[bookmark: _Hlk209102234]Growing up I had difficult life. I didn’t have a mother figure consistently in my life. She always chose men and heroin over me. My father was in and out of jail so his side of the family stopped reaching out. I only had my grandma.
It was December 16th, 2019 and I was twelve years old. I was watching “Marley and Me” with my grandma when my caseworker knocked on our front door. He told me I was leaving for a couple of weeks to stay with my aunt, who I saw standing by her car in the driveway. I was angry, confused and scared. My grandma helped me pack my bags with sorrow on her face. She was so disappointed in herself for feeling like she failed me. I walked to my aunt’s car; scared, confused, disappointed because I felt like I failed myself. The car ride with my aunt was dreadful. She didn’t speak to me the entire two-hour ride. I ended up living with her and her wife for a year and two months. During that time, I had run away from her house twice. I didn’t feel like I belonged there. However, I had to realize that this was also a change for them. January 26th, 2021 I was with my sister and her boyfriend to go out to eat and hang out. That night her boyfriend shot her right in front of me. I was an emotional wreck. My aunt and her wife told my caseworker they couldn’t handle me anymore, that I was too emotional and out of control. 
Three weeks later my caseworker came to my aunt’s house and told me to pack my bags, that I was going to a foster home two hours away from where I was at. During the ride to my new home, I thought maybe I could have a family with parents who actually love me. Whenever we pulled into their driveway, I felt nervous. A woman and a man came out of the front door and introduced themselves and said they have three boys inside. Immediately I put my guard up. The foster mother and foster father started telling me their rules. Throughout the first few days they didn’t engage with me at all, only to force me to go to church. After three months of being with them I ran away in the middle of the night with a boy. I thought this boy loved me, but he held me hostage and sexually and physically assaulted me. The police found me fourteen hours later. That was when I stopped trusting people all together. When my caseworker saw me, he was angry and told me I was going to placement. I was in Adelphoi for a year and three months. 
In September 2023, I got discharged from placement and sent with my biological mother, who I barely knew. Living with my mother was very difficult. She would always find ways to pick a fight with me. Her boyfriend would sexually assault me. One day I just ran away. I packed ALL of my things that I had at her house and left with my friend. My mom called me once during that time, just to ask me if I knew our Netflix password. I felt unloved and uncared for like I didn’t even matter to anyone. I eventually went back to placement. 
That’s when I came to Bethesda, November 3rd, 2023. I was angry and did not want to be here at all. I was on an Intensive Treatment Unit (ITU) at first, when I started participating the program and opening up in therapy. I completed the level system on the ITU and moved onto the group home in January 2024. I ended up getting a job and went to public school. I was doing well until something just changed. I ran away from work one day and I went to Philadelphia; I had nowhere to go and a man picked me up on the street and from there I was sex trafficked for almost two months. The police found me and I felt so relived. I was in the hospital with serious injuries. I went back to Bethesda three days later and it was completely different this time. My dad passed away in April of 2025 and the staff and kids supported me more than I could have imagined. I was so much more open because I needed help. I knew I had to accept it if I really wanted to change. It was challenging at first to start trusting but eventually I became close with a staff that was actually a kid in Bethesda a couple years prior. She made me feel like I finally belonged somewhere. I then started getting close with more staff and peers. One school staff in the alternative education side of Bethesda opened up to me about similar traumas to mine and then I felt comfortable opening up, and because our traumas where so similar I didn’t feel like I was a lost cause. A teacher on the alternative education side of Bethesda made me realize how much my worth was. 
Being here changed my life. I wouldn’t be the person I am today if I hadn’t opened up. There is a dirt bike program that is very fun and can be therapeutic. I’ve had two therapists here who have helped me. I have a trauma therapist who has worked so hard with me to work through my trauma. Bethesda has helped me work on my relationships with my family as much as they could. They also helped me find a mentor. Realizing I had to open up and work on myself for the better was the best decision I have made. I will be 18 in January of 2026, and I am leaving with the mentor Bethesda helped me find. She is planning on adopting me. I still keep in contact with my grandma and siblings. As far as contact with my mom we have inconsistent contact. 
A lot of people view Bethesda as “the bad kids”. Most of us girls came from an unstable household or no home at all. This place is what you make it. Bethesda has never given up on me and I couldn’t thank them enough. This is where I’ve called home for two years. Some of the staff at Bethesda are a big part of my life. I’ve formed connections that will stay with me forever. 
