I walked into Bethesda carrying a lifetime on my back. Abandonment. Broken trust. Self-hate. Hurt. PTSD. Anxiety. And anger – a kind of anger that eats at you from the inside.
I was angry I didn’t have a mom. Angry at my dad. Angry at the world. Angry because it was easier than feeling the pain. At first, I thought that was all I’d ever be.
But my therapist looked me in the eye and told me something I didn’t believe. “Life is not about anger. Its not about being chained to the past. Its about building a future – even if you have to do it one broken piece at a time”.
At first, I didn’t believe her. I thought my story was already written. But day by day, piece by piece, I started to fight. Not with my fists. Not with my attitude. But with grit, with hope, with the tiniest spark of belief that maybe – just maybe – I was more than my pain.
I was close to going home… I could feel it. After everything I’d been through, I thought maybe the worst was finally behind me. I started to picture what life would look like outside these walls – freedom, family, a fresh start. For the first time in a long time. I let myself hope.
But here’s the truth: I never realized how much I had lost until I did. I took my home passes for granted, treating them like they would always be there. I didn’t see how valuable they really were. And then, once they were gone, I finally understood. The freedom, the time, the chance to be with family – it was all ripped away, and I couldn’t get it back. That loss hit me harder than I expected, and it made me see things in a way I never had before.
And just then, just like that everything came crashing down. My dad went to jail. The floor dropped out from under me, and suddenly everything I had been holding onto felt like it was ripped away. I remember thinking, “why me? Why again?” It felt like the universe was reminding me that I didn’t get to have peace, that no matter how hard I tried, life would always find a way to knock me back down.
The old me would have let that moment destroy me. I would have shut down, drowned in anger, and let the pain take over. But something was different this time. Instead of giving up, I stayed. Instead of running, I fought.
It wasn’t easy. There were days I felt like breaking all over again. Days I questioned if I had the strength to keep going. But little by little, I realized I wasn’t fighting alone. Bethesda was fighting with me. They stood beside me when I wanted to quit, and they reminded me that even in the darkest moments, I still had a future worth reaching for. 
And then, something incredible happened. I began to see myself differently. I wasn’t just the broken, angry girl anymore. I found strength I didn’t know I had. I found hope I thought was gone forever. I started to see a future where I wasn’t just surviving – I was building something better.
This past year, I’ve faced myself in ways I never thought possible. I’ve learned to handle my emotions, speak my truth, and to stop letting anger control me. I’ve learned how to care for my body, how to keep routines, how to stay healthy and strong. For the first time in my life, I can look in the mirror and not see someone I hate – I see someone I’m proud of becoming.
Bethesda has given me more than healing. They’ve given me direction. They’ve shown me I can dream, and they’ve given me the tools to chase those dreams. One of those dreams is to become a lawyer. To take everything I’ve lived through and use it to fight for people who feel powerless, for people who need someone in their corner the way I once did. And Bethesda believes in me. They are supporting me, encouraging me, and even giving me the chance to visit colleges so I can see my future with my own eyes.
I walked into Bethesda full of anger. I’m walking out with strength.
I walked in chained to my past. I’m walking out ready to build my future.
I walked in broken. I’m walking out unshakable.
This is not the end of my story.
This is the beginning.
And I promise you – the world is going to hear my name. 
