
The following is a letter composed by a 16-year-old girl. She relates experiences that brought her into 
foster care, along with how her life has improved with her new family. 

Note: Names are changed to protect identities. 

 

April 29, 2014 

                 My story  

I’ll start off by informing that I have been in foster care and am currently in the process 

of getting adopted. I have been in care along with my younger brother Thomas now for a little 

over two years, and I must say -- as scary as it can be – it’s one of the best events to happen in not 

only my life but also my three younger brothers. 

 I had just turned fourteen and my Thomas had just turned four when we actually came 

into care; we came in in the middle of August right before school had started. Now, for me 

personally I was terrified. I had just got taken from my parents, brought to a family I’ve never 

met, in the middle of nowhere (at the time it seemed like), and to top it all off I was going to be 

starting a whole new school with lots of new people.  

Back at home I had, what I called, my own personal life - basically my daily schedule. 

For example; wake up and get both Jerry (the oldest of the boys) and I ready for school, go home; 

get my chores done (which is a whole other story). Go to K.I.N.D. (my program that I 

volunteered at and participated in), come home and make sure my brothers were taken care of, 

played in a band I was a part of and went to church. 

To start, our house was actually an apartment building on top of a hill. Since it was a very 

small complex Jerry and I shared a room, along with Thomas once he was able to walk. I wanted 

to have Thomas in the room with us as soon as possible because I didn’t want him seeing 

anything. 

My step dad was a man I had feared for years, I never truly knew what to expect from 

him. My mom however was pretty predictable, when she didn’t have a headache she would be 

cooking, cleaning, or as both of them would be doing drinking and watching TV. Both of them 

were substance abusers, alcoholics and didn’t make smart choices for us. My step dad had rage, 

and when he was drinking it just got soo much worse. 



 Luckily for me, I’m not related to him, he’s my step dad, actually was because my mom 

recently got a divorce so now I don’t have to claim him whatsoever. Unfortunately my brothers 

are still related so I will most likely see him again, with luck not any time soon. 

Thanks to him though we ended up where we’re at today. You see my mom was pretty 

far into her pregnancy but unfortunately she had to deliver an entire month early because of abuse 

the night before. So once the hospital saw her bruise they made a call and that was that.  Jerry had 

been staying with our aunt (step dads sister) for the weekend so they called her and asked her to 

take in Jerry and the baby, as for Thomas and I we were moved to a new home. 

Moving to a new home was very scary, I mean for one you’re getting taken away from 

your parents, secondly it was some place I had never been before and at the time it had seemed to 

be in the middle of nowhere. Not only that but in just a few weeks I would also be starting a new 

school, if you think about it it’s actually a lot for one kid to handle. 

I can honestly say that coming into foster care has changed my life completely. I’ve heard 

lots of stories of children being moved house to house, lucky for Thomas and I this is our first and 

final foster home. I’ve really grown close to my new family here, I have the mother daughter 

relationship I’ve always wanted, a fun yet loving father daughter relationship, and of course the 

sibling relationships which are always unpredictable.  

Altogether now I have a total of eight siblings and including me there’s nine. Five of 

those children have already been adopted by my mom and dad, then there’s the three oldest (one 

girl, two boys which are on their own) and the two youngest a girl and a boy that live with 

Thomas and I.  The other two are my brothers that I lived with; they are currently living with our 

grandma (stepdads mom). They are now planning on adopting Thomas and I making it a total of 

eight siblings for me.  

Being in foster care has made such a difference in my life, for one each year at school has 

brought something new. 

In eighth grade I got to do student counsel (which I’ve always been a part of at every 

school I’ve been to), I got to experience my first dance, go to Washington D.C., join an actual 

choir and try out softball. Let’s just say it this way, softball isn’t for me. 



My freshman year I had my first homecoming, rejoined band, choir, went to Disney for a 

band trip, and also tried out for the school’s musical and that turned out to be one of the best 

decisions I’ve ever made. 

This year I’m still in both band and choir, I tried out for musical again (we performed 

fiddler on the roof). I also got to experience my first prom which was a lot of fun. It included 

good food, lots of stunning dresses and lots of pictures. 

It’s hard to believe that I’ll be seventeen in just about two months, in other words when I 

turn seventeen it will be my third birthday celebrated with my amazing new family. 

For anyone that has considered doing foster care or has thought about it, do it. It will be 

one of the best decisions; it allows children to have a new look on life. Just giving them a nice, 

safe and loving place for them to live is perfect. They don’t expect a lot, actually if they’re like 

me then they don’t expect anything. I didn’t expect anything, I didn’t know what to expect but 

I’m sure blessed with what I received. 

I am thankful for the life I’ve been given and wouldn’t ask for another, it’s helped me to 

grow and mature as a person. The friends I’ve been given are to help me continue to grow outside 

of my family and my family was given to me to guide me in the right paths of life. Together 

they’re all helping me to accomplish the successful life I hope to have in the future. 

I am blessed to be a foster child, and I’ll be even more blessed when I become adopted. 

Becoming adopted will mean I can officially let go of my past and learn from it so that I don’t go 

down the same path. 

 


