The best experience of my life is a difficult statement to evaluate. I have lived an extremely rewarding life, and although a few instances and memories rise above the others, it is not easy to choose just one. Just by contemplating what the best experience of my life is, it helps to put some of the events of my life into perspective. In retrospect one of the happiest and most rewarding memories I have is my seventeenth birthday.
It wasn’t that I had an incredible party or anything like that. Something very important happened when I turned seventeen; I became a licensed driver. That feeling alone made all the hours of riding in the car with my mom in the passenger seat seem worth it. The whole day was almost surreal. It began with a trip to the department of motor vehicles. Ironically enough, every other time I have been to the DMV since then was terrible. The most surprising and wonderful thing happened to me when I came home.

My grandfather had been living at my house for several years. He approached me with a small gift wrapped box. I was very curious as to what he could have gotten me, my grandfather had a very meager pension and I did not expect much. I was shock to discover that in the box was the key to his car. He gave me the only thing that he actually owned. I was so moved by what he did, I was nearly speechless. Although I did not own the car, I had to share it with him; the gesture alone showed me just how much he cared about me. 

This was the best experience of my life, not just because I had the freedom of being able to drive anywhere; but because it reminded just how important I was to my grandfather. He was a man who never had much his entire life, but he loved me enough to move from Florida to New Jersey just to see me grow up. What he gave me in that box was much more than just a key.  

