
 
“What Home Means To Me”- Jazzie Adler 
I was nine. At the time, I didn’t understand what the yellow paper with bolded letters reading, 
“Notice : Foreclosure” taped on my front door meant. What I did know was that just a few 
months ago, we turned on our TV, and watched my dad’s job literally explode in front our eyes 
on live news. He worked for a company called Praxair, and he was told there was a chemical 
gas leak, and that it simply wasn’t good. To this day, I can still so vividly see my family circled up 
around the television, watching with tears in our eyes. We had just signed on our house. Now, 
no source of income. Our “American dream” had went up in flames. 
 
This season of life was so painful for my whole family, yet none of us would trade it for the 
world. My mom came across this scholarship opportunity, and read the information to me about 
it with tears in her eyes, because our idea of “home” before actually losing our home was so 
minuscule. My childhood, growing up on that beautiful farmhouse, on acres and acres of 
property, was beautiful. I was homeschooled with my four younger siblings. We would spend 
our days running around outside barefoot. We would jump on the trampoline, bake with our 
mom, and catch lightning bugs in the creek. But looking back now, in those moments, it wasn’t 
the things that made those memories so precious. It was the people. When we had lost 
everything, we still had everything because we had one another. 
 
There is this stereotype that all teenagers are wild and want nothing to do with their families. For 
me, I’m the exact opposite. At a young age, I was blessed with a glimpse of what truly matters. 
Yes, I said blessed. While some may hear my story and feel pity for me, I am thankful that God 
gave me lens to see life through a deeper perspective. Even in the moments of the unknown, 
my parents instilled in me compassion. When you personally experience poverty, you begin to 
realize that just like you yourself has a story, so does the man with a scruffy beard and tattered 
clothes, holding a cardboard sign on the side of the street. 
 
Throughout my four years of high school, I have worked with organizations like the St. Louis 
Dream Center, the Big Brothers Big Sisters Club, the Christian Activity Center of East St. Louis, 
Street Reach, Shriners Hospital, and BreakDown. I believe that it isn’t just the privileged that 
deserve to be seen. The orphaned, the sick, the homeless, and the depressed. The outcasts, 
the drug dealers, and the prostitutes. And you and me. We all have stories. 
 
I know that when I walk across that stage to receive my diploma, and eventually leave for 

college in Nashville, Tennessee, that my legacy will not be left in vain. I loved with everything I 

had, and people have come to respect my genuinity and kindness, especially in the world that 

we live in today. While a house is a place that you live, I think home is actually within the people 

we love. I hope that I can always be a safe, non-judgemental place where people feel they can 

come and share their hearts with me. The same way that my family has always been there for 

me, throughout the many different seasons of my life, I have already experienced these past 

eighteen years. 

 

 


