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Finding resolution
helps cope with
tragedies of 2016
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“New year, new me”: A concept that is widely
overused and generally short lived.
Never in my 17 years in life have I ever really had
a real “New Year’s resolution.” Maybe I have uttered
the words, “This year, I’ll practice softball more” or
“this year, I’ll stop procrastinating.” But those words
are forgotten just as quickly as I can say “new year,
new me.”
This year is different, though.
Not in the cheesy way. Not in the “Okay but seriously, this year I really will lose that 10 pounds” way.
This year I am different.
I am striding into 2017 with a heart filled with
new experiences -- not necessarily good ones.
My heart has never truly felt pain until 2016.
Never had I genuinely felt heartbreak.
Yeah, maybe I felt like I’d never get over that guy
freshman year, and I really was crushed when my dog
passed away when I was 15, but this -- what I felt in
2016 -- is different.
I am striding into 2017 with a heart that has
mourned. A heart that has grieved. A heart that has
lost someone too soon, that has been broken apart and
then taped back together all in the same name.
So, with my new
emotions still just settling into my memories, I have made
myself a couple of
real New Year’s resolutions.
This year, I will
wear my seat belt. No
matter whose car I’m
in, where I am, or
where I’m going. I will
be buckled up.
This year I will tell my brother I love him more
often, because I do, and he needs to know. It may
make him laugh, or he may shrug it off, but at least
he knows.
This year I’ll give my parents more reasons to be
proud of me because I know it’ll brighten their day to
know I’m doing great things.
This year I will NEVER hesitate to call up that
one friend that never ceased to make me laugh, the
friend that I always had a good time with, but for
some reason I didn’t talk to much anymore. Because
you never know what will happen. Because one day I
might not have any more good times with that person.
And one day, that one friend, even if they weren’t a
best friend, that one friend might be gone.
This year I have a new angel looking down on me
and all her other friends she left behind, and this year,
I want to honor her and carry on her spirit.
Because even though she and I had drifted apart
in her last couple of months, she has forever left her
mark on me.

I am striding into 2017
with a heart that has
mourned. A heart that
has grieved.
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New year, new me
2017-- a year of new
beginnings and ends
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This is the year of my independence -- the year
I graduate the high school. The year of just as many
lasts as there will be firsts.
Looking forward into this next year, and even
the next six months, summons the most bizarre combination of jittery eagerness, paralyzing fear and pure
excitement. Ah, the beauty of the wildly unknown.
And there’s good reason for this. Pretty soon I’ll
be departing from everything I’ve ever known and
entering a new chapter of life, fundamentally different from anything I’ve experienced before.
And when this realization hit me as I poured my
routine cup of coffee on the morning of Jan. 1, 2017,
I stopped. I realized then that there was only one real
way to move forward into this year, into these new
experiences, into this year of so many unknowns.
With full force. With open arms.
Jump.
To my peers, my fellow Pioneers of the Unknown: go forward into every day knowing that this
is YOUR year. Make these last few months of high
school everything that you want them to be.
Do so many things with your friends; go for that
midnight drive. Get up and watch the sunrise. Go to
that very last home basketball game. Have sleepovers.
Dance at prom. Smile at the teacher who’s helped you
out a lot. Hug your friends. And hey, even hang out
with your family a little bit. Savor it.
Because the people you know now, the people
you go to class with every day, the people you come
home to, the people you spend your weekends with
-- those people know you like no one else ever will.
There’s probably even a few of them who you have
never not known. They’ve seen you grow from a child
to an adult. They played tag with you on the play-

ground. They were right beside you during your seventh grade awkward phase, braces, bad haircut and
all. They sat in your first car. Worked at your first job.
Shared a first kiss.
They have an understanding of you and the
place you’ve grown up together that no one else
does, and the memories you have together are something that can’t ever change. They’re pure. They’re
gold. They’re like these bright little strands of life
that string together to make up the intricate fabric of
Who You Really Are. So keep them going, and hold
on to them when it’s time to move on.
And as far as the second half of the year goes,
do the same.
From the day you step into your new setting -whether that’s a college campus, a foreign country or
somewhere in between -- make it yours.
Wake up each and every day and make the decisions that you want to make. Be the person you want
to be, because nothing is holding you back. Utilize
every new opportunity to meet new people, try new
things, see new sides to everything.
Because after the bittersweet sting of leaving
home and moving on passes, you’re left with something you’ve never experienced before. A blank slate.
A fresh start. And now you have the tools and the
confidence and the wisdom to make it yours, and be
the person who does the things you’ve always wanted to do.
And of course, there will be hardship. You’ll fall
down. You might even experience some failure. But
get back up and keep going knowing that you are
loved by so many and this life is long and unpredictable, and every day dawns with new opportunity. So
it’s ok to fall. It’s ok to fail. Because things will always
pick back up, new things will present themselves,
and the sun will always rise.
Throw yourself into the thick of it. Submerge
yourself into every experience. Take nothing for
granted.
Treat each and every day like Jan. 1.
Make this year the year of you.
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