
When I left middle school at the age of 13 I was not only graduating from primary to secondary school, but I was also leaving behind my comfort zone by switching to a high school in a new district. This was a very emotionally tumultuous period of time in my life, to say the least. I felt lost and overwhelmed, I was a minnow among sharks swimming all by myself. During this period of time I began recording my thoughts and observations about life in a personal journal—a process I still continue 7 years later. Writing became my outlet not only personally but scholastically as well; my written assignments for school became just another outlet of self-expression and I garnered a newfound appreciation for the art of writing. I eventually mustered up the courage to join my school’s newspaper staff in the hopes of expanding my “audience” beyond just myself and whichever teacher was grading my assignment. It was a bold move on my part and some days I can’t believe I took such a chance and followed my intuition. For the final two years of my high school education I was privileged enough to have a monthly opportunity to finally have a voice in a school where I had otherwise remained silent. Up until that point in time I had not found my niche at school but ultimately my initial struggles led me to really appreciate writing in an entirely new way. For the final issue of our paper my senior year of high school I wrote a column about the finality of graduation and the bittersweet beauty of allowing one phase to end so that another may begin in its place. I took the opportunity to express how grateful I was for getting a chance to voice not only my opinions but the collective opinions of the student body on certain occasions, and for the opportunity to find an outlet that somehow managed to diminish the inherent trauma of adolescense. I’ll never forget the final day of school when a fellow student I really had never gotten the chance to know approached me out of the blue to tell me he appreciated my writing. I’ve never done anything for other people—writing is no exception—but in that moment I felt a sense of validation unlike any I had ever known before. Moments like that don’t come often in this lifetime, but when they occur you never forget them. I will forever be grateful that something as simple as text has the power to inspire and encapsulate something much more complex. Writing became a home for me during this period of my life, and even though I sometimes leave home to pursue other things I will always be able to find refuge in the written word. I know for a fact I would not be the person I am today were it not for the power of writing to give a voice to the voiceless even in the midst of isolation and insecurity.

