as a 
young girl, as I got older it got progressively harder to break free and start my life again in a new setting 
and community because the connections I made got stronger in each place that I lived.   

 
One of the hardest obstacles in my life was moving from Sarasota, Florida to Alamo, California in 

the summer before 10th grade. After living out the majority of my pre-teen and early teenage years in a 
small town in Florida, I had made deep lasting connections than I had never made before. Moving meant 
pain, and losing the ones I loved. It meant leaving the one place I thought I would stay forever. However, 
I knew I needed a positive outlook, so I forced myself to purposely change my perspective on the whole 
situation. I researched things about the new school I would be attending (the one I go to now: Monte 
Vista), and about the surrounding areas of Walnut Creek, Danville, San Ramon, and Alamo. Doing this 
research got myself excited about all of the amazing places in California and all of the cool new things I 
would be able to experience. I began to look forward to recreating myself and making new friends.  

 
To be honest, it was pretty hard for my whole family when we first moved here. My dad was 

dealing with a new job, new colleagues and a new lifestyle. My mom was faced with a new house, a new 
community, and new people and connections in her life. My sister and I were forced to live with a new 
reality, new friends, and a new school; as well as new extracurricular activities and new environments. 
The expectations for this new situation didn’t really match up to my positive and eager attitude that I had 
at the beginning. It was hard to make new friends and be immersed in a new “culture”: the East Bay was 
so different from Florida. People acted differently, dressed differently, and treated each other differently. 
It was much harder than I thought it would be to still feel excited to live out this new beginning. I didn’t 
really enjoy it too much at the beginning because I felt out of place and lonely. It was really hard for me 
to get through the first year of living here. Having come from a magnet school for the gifted in Florida, 
my parents encouraged me not to take very hard classes my first year in California because they wanted 
me to also be able to focus on all of the new things and relationships I needed to establish in my life in 
order to feel more comfortable and happy in this new place. Everyone in my family slowly began to 
adjust, week by week. We started going to my temple and meeting people there who helped us become 
part of the amazing community that we have grown to love today. I began to meet new friends and make 
new connections with people in every aspect of my life. However, I still wasn’t the person I wanted to be. 
So, I made a conscious effort to make every decision in my life meaningful and tried to interact with more 
people and not discount myself. My parents began to make deeper connections and friendships (either at 
work or in our religious community) and they began to feel more at home. I know it was especially hard 
for my mom at first, because she was very lonely, and had to focus on renovating our home here in Alamo 
which did not go smoothly at all. I think that moving could be harder for adults sometimes because they 
don’t have a guaranteed way to meet people, or a community they are thrown into (example: school or 
youth group.) I also know that my sister had a pretty hard time at the beginning as well. It can be scary to 
be “the new girl” even if you’ve already done it seven times before.  

 
Now that I have been living in Alamo for almost three years, it is entertaining to think back to the 

old times and reevaluate how I treated this move versus the other ones in my life. Even though this move 



was the hardest of all, I realize that the effort I made to have a positive outlook on change and re-
inventing myself had a huge impact on the way my life turned out. I now have the best friends I could 
have ever asked for, and I feel like my true self. I discovered so many things about myself from this big 
move, and have carried them with me throughout the past couple of years. Moving has given me the 
confidence to know that I have the ability to adjust to any new situation that I face. I know how to adapt 
and make the most of what comes my way. That is why I am really looking forward to the next big move 
in my life: college.  College will be another exciting new chapter in my life filled with self-growth and 
development as I pursue my studies in the areas of psychology and communications. I can’t wait for this 
new beginning, and the chance to prove again who I really am. People ask me why I want to go to college 
so far away from home (I will be attending Elon University in North Carolina next fall). The truth is, I 
have learned that my home is where I make it.  

 
I believe that a person’s attitude towards change greatly affects their adjustment ability. My advice 

for anyone who is facing a big move in their life is to greet the change with an open attitude and a smile in 
your heart. I used to dread the word “We are moving” but now I realize that moving is not a time for 
sadness but more of a time for excitement. Moving means fresh surroundings, new opportunities and most 
importantly new self-discoveries. It means meeting new people and making new relationships. Most 
importantly, moving doesn't mean losing a part of me; rather discovering a new piece of myself. I've 
learned that if I trust and follow those little red X's on that map, I'll be closer to finding myself, and end 
up exactly where I'm supposed to be. I might even be able to find some special treasure along the way.  
 
 




