When I got the news I was coming to Bethesda, I had the same negative connotation the community of Meadville has. Not for the same reason. I judged the dignity of staff, not the kids. I did not believe they would help me here but, instead add more trauma like other facilities. Bethesda is a long way from home. It is new for me being so far away from my family. I felt scared more than anything. There was no guarantee that I would be safe. Why should I have been expected to be happy and positive about being signed over to strangers? 
My life consisted of talking about my problems, I pleaded for help. In the early years of my life, I had hope of finally being saved. The repetitiveness of asking for help, telling my life story put a dark hole of negativity in my head. I come from a difficult family. My father was in and out of prison my entire life. When he wasn’t in jail he was beating my mom or me. Domestic abuse is a common thing in my family. 
My brothers were born when I was seven and eight years old. My mom is a work alcoholic and her absence forced me to take sole responsibility of my brothers. Eventually I started to misbehave. I hung out with the wrong type of people and purposely put myself in dangerous situations. This was all for attention, no matter good or bad. I simply did not care.
When I arrived at Bethesda I brought my baggage of severe PTSD, depression, anxiety, OCD, BPD, and loads more. I was scared of everything. I had an unhealthy distain for my mother. No self-respect.  My life was hanging by a thread. If it was not for my brothers I do not believe I would be alive to tell this story. 
Although I have only been here for a short amount of time, I have grown tremendously. In many ways I do not recognize my growth. I tried to push aside the staff, and therapists. However they never left my side. My first day here was a culture shock. I was given the possibility of having a choice in my life. People are here for me. I am finally able to lean on someone, rather than people coming to me. For the first time in eight years someone was there for me. At first it was uncomfortable, and scary to be supported. I easily forget all of my growth. 
My first week here I had personal events I was missing. That caused my depression to worsen. Staff noticed my mood change. This shocked me because of the short amount of time I was here. They did not let me lie down and waste away. That was the first time I had an authority figure tell me what to do. The common maintenance of getting monthly checkups, medical wise was something I had never heard of. I now have access to get medical care and attention. In so many ways I have learned “basic” life skills. Bethesda has matured me. At first I had put up the front of having huge ego as a defense mechanism. With my therapists, I learned that habit was keeping me from moving forward. I have learned a lot about myself in a short while. I admit at first I had a behavioral problem. Somehow I have learned to mellow myself. Although staff are always there when needed, they still teach healthy independence. 
