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How North Harris College Has Influenced My Life


Divorce is always a difficult thing to go through, but it seemed especially hard on my family.  I was just seven years old when my parents divorced, and my dad received custody of me and all five of my siblings.  With the divorce came added responsibility for all of us, especially my dad.  In addition to working full time every day, he had to come home each night and play what some might call Mr. Mom.  He made dinner each night, did laundry, and helped each of us kids with our school work.  Long after all this was done, my dad started on his own homework.  On a foldable card table, dad would work late into the night studying for the community education classes that he took at North Harris College.  Dad had been to several community colleges between jobs and babies, but had never received his bachelor’s degree.  But this time Dad was determined:  it was now or never.  With the responsibility of raising five kids on his own, he knew he had to get this degree in order to support the family.  I’m not really sure how long it took Dad to get his degree, but I do remember his graduation.  I don’t think any of the other graduates had as big a cheering section as my dad did.  As he walked across that stage decked out in his penguin suit, he was a great inspiration to me.  


As my own high school graduation drew near, I was ecstatic that I would be able to go to an out-of-state, four-year university.  I would be “living the dream” as my dad put it.  I would be doing all the things my dad had always dreamed of.  I was getting to go away to school, live in the dorms, and experience everything that college was supposed to be!  My dream didn’t last too long though.  College life was completely different than what I had expected, especially at this school of 50,000 students.  My classes were enormous!  My government class alone had 600 students in it.  I rarely, if ever, spoke to a single one of my professors.  There was relatively no teacher-student relationship.  I didn’t like this situation at all.  My grades began to drop, and I felt very discouraged.  I was at the end of my rope when I finally broke down and decided to call Dad.  I explained to him my problem and how I felt.  I was very worried that I would disappoint him and he would lecture me on how lucky I was to be away at school.  Surprisingly, however, he understood completely.  He suggested I should come home and take a few classes at North Harris.  He reassured me that the classes were small and the teachers really did care about me.  They were actually there to teach me, not just try to weed me out of the course.  My dad and I both felt that this was the type of learning structure that I needed.  I have only been here at North Harris for one semester, but already I love it!  I feel I have learned more here in one semester than I did a whole year at my other university.  The teachers aren’t just trying to fail me.  They really want me to learn the subject and to develop a firm basis that will prepare me to transfer to my “dream” college.  North Harris College has not only influenced my life, but has touched two generations of my family.  North Harris isn’t a “dream” college:  it’s a reality!  If a working father and a struggling daughter can make it at North Harris, “Of Course You Can!”   
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