My name isn’t important or my age, all you need to know right now is that I’m at Bethesda Lutheran Services because of the choices I’ve made. Like running away, not coming home after school, and doing a good handful of illegal things. After a while of being at Bethesda I started to understand just how much my actions have hurt my mom and caused problems for the people who love and care about me. I’ve made a lot of mistakes, and I take responsibility for that.
My mom has been trying her hardest since the day I was born. She had me when she was a young girl, and she gave up her own youth to raise me and my sister. She’s worked so hard for us our whole lives, doing whatever she had to do to make sure we had a roof over our heads, food on the table, and comfort in our lives. Even though we didn’t have a permanent father figure, she never gave up- she worked, provided, and sacrificed more than I probably even realize. Now that someone is finally helping her, stepping up to support her and us, I’ve been acting out and not respecting her or him. I have such a deep pit of hurt in me that I never really cared. Now though, being here has made me see things more clearly.
	I know I’ve caused my mom so much stress, sadness, and even made her feel like a failure sometimes- and that breaks my heart. None of what she’s been through is her fault. I came into her life with challenges, and she’s been carrying those along with me ever since. I feel so sorry for everything I’ve ruined or made harder for her, Bethesda gave me a new view on my life. They gave me an entire new angle on the meaning of life and what my part could be in the future.
Before I came here I pushed everything away- people, rules, safety. I made myself at risk. I made others at risk. This was all just to get what I wanted. At the time, it felt like I was doing the right thing. Like the only thing that could fix the ache I had inside. Now that I’m here, I don’t think I ever really actually ever wanted anything. Not really. I think- no- I know I just wanted something to make me feel complete. Something real. I didn’t understand what that meant, or what I would do to get it, but I was desperate for it. One reason being is we moved a lot, way too often for a family. Homes, schools, friends… Everything changed year to year and sometimes even faster than that. 
I honestly got used to not staying anywhere, not getting attached, not expecting things to last. I never did one thing for too long because deep down, I didn’t think I could. I didn’t think I should. But now? Being still… being somewhere stable… it doesn’t feel scary anymore. It actually feels safe and that’s something I never knew I wanted until it was taken away from me. I think for the first time, I’m starting to understand that staying in one place, having routine, having people who stick around; that’s not something to run from, it’s something to be thankful for.
Bethesda, at first, seemed completely pointless, but over time I’ve gotten better. This place has helped me in so many ways. The people here may not always seem like they care, but they are here to help you grow and learn.
Who I am or was does not define me or whether I’m worth listening to. Everyone here has a name and a story worth being heard. That is the purpose of this story. Bethesda holds so many different children’s stories- each one having one thing in common… our stories worth your time.
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