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 One must persevere – while the connotation of perseverance has taken on a very different 

meaning in the 21st century, it’s adapted to meet a whole new spectrum of challenges and humanistic 

anxieties. It’s a word loaded with inspiration, to put one foot in front of the other though our last step 

had faltered. Perseverance allows me to do so much more than to merely exist; it causes me to faithfully 

persist and function amiably in the real world.  

Perseverance seems to be a trait that I inherited from my father, who superseded the lowly 

expectations set for him. My father – the man who serves as my greatest inspiration – grew up in an 

impoverished family: a small house out in the country with three bedrooms where he shared a bed with 

his brother and sister. His father was a violent drunkard and a man who couldn’t offer a bit of inspiration 

to anyone. Instead of settling for a lowly job, my dad left it all behind, worked his whole life in law 

enforcement, and achieved many of the things his family coveted – a nice house, family vacations, and 

every man’s true necessity in life: a bass boat. I remember always wanting to follow in my father’s 

footsteps and to one day have a badge of my own, but he taught me to set my sights on something 

bigger. Like the flashing lures that attracted the largemouth bass we reeled in on those summer days, 

my father told me to never settle. I was destined for a university education. 

Even when a certain goal doesn’t seem immediately obtainable, it shouldn’t deter someone 

from pursuing their ambitions. Maybe it was the economy or some issue I was too young to understand, 

but the money my family had wasn’t there like it used to. It became pretty obvious that I was going to 

have to work for what I wanted, so I got busy. In half the time it takes the average student to earn their 

Associate’s degree at my hometown community college, I had. I found work here and there until I 

landed a gig at an organic farm sanctuary. I rose the ranks quickly and eventually became head farm 

manager, where I distributed tasks among the workers (who were all years older than me, strangely 

enough), handled public relations, and personally took care of every single animal on the farm. I went 

home covered in filth every day, but the pay was decent and it inspired a sense of liveliness. After nearly 

two years of working every day of the week and stashing my paychecks, I had enough saved up to move 

on to college. The obvious choice – as it’s always been – was Virginia Tech. When the acceptance letter 

came, I’ll never forget how happy everyone was for me. I was going to be the first person in our family 

to have gone to a four-year university – a feeling that’s as honorable as it is daunting. I packed my car to 

the brim and took off for Blacksburg. I never glanced into the rear view mirror.     

As prepared as I thought I was, I had no idea how big of hole college would put in my pocket. 

That very first painful tuition payment was like I’d offered a piece of myself to Virginia Tech, watching as 

all that money slowly but surely vanished from my bank account. Before long, it was all gone. I still had 

two semesters left in my education. My parents simply couldn’t help me out and I had no other 



benefactors. It was all me. So what’s there to do other than to persevere? I wanted that degree more 

than anything else and nothing was going to stop me. As bleak as it may have seemed, I could do 

something about it. In the summer of 2013 while everyone else headed home, I made the decision to 

stay in Blacksburg to look for work. I’d already had an occupation on the side at Deet’s Place, the 

student-run coffee shop, but it wouldn’t help pay the bills when the semester ended. I remember 

getting a call back from who would soon become my future employer. So I said I’d love the opportunity 

to come work for her, the interview went well, and before I knew it I was wearing a polo shirt with the 

restaurant’s name embroidered across my chest. I’d had experience in the food industry before, but this 

was truly one of those “out of the frying pan and into the fire” kind of experiences. James Joyce once 

wrote in Ulysses that “A man of genius makes no mistakes; his errors are volitional and are the portals of 

discovery.” Well, neither James Joyce nor Stephen Dedalus ever worked in a Thai restaurant, but in this 

the case the only way I was going to learn was from my mistakes. If you drop a plate, then use a firmer 

grip the next time. If you forget what appetizer table four ordered, next time remember to keep your 

pen glued to the pad and your ears open. The list goes on and it certainly took a great deal of mistakes 

to get the hang of things. When school finally started up again I could barely prepare myself for the work 

load, but I’d become so skilled at my job that it became like clockwork. Read this, read that, take this 

Pad Thai to table four, write a paper, sir can I get you something to drink?, on and on. I’ve never juggled 

before, but this was as close as I’d come to it. I had to get the bills paid somehow and I wasn’t about to 

let some petty financial burden rob me of my ambitions.  

So how exactly does this sentiment of perseverance prepare me for future endeavors? What 

kind of correlative skill can I extract from birthing pygmy goats on a farm, shuttling plates of Thai food to 

expectant customers, and hitting the books every moment I could? There isn’t so much a specific skill I’ll 

be taking with me into my future career. It’s a state of mind – an unwavering sense of dedication to my 

cause, which in a nutshell, is striving for success. It’s a stretch, sure, but isn’t life itself all about 

compacting all our experiences into something of greater worth? When you work so hard for something 

that so many others are merely given, it shows. I saw something that wasn’t up for the taking in the 

same sense that it was for others, but I knew there was a means to seizing it. In the moments I spend 

with my father, there’s a mutual satisfaction in knowing that we’re one day closer to seeing the fruits of 

our efforts. He was in my shoes at one point, though not in the same circumstances. His own struggle 

gives me the driving ambition to persevere to the end. So I did, I have; and it went as such “- take this 

Pad Thai to table five, and here’s your diploma.” 


