As I walked through Bethesda’s double doors on October 11th at around 9:30 pm alongside my caseworker, all I could think was, “Where am I?”, “What is this place?”  I walked in with anger, pain, and betrayal. I came when I was fourteen years old with a suitcase full of trauma.
 I’m originally from Pittsburgh. Life started to get tough at around ages three to four, watching my mother get abused. I remember when I was four, I was visiting my mother in the hospital because she had overdosed. I had no idea how serious this was until I saw her tangled in IVs and my brother puking from the seriousness of the situation. My father made me and my brother (ages four and six) watch this unfold. To be honest this was my life up until I was about seven years old. Then I thought I found my savior in my stepmom who to this day is the one I see as my mother. Things were fine until what my father had done to my biological mother; he was now doing to me and my stepmom. All of this built up inside and I didn’t know how to carry it, so I soon became known as “dramatic” or a “problem child”. 
Shortly after all of this occurred; my caseworker brought me to Bethesda.  The night I got here I of course was trying to leave the property because I did not want to be here. I missed everybody like my friends, my boyfriend, and my stepmom. My first night here I was being very aggressive towards staff and was involved in a few physical interventions. I of course did not understand at the time why I was there; I was just determined to run away. My first two months at Bethesda all that I could think about was running away.  The staff always encouraged me not to and said that I just had to complete two or three months of treatment to go home. I did not listen to the staff at all and was just digging myself a deeper hole. During my first year at Bethesda, I was just going through a lot of pain and anger and did not know how to handle it. I didn’t listen to my therapist or my caseworker. I fought a lot, threw riots a lot, and was just non-compliant. 
After a while of that, something in my head just switched. I started going to church, praying every night and turned my behavior around. I started to work on bettering myself. My trauma therapist helped me a lot by showing me how to cope with my anger and pain. We also have a dirt bike program that motivated me to behave so that I could participate and it doubled as a therapeutic outlet. Within weeks, I am going to independent living when I discharge Bethesda. Bethesda was there for me during all my issues, and even helped me have a good Christmas.  They helped me have a good Christmas by getting me gifts and I even got an extra bag of gifts at my door the next day! Bethesda also gives us normal experiences like getting my hair done, taking us shopping, and finally getting me ready for living on my own. On the 30th of September of 2025, I will be leaving Bethesda to go to an independent living apartment. When I first got here, I felt like I felt like I had nobody. In the ITU I live in we have an awesome supervisor who makes me feel welcome every day and I can talk about anything. So now leaving Bethesda I know at the end of the day I will have supports.                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                       

