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Chapter 1: After My Divorce
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After my divorce, everything changed.

I couldn’t get a place of my own. Rent was too high, my income wasn’t stable, and the life I once knew slowly slipped away. What used to feel normal—having a home, a bed, a place to rest—became something out of reach. I never imagined I would end up living in my car, but life doesn’t always give warnings before it knocks you down.

At first, I kept telling myself it was temporary. Just a few weeks, maybe a month, and I’d get back on my feet. I believed if I worked hard enough, things would turn around quickly. But reality had a different plan.

The hardest part wasn’t losing a place to live. It was knowing I still had to be a father through it all.

My daughter was my world. No matter what was happening in my life, she was the reason I kept pushing forward. I couldn’t let her see me give up. I couldn’t let her think her dad was broken. Even when everything around me was falling apart, I had to stay strong for her.

I remember sitting alone one night, thinking about how everything had changed so fast. Divorce had taken more than just a relationship—it took stability, comfort, and the sense of security I once had. I wasn’t just starting over. I was starting from nothing.

But giving up was never an option.

I knew I had to find a way to survive, to make money, and to keep being present in my daughter’s life. No matter where I slept or how hard things became, one thing stayed clear in my mind: I was still her father, and that responsibility never disappeared.

That was the moment I realized something important.

I might not have a home, but I still had purpose.

And that purpose was her.
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Chapter 2: Living in My Car at 41
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I was about 41 years old when I started living in my car for the first time, right before COVID began. I never thought my life would reach this point, but after my divorce and not being able to get a place, it became my only option.

At first, it didn’t feel real.

I remember sitting in the driver’s seat one night, looking around at the inside of my car and thinking, This is where I sleep now. The front seat, the back seat, the small space that used to just be for driving had become my bedroom, my shelter, and my only safe place. It was a hard reality to accept.

The first few nights were the hardest. I kept adjusting the seat, trying to find a position that didn’t hurt. I moved from the front seat to the back seat and back again, tossing and turning, hoping sleep would come. But sleep doesn’t come easy when your body is cramped and your mind is racing.

I kept telling myself this was temporary.

During the day, I focused on survival. I signed up to drive with different personal delivery companies, knowing it was one of the fastest ways to make money. Every ride and every delivery felt like a small step toward getting back on my feet. I spent hours driving, watching the gas gauge and my earnings at the same time, hoping I could make enough to survive another day.

The car became my routine.

Drive during the day. Find a safe place to park at night. Try to sleep. Wake up and do it all over again.

Some nights were quiet and peaceful. Other nights were filled with worry. I’d look around the parking lot or the street, always aware of my surroundings, always making sure I was safe. Living in a car teaches you to stay alert, even when you’re exhausted.

But through all of it, my daughter stayed on my mind.

Everything I did was for her. Every mile I drove, every delivery I accepted, every long day was about making sure I could still spend time with her. I didn’t want her to feel like she lost her father just because I lost my home.

I told myself that as long as I kept working, kept pushing, and kept believing, things would eventually get better.

Even on the hardest nights, I held onto that thought.

Because at 41 years old, living in a car wasn’t the end of my story.

It was just the beginning of a fight I didn’t know I was about to face.
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Chapter 3: Driving for Survival
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Driving for different ride-share companies became my lifeline.

Every morning, I would wake up in my car, stretch as much as my back would allow, and prepare myself for another long day on the road. There was no real schedule anymore—just the constant need to make money. The more I drove, the better my chances were of getting a hotel room for the weekend so I could spend time with my daughter.

That was always my goal.

Every ride I accepted, every food delivery I picked up, I kept one thought in my mind: This is for her.

Some days were good. I could make steady money, get enough rides, and feel like I was making progress. Other days were slow and frustrating, sitting in parking lots waiting for orders that didn’t come. Watching the app, watching the gas, watching the time—it became a constant mental battle.

But I kept going.

I drove through the afternoons, the evenings, and sometimes late into the night. Fast food stops became my quick meals. Gas stations became my break rooms. Parking lots became my resting places. It wasn’t the life I wanted, but it was the life I had to live to survive.

Saving money for a hotel room wasn’t easy.

It took days of long hours just to afford one or two nights. There were times I would look at my earnings and realize I was still short, and it felt like the ground dropped out from under me. But I refused to give up. I just drove longer, worked harder, and pushed through the exhaustion.

Because weekends mattered.

Weekends meant seeing my daughter.

Sometimes, after a long day of driving, I would call her just to hear her voice. She would ask, “Dad, what are you doing?” and I would say, “Working, sweetheart. Trying to make some money.” She didn’t fully understand everything, but she understood that I was trying.

And that meant everything to me.

When I finally saved enough for a hotel room, it felt like winning a small battle. It wasn’t luxury—it was survival—but to me, it felt like a place where I could be a normal dad again, even if it was only for a short time.

Driving wasn’t just work.

It was my way of holding onto fatherhood.

Every mile on the road was a step toward another weekend with my daughter, another chance to sit with her, talk with her, and remind her that her dad was still there.

No matter how tired I was.
No matter how much my body hurt.
No matter how hard life became.
I kept driving.

Because stopping was never an option.
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Chapter 4: Weekends With My Daughter

[image: ]


Weekends were the most important part of my life.

No matter how hard the week had been—no matter how many hours I drove or how little sleep I got—everything felt worth it when I knew I was going to see my daughter. She was the reason I kept pushing through the long days and painful nights. Seeing her gave me strength that nothing else could.

When I was able to save enough money, I would get a hotel room for the weekend. Those moments felt like a break from reality. For a short time, I wasn’t a man living in his car—I was just a dad spending time with his daughter.

We kept things simple.

We would order takeout and sit on the bed eating together, talking and laughing like everything was normal. Sometimes it was pizza, sometimes burgers or whatever I could afford. It didn’t matter what we ate. What mattered was being together.

I remember one night she was smiling while eating and said, “Dad, this is fun.”
That moment stayed with me. It reminded me that kids don’t care about fancy things—they care about love, attention, and time.
After eating, we would play video games in the hotel room. She would hook up her little game console to the TV and hand me a controller.

“Come on, Dad, you gotta play with me,” she would say with a big smile.

Even when my back hurt, I would sit there and play with her. Sometimes she beat me and laughed, and I would pretend to be shocked and say, “Hey, you’re getting too good at this.” She would giggle and keep playing, enjoying every second.

Those were the moments that made me feel human again.

For a few hours, I could forget about sleeping in my car. I could forget about the pain, the stress, and the uncertainty. In that small hotel room, life felt normal. I felt like a father again, not someone struggling just to survive.

There were also weekends when I couldn’t afford a hotel room.

On those days, I would take her to the park inside the mall in our town. It wasn’t a big place, just a small indoor park where kids could play and run around. But it gave us somewhere to spend time together.

I would sit and watch her play, seeing her smile and laugh as she ran around. Every time she looked back at me and waved, I waved back with a smile, even if inside I was hurting. I didn’t want her to see the struggle—I wanted her to see her dad being present.

Sometimes we would just sit and talk.

She knew I was sleeping in my car. I never lied to her about that. I wanted her to understand that life was hard, but that her dad was still trying. Still fighting. Still showing up.

Some of our deeper conversations happened during those weekends.

One night in a hotel room, she asked quietly, “Dad, why don’t we have a house?”

The question hit me hard. I sat there for a moment, trying to find the right words. I didn’t want to scare her, but I also didn’t want to lie.

“Things are really hard right now,” I told her gently. “But I promise you, one day we will.”

She looked at me and said something I will never forget.

“I believe you, Dad.”

Those words stayed with me long after the weekend ended.

When Sunday came and it was time to take her back, it was always the hardest part. Watching her leave, knowing I was going back to my car, was painful. But I never let her see that pain. I would smile, hug her, and say, “I love you, sweetheart. I’ll see you next weekend.”

Then I would get back in my car and prepare for another week of driving, another week of survival.

But her words always echoed in my mind.

I believe you, Dad.

And that belief gave me the strength to keep going.
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