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What does home mean to me? Well I’m currently stuck at home, definitely a little stir crazy, 
definitely a little tired of online school, online zoom calls, online everything in the midst of the 
coronavirus. But this time away from school and friends and sports and church and life in 
general has taught me more than I ever imagined. It has made me realize that home is not 
simply one place but wherever you make memories with those you love the most. 

Growing up, I was blessed with a beautiful house to call home and an amazing (sometimes 
crazy) family of 5. I’ve lived in the same house for 18 years now, and I can’t imagine saying 
goodbye for good. I know I am not attached to the physical home itself but all the memories I 
associate with it. The time we got our first puppy Bella. Jumping into the swimming pool for the 
first time. Family Christmas parties. Campfires. Meeting my best friend Molly. Getting our third 
pup Benny. Saying goodbye to Bella. Saying goodbye to my eldest sister as she headed to 
college. And I’m next. SLU is not so far at all, but I don’t think I have the heart to completely 
leave the city I’ve always known as home. 

 
As much as I hate going to school somedays, being at home has made me realize that I really 
took the memories from Marquette for granted. Knowing I may never take the field again as a 
lacrosse player has been hard to swallow but has made me realize that my team makes me feel 
at home. Simple things like walking through the halls, saying hi to a favorite teacher, laughing 
with friends at lunch suddenly seem like home because what was once normal are now 
memories I can’t get back. Had I known it would be the last time I would see my friends for 
weeks that thursday before spring break, I would’ve given them the biggest hugs I could have. 
Had I known I might not get to experience a normal senior prom or graduation, I would’ve had a 
greater appreciation for every other moment of senior year. Suddenly from the outside looking 
in, I would give anything to be back, because in a weird way, school is home. School is where I 
met my friends and made some of my greatest memories. 

 
Even more so, my church feels like home. Being at youth group, surrounded by the spiritual 
family I have become so close to feels like home. I took for granted the great gift of simply being 
in community with others, in the presence of the people that have become my best friends. But 
that’s how I know it’s home--because of the memories that make it just that hard to let go of and 
be apart from during quarantine.  

When this is all over, the world may immediately resume all the chaos and busyness. But I also 
think this time has shown us that home isn’t always just a physical place. Home can be found 
anywhere you’re making memories with those you love. Memories that we so often take for 
granted until we can’t experience them anymore. As I try to see the positive in this difficult 
situation, I am so grateful that it has shown me what it truly means to be at home.  

 
 



 
 

 


