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Personal Statement 

I sat there thinking about the decision I was about to make.  My father presented me with the question 

whether or not I wanted him in his life.  He told me that I would have to make the decision and that it was my 

choice to continue our relationship together.  At first I was confused why I had to be the one to make this, but as 

I thought more deeply about it, I realized my father did not want to have any more ties to his three sons.   

My father left my mother, two brothers, and me when I was four years old.  We were left with the 

house, but my mother worked three jobs to support us. She had no option but to leave her three sons with a 

babysitter to supervise, and my father legally forced to watch us on the weekends.  As time passed, my mother 

needed time for herself, and we went to my father’s on the weekends.  He had no intentions of having us stay 

with him, so we slept on the floor and played with his office supplies, while he watched the game on TV.  

As we got older the conversation continued to stay the same, but now he remarried a woman I still have 

never met. We saw our relationship with him growing distant.  My brothers retaliated with anger, refusing to 

visit and hating him for him leaving us.  I was more curious about figuring out what role my father played in my 

life.  He was a financial provider, paying child support to my mother and obligated to see us when we could 

not afford a babysitter.  She always said it was the best interest that we see our father because he helped 

create us.  

I was the first of my siblings to get accepted into college.  I was unsure of what I wanted to do, so I 

spent the first two years feeling lost and deciding on a major.  When I was in high school I excelled at art, but 

according to my father majoring in art and making it a career was a sissy path to follow.  He told me I will 

never make money to support myself, and a wiser career in business or computer technology would get me a 

well paying job like he had done.  Hoping to make my father happy, I majored in computer science. 

I fell into a major depression after my first year of college; frustrated with my major, and wanting to take 

courses I was interested in.  The first semester of my sophomore year I took an introduction to photography 

course that opened up my passion for art.  I excelled quickly at the course.  My professor saw talent and 

potential in me and asked why I had never done photography before.  I explained my father’s reasons for not 

having art as a major.  She encouraged me to take the second part of the class, and I fell in love with the 

medium. Finally feeling happy, I quickly switched to a fine arts degree,.  The decision made it clear that I was 

going to continue with art regardless what my father thought. 

Continuing to pursue the arts has opened up a true joy for me. Artistic and academic achievements led 

my junior and senior years of college, pushing me to the top of my class.  My photography professor still 

continues to support my work since I have graduated, urging me to pursue my passion for the arts. The many 



  
supportive figures I have met along the way allowed me to transform my lack of self-confidence to a more 

assertive and self-assured artist.  This determination led to my acceptance to the School of the Museum of Fine 

Arts, where I completed my Master’s degree.  My father said I would never succeed as an artist, but I know I 

have made the decision that makes me happy.   Every time I pick up the camera, or make any new artwork, I 

am constantly reassured this is the right decision I made and feel my fulfillment as an artist. 


