
T
he roads in Tucson, Ariz., 
are notoriously ragged. 
Pitted with potholes like 
mini craters, blacktop 

scarred with serpentine squiggles 
of asphalt filler, crumbling rubble 
at the edges. All of it rattling your 
car, setting your teeth on edge.

That’s why, when you hit 
smooth, freshly paved stretches, 
you’re grateful. 

2018 felt like those roads: a 

rough ride that’s finally yielding to 
smoother pavement. 

Last year, I was on the tail end 
of a 2 1/2-year odyssey across 
several states — the continuation 
of a midlife gap year during which 
I relocated from Tucson to be close 
to my mom in Florida, who’s in the 
advanced stages of Alzheimer’s 
disease and was facing eviction 
from her memory-care facility. 

During the last 12 months, I 

struggled to keep my head above 
water — emotionally, financially 
and physically. 

In the midst of dealing with seri-
ous family issues, I was treated for 
anxiety, depression and insomnia, 
which began to affect my liveli-
hood and my life. 

I felt like I was battling wars on 
every front, and there was no sign 
of victory.

I’ve returned to my beloved Ari-
zona, now a happy homebody after 
what turned out to be a turbulent 
and emotionally trying time. 

My mother’s housing situation is 
now secure, and the family issues 
are slowly resolving. I’ve regained 
my footing and sense of self. My 
emotions are back on track. I’m 
writing again, and it feels good. 
Optimism is like the Southwestern 
sun on my shoulders. 

Now that I’m not drowning in 
daily distress, I can see the valu-
able lessons in life’s valleys, and I 
can catalog these universal truths 
I’ve learned:

• Acknowledge both the shadow 
and the light of challenging 
situations 

• Honor your body: Run hard 
when you must, rest when you 
need to 

• When overwhelmed, resolve to 
do one next thing, not everything

• Admit vulnerability and accept 
not just advice, but actual help

• Accept that some lessons are 
learned through pain 

• Allow that you don’t know — 
and can’t control — what happens  

• Be open; you don’t know what 
shape salvation will take

• The journey may not be over  
There are still many, many 

bumpy roads in the Old Pueblo. 
But today, as I glide my car over 
new asphalt, this thought comes to 
mind: “The road crews are making 
progress.” 

And so am I.   PR
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Road to 
Resilience

Even in the midst of a chaotic journey, 
there are lessons to learn
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