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No One Has Arrived 
-Tana J. Hicks 
 

Reflection is such a unique process and experience. When we do it as an exercise for 

ourselves, which it should usually be, it allows us to recognize our growth, our shortcomings, our 

goals. I usually reserve my self-reflection for birthdays and the new year, but this time, I’m 

looking back at, what I can now say, was a time of turbulence for my family and me. I say 

“turbulence” because that’s the only word that truly fits more than ten years removed from the 

thick of our experience. It was temporary instability, but things smoothed out. 

 As the eldest daughter of three girls, I’ve carried the crown of responsibility—sometimes 

on my head and sometimes in my hand. It’s tough being the oldest, and I’m sure middle and 

youngest children would say the same about their birthing position, but truly, it is hard being the 

oldest, particularly as a girl becoming a woman. I was able to see the best examples of 

motherhood through my mom, grandmothers, and great grandmothers, so as the eldest 

daughter, I was already on my way to mothering my sisters as a helper to my parents. This early 

responsibility subconsciously formed a practice of protecting, providing, defending, and leading. 

To say the least, I became a very strong-willed person very early on.  

My sense of responsibility left no room for indecisiveness, and to this day, I pride myself 

in my ability to make decisions (even when they may be wrong—though they rarely are…) 

because there is no time to dawdle in possibilities. But trouble is on the horizon when you think 

you have your whole life lined up and you know the answers before the questions are asked. Life 

doesn’t always abide by your rules, and I’ve learned this lesson over and over again. 

So when I was a few months away from graduating with my Master’s degree, my dad 

attempted suicide. In the moment, it felt like a complete unraveling of our family, but it wasn’t. 
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This was not only an action that was built on the foundation of several other actions, events, and 

feelings before it, but it was also the first step in reforming and reshaping my dad into the 

person he is today. My life as a kid wasn’t bad. We ate dinner as a family, we played games, we 

went to the park, we went on vacation, all the things you expect a family to do. But we also had 

some tough times. My parents would fight and argue. Glass was shattered, food was thrown, 

doors were slammed. And during those times, I wanted to be anywhere but there.  

I can’t remember if alcohol was at the center of those fights. When I was a kid, I knew my 

parents drank, but they didn’t seem like drinkers. My memory is really fuzzy when I try to think 

about the early days and all those arguments. I remember the arguments, but I don’t remember 

why—I don’t remember the cause—and even as an adult I can’t pinpoint it clearly in my child-

mind. It wasn’t until later that I (and everyone else) noticed my dad’s temper seemed to be 

firmly and intimately paired with several beers. Was this always the case? Or did alcohol enter 

our space and cause all of this to get out of hand? His move from happy and energetic to mad 

and restless was so sudden that we had trouble keeping up with him. We had no idea what 

might shift his mood. 

Before I left for college, I was afraid. Afraid for my sisters, mostly, but generally afraid not 

to be at home to do all the things I had been doing, all the things that I felt were important as a 

big sister and a daughter. I was the protector of my sisters, but I also became the translator 

between my parents, deescalating situations when they’ve simply misunderstood one another. 

I’m not saying they couldn’t survive without me. They did. I just felt the need to be there. But 

again, life teaches us that we don’t really ever have the reins in our hands. We’re here to learn, 

and I quickly learned that my family is and has always been fine without me stepping in. I still do 
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(step in), but I’m mindful that many of these battles are not even mine to fight or even help 

someone else navigate. 

Since my dad attempted suicide just a few months before my Master’s graduation, he 

wasn’t there. He wasn’t able to be there. He’d been in rehab, and by this time, I’m not sure if he 

was released or what, but he wasn’t there. Much of that part of my life is so foggy. I probably 

need therapy if I can’t remember these parts with any clarity. But we all need therapy, truly. Not 

just my family, universally, we all need to engage in some kind of release of all the things that 

we’ve blocked up and stopped up into the corners of our minds. 

It wasn’t until the second time my dad was in rehab that I started to realize that his issue 

was deeply rooted in things none of us knew about and still don’t know about in their entirety. 

And regardless of his past, his present confirmed that he had to pay more attention to his mental 

state—that bipolar depression could not rule how he functioned in the world—that medication 

and therapy were the best options.  It was his second time in rehab that I understood that he 

had to know that we would be on the other side waiting for him if he were willing to put in the 

work to do and be better. It’s his story to carry and to share with whom he pleases. The most 

important thing in what I’ve stated is that it’s his. Not his wife’s, not his daughters’, not his 

mother’s, not anyone but his. And unfortunately, or fortunately, the burdens we carry can either 

destroy us or rebuild us. 

The burden I carried on this journey was believing that I was vital to the well-being of my 

family. I released that long ago. I carried the burden of believing that my parents relationship 

impacted the way that I understood marriage. I released that long ago. I carried the burden of 

wanting to hold my dad accountable for the decisions he made. I can only trust that he has and 
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will do what is best for his mental well-being and the positive relationship he continues to build 

with his family. So I release that one as well. I’m grateful for two parents who live in their truth 

and hide from nothing. I’m stronger, better, and wiser because of them. My mom is the rock of 

our family, and she always says “no one has arrived,” meaning that we’re all on the road to 

becoming who we are, no one is done, no one is perfect. I certainly am not done, but I know that 

I wouldn’t be the person I am today without those years of turbulence.  

 
  


