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Provide a short personal statement or essay (up to 750 words) on a subject that interests you. For example, tell us about an experience or person who has influenced you or explain your perspective on an issue that you feel strongly about. Inform us of any circumstances that you would like the admission review committee to consider. If you would like, you may provide a paper you have submitted for a class. If you already have an essay prepared you may paste text from a word processor in the box below.
In 2001 my father was diagnosed with early onset Alzheimers, he was fifty-five.  Imagine a young man at fifty-five being diagnosed with Alzheimers!   I was nine years old.  I don’t even remember my father with a good memory.  Little did we know that it would go downhill from there and later be diagnosed as Frontal Lobe Dementia.  In eight short years he has managed to forget his first three children, his three grandkids and forget that he is married to his current wife of twenty-five years.  He makes comments to my mother such as; "This is not your house, get out."  "You are not Melinda."  He now lives in a world of his own reality.

This past June, at 10:00 in the morning, dad tried to take Romeo our Bischon for a drive.  When I got home from school at approximately 4:00pm, I pulled into the driveway and saw a little white head in the back of dad’s van.  Romeo had been left in a scalding hot car for six full hours with no ventilation.  When I opened the door to let him out, Romeo jumped into my arms, licking my face.  It was that day that mom decided to take dad's car keys away from him for good.

Dad was recently admitted to the hospital.  One morning my mother was trying to take my father to the senior Day Care Center.  He refused to go.  Instead he insisted on sitting on the corner of Milwaukee Ave to wait for a very famous mobster to show up; Tony Accardo.  My dad had known Tony Accardo when he was younger.  But Tony Accardo has been dead for over ten years.  My dad became extremely agitated when my mother tried to get him into the car and he started running down the street.  Once she finally convinced him to get in the car, she had no choice but to bring him to the hospital and admit him into the psychiatric ward to try and manage his medications.  He resided there for two weeks. There was minimal improvement.  Insurance would no longer pay for his stay.  With no other options, we had to bring Dad home.  

So you can imagine with my mother being a high school administrator, my dad afflicted with this horrible disease, my sister away at college, and me being the only child at home, it can get pretty tough.  My mom’s temper is currently extremely short.  It’s difficult living with the threat every morning of dad not remembering who we are, or even worse not waking up at all.  We 
hired a live-in assistant to help us with dad.  But dad didn’t like having someone else in the house and was very mean to him.  The assistant only stayed for two weeks.  Things are already getting worse.  My father tries to escape out of the house, which is incredibly dangerous because we live off of two major highways, and he often refuses to go to his day program. 

With all of this to think about, I still persevere academically and extracurricularly.  My involvement in plays and theatre at school as well as the musical, five choirs and a full academic load, has helped me forget the crazy life at home and helped me to see the light in the future.  

Thankfully there is a light to this tragedy.  Not only have my mom and I become allies, but also extremely close friends.  That is so much more special than other kids have.  Other kids fight and yell at their parents.  We don’t have the time or desire for that!  Being so close to each other is the reason we are both surviving.  My favorite saying is:” What doesn’t kill you makes you stronger” and this has not killed me yet!  It has only helped to make me take obstacles and bust ‘em down.  If my dad were whole-minded he would explain to me not to put my future on hold for his illness and early death (because this is inevitable).  I know he would want me to succeed.  For both my dreams and his wish, I believe Bradley will help me to achieve my success.   When I visited Bradley, I noted the caring staff, the classes that provided teacher attention, and the overall excellence in education.  The campus made me feel like I was home.  It is because of these reasons that Bradley University is my number one choice for school.

