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         Colby Morgan’s Personal Statement
I can vividly remember the night that changed my life forever. My mom stopped

suddenly right before we reached the second floor where our two bedroom apartment was

located.  “I think I’m going into labor,” she looked and said. I was sure this was a false

alarm but my mother, being the precautious woman that she is insisted that we go to the

hospital. She was seen by the doctor immediately while I stayed in the waiting room.

About an hour later my father showed up with a face full concern and frustration from the

long drive from work. Still, not worried I stayed in the lobby. I had finals the next

morning; I can remember flipping through flash cards for biology- mitochondria, lung,

and brainstem. My father walked into the room and sad “You finally have a little sister and she’s three months early.”
Edaja Willis was born at two pounds one ounce. She was extremely small with a

perfect set of lungs that exercised regularly. Finals came and went and I 
graduated Valedictorian of my 8th grade class. My younger sister wasn’t able to attend the

graduation because she was still in the hospital where she remained for two months.

She was home for a month before it was time for me to start high school.

It was a huge transition for me but everything flowed at Northside College Prep; it was like the school was my perfect match. Things at home became a little difficult but I managed to keep everything together. Edaja was settled into our home and our life when my mother made the announcement; there was a second blessing on the way. Sure enough, seven months later, Edgar entered the world, two months early as a beautiful baby boy. But with this bundle of a joy came a delivery that no one in my family was prepared to handle, my mother’s diagnosis with Multiple Sclerosis.

I couldn’t cry and believe me I tried to; I hated myself because I couldn’t, because I didn’t, and because I wanted to. Maybe I didn’t know enough about it. I mean, it wasn’t

cancer, diabetes, or heart disease. At that moment I could see the close bond my mother

and I once shared breaking. I saw all of her dreams die with one blink. Every aspiration

that she had for her family as well as herself was gone in a moment. Life stood at a stand

still for a while with a progressive disease, no direction to go in, and no open doors.

Even though I tried not to be selfish the questions were hitting me like boulders. I

wondered, what about me? And where do I go from here? All I knew was that my mother

couldn’t feel her left side at all, I had to go to school, my dad had to work, my mom

could no longer work, and I had two little people who couldn’t understand but needed me

desperately.

I had to step up to the plate. My mother had always been very strict when it came

down to education.  She loved the idea and tried to open doors for me that weren’t open to her. It hurt that she couldn’t show up to the report card pick-ups or participate in the

PTA. Although lots of kids would have taken advantage of the fact that she couldn’t

reprimand me, I didn’t. I didn’t want to cause her any stress so I tried to maintain things as if nothing was wrong and I didn’t need her to worry about me, besides she had enough to worry about.

With the added stress on my mother I had to deal with many things that wouldn’t

ordinarily be my responsibility. In the past, school was the only thing I had to worry

about. I soon found myself trying to do a complicated juggling act. I was attending an

extremely academically challenging school, I had a mother to help, love, and console, two small children to help care for, a home to keep up, a job to maintain, as well as preserving my sanity. Most times my life seems filled to the brim. I feel like I’m overflowing and my services are being overextended. What’s left for yourself when everyone is taking a piece of you? It’s also extremely painful when the people you love the most don’t recognize you sacrifice. There have been many times where I was surrounded by people but felt that I had no one to confide in, and the only thing there for me was a pillow to catch my silent tears.

At the beginning of my trials I had serious problems that I had to deal with. I

needed someone to play the scapegoat for all of my problems. My younger siblings

were at the receiving end of my resentment. They were the reason my mother was sick,

days were full, pockets empty, and life complicated. With time came maturity and

understanding. I now realize that they didn’t ask to be brought into this world and unlike

my mother they have a long life ahead of them. Just as much as I felt I needed my

mother, they needed me, and I will be there for them. I intend to provide for them the

type of life my mother intended for us all to lead. I will not fall victim to circumstance. I

will step over this presented obstacle like any other.

The thought that I have to continue and keep everything together as my mother

would if she had the strength is what keeps me going everyday. It opens my eyes in the

morning, walks with me on my daily travels, lies awake with me in the dusty dawn, and

most importantly provides light in every dark situation. Some people wonder how I

manage to put on a smile when I have so much to deal with. I feel it’s simply my sense

of foresight. The greater the struggle the greater the reward and I know I have a pot of

gold waiting for me.
