
		
			[image: Cover of Diary Of A Throwaway Kid by Shannon Tessari]
		

	
		

		
			[image: ]

		

	
		
			

			Copyright © 2025 by Shannon Tessari
All rights reserved.

			No part of this book may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

			First Edition
Printed in United States of America

			ISBN: 979-8-9942044-0-5

			For information, permissions requests, or inquiries, contact:
Shannon Tessari

			Book design: Stewart A. Williams
Publisher: Shannon Tessari

		

	
		
			

			This book is dedicated to the nurses and children of 3K and Zone D – your strength, courage, and resilience inspired every page.

		

	
		

		
			No one really sees us. No one listens to us. In many ways, we are invisible, just kind of fade into the background. There are almost a half million of us in the United States. Almost a half million, five hundred thousand. Can you wrap your head around that number? Our numbers are about the same as the population of Raleigh, North Carolina. That’s the capital of the state where I was born and have lived my whole life. Who are we, you ask? We are foster throwaway kids.

		

	
		
			

			August 28

			For the last two weeks I have been a guest at the pediatric inpatient psychiatric unit of the local hospital. I was discharged last night back to my group home. One of the conditions of my discharge was to start therapy, like immediately. So, I started seeing a new therapist today. Two weeks ago I got into a fight with two of the girls in my group home and got sent to the hospital - and then got thrown into the psych unit. Today I’m lying on a couch in yet another new therapist’s office. I’m not crazy, just angry. Like, all the time. You would be too if you had to live my life. I should probably explain.

			My name is Pink-Envy Serenity Rogers. I’m pretty sure that Pink-Envy is the name of  a perfume that someone famous once wore. My name is just one of the many joys I have endured after being born to a meth addict. I guess it could be worse, she could have named me Chlamydia - I mean, I’ve heard it’s been done. Pink-Envy, ha! My name, at least the hyphenated first name sounds like the stage name for someone who dances around a pole - I’m not that coordinated. I very rarely ever feel serene, so I don’t use Serenity. I go by Storm, not super common and it kind of describes the way I always feel - like there’s a storm raging inside me. Have you ever stood outside right before a violent thunderstorm? You know how the air feels charged with electricity? The dark clouds build then crash together. Ice crystals and other particles in the clouds collide causing electrical charges. When the charge is too much for the clouds to handle, there is a discharge of lightning. The heat from the lightning expands the air around it creating the shockwave that we mere mortals hear as thunder. That is how I feel on the inside most of the time.

			As soon as I turn eighteen, I am changing my name legally. I am fourteen years old now, but was never expected to live through the first day of my life. I was a preemie, born at twenty-nine weeks. I’m not sure if my mom even knew she was pregnant. I weighed less than two pounds and was also addicted to meth. I spent much of the first year of my life in the NICU (Neonatal Intensive Care Unit).

			This latest therapist, Jane, is yet another therapist in a long line. I have to admit though, she is a little different than the others. I think she actually listens and pays attention when I talk. I also don’t get a judgy vibe from her. Anyway, she asked me to keep a journal. She wants me to write my feelings. She said I could “process” what was happening in my head a little better if I took the time to write my feelings out instead of acting on them. I guess it’s supposed to help by having me pour out my emotions onto the page instead of pummeling people’s faces. Whatever! I’m not a writer, but I’m willing to try anything she suggests as long as it keeps me out of the hospital or juvie.

		

	
		
			

			August 29

			Jane asked me to talk to her about what sent me to the hospital. You know, it’s funny. The day that I got sent to the hospital about fifteen different people asked me to tell them what brought me to the hospital. Being a natural smartass, my first response was, “the police.” Apparently that was not the answer they were looking for. The ER doc who came in to talk to me was a tad bit dramatic. Don’t get me wrong, for an old guy, he was pretty hot, but good grief! He gave me the whole, “We can’t help you if you won’t talk to us” bit. I’m pretty sure he was having a sense of humor failure. I’m guessing that’s not something that can be treated in the emergency department. When he left my room, he threw his hands up in the air and said, “I don’t understand these kids today. Somebody try to make her talk.”

			I could see him leaning up against the desks in the nurses’ station. He even at one point had this whole “Woe is me” thing going on with his fingers massaging his temples. I saw a wedding ring on his hand. I sure hope he doesn’t have kids! If he ever has girls, he might as well check himself into a psych unit throughout their teenage years. Otherwise, he will never survive!

			When he walked out, the woman I think is the head nurse was making fun of him. She actually did a really good impersonation. I mean, the back of her hand to her forehead leaning against the station. I heard her say, “The only other thing he needed to do was faint because of the vapors! He really is a bit of a diva.”

			I have talked about what I had to agree to so the hospital would discharge me and the group home would take me back, but I haven’t explained what happened, this time, to send me to the hospital. I was having a bad day. That’s always what starts it. When I am having a bad day, I need time alone. I always put myself in a time out because I know I have a temper and I lash out. So, the day I was sent to the hospital I really wanted to be left alone, but two of the other girls, Female and Fantasia started picking on me about my name. Really? Female (pronounced fa-ma-lay)? Her mom was too stupid to realize that was the sex of the baby, not its name?

			The story Female tells is that her mom saw her in the nursery, saw the nametag on the bassinet that read “Female Martin”  and thought the nurses named the baby for her. Don’t even get me started on Fantasia, or as I call her, Fangtasia because of her messed up teeth. She has two front teeth that look like they could have been stolen from Bugs Bunny. Her bottom teeth are so crowded together they look as though they grew in sideways. Some of them look really sharp, like fangs. Her mouth looks like a rabbit and angler fish mated. It is really scary!

			Anyway, so they started teasing me about my name, “Ooh, Pink-Envy, wit a name like at, you should be clappin’ cheeks out there on the corner.”

			I told Fangtasia she was just jealous because with her mouth, no guy would ever want to get close to her - I mean like ever. She’d be a pecker wrecker for sure! She came at me with her claws. But I fight dirty. I’m small so I was able to get around her, jump on her back and start choking her out while I yanked out her extensions. Female stood there screaming. Fangtasia finally slammed me back into the wall. I hit my head and let go. By the time the staff got to us, they were both crying and carrying on.

			The group home staff called for the police and an ambulance and said that I had to go. They saw some scratches on my arms, caused by Fangtasia,  and said it was a suicide attempt. If they had actually looked harder, they could have seen that they were scratches! I mean, yeah, I am bleeding on the inside of my right wrist, but it’s from where Fangtasia put her nails through my skin when she was trying to get away from me.

			None of the adults would listen to anything I had to say. They also told the police that I was the primary attacker, and the other girls were simply defending themselves. Of course, none of the staff were anywhere close enough to see or hear what happened, but I have a reputation as a troublemaker, and it was two against one. There was no way my side of the story was going to be heard.

			I was pretty sure when they hauled me away that I would never be allowed to come back to this group home. Not that it would have broken my heart. The staff all seem to hate me, and I don’t get along with any of the kids, but as long as I continue to see Jane, I am allowed to stay. Yay, me!

		

	
		
			

			August 30

			Jane has a suggested list of writing prompts I could use. Or I could just write. Today, I just want to write. I play a game when I go into new situations like new group homes, foster homes, or the hospital. I act like I’m really tough and not afraid of anything. If I don’t show any fear, no one will come after me. I pretty much liked all the nurses this time around. They were pretty nice. I was scared a lot, so one of the nurses brought me coloring pages and crayons.

			I don’t understand why I am brought to the psych unit when I act out. I mean, I know that I have all these different alphabet soup diagnoses after my name (ODD, oppositional defiant disorder, RAD, reactive attachment disorder, and possibly ADHD, attention deficit hyperactivity disorder), but none of them have been cured by the medication I take. I’m pretty sure the “mood disorder” diagnoses I’ve been stuck with are just code for, “She’s an asshole.” All of my experiences, though, have led me to believe that the hospital doesn’t have a cure for the common asshole. I have been on a wide variety of medications, most of them don’t do anything other than make me feel really sluggish. Sometimes I feel like there’s way too much medicine and I just want to be a normal kid.

			I bet there are kids out there who have never taken Ritalin, Adderall, or Vyvanse. Those are just a few of the meds I’ve been on. Anyway, the psych unit always scares me. I have been told that if it bothers me so much, then maybe I should just stop acting out.

			“Use your coping skills,” they say.

			“What are those?” I ask.

			The psych unit has these sitters. I don’t think they’re called babysitters, but it’s basically the same thing. Anyway, the sitters are these people who sit in your doorway and watch you. That’s it. That’s their whole job, just watching. They watch me sleep, they watch me eat, they even watch when I go to the bathroom. I’m not suicidal so I don’t get it. It’s really embarrassing. I guess it could be worse. In one of the units that I was on, one of the girls was a huge suicide risk. I mean, they wouldn’t even let her have a plastic straw because there was one time where she had one and turned it into a weapon. She found a way to slit her wrist with it.

			She ended up having to have surgery to repair what she had done. When she came back to our unit, the rule was zero privacy for her. She couldn’t even take a shower without a sitter being in the bathroom to observe her! At least I can take a shower without someone watching.

			My most recent visit, right after Female, Fangtasia, and I had our meeting of the minds, I walked by a room where a woman’s body was jerking all over the place and she was yelling at the nurses. It scared me because it reminded me of one of my only memories of my mother. She had overdosed on meth and was jerking all over just like this woman was. Mama died when I was four. She had just turned twenty.

			I found a picture of Mama at my grandma’s house. It was hidden in the back of a book in the room that had once been Mama’s. I stole the picture and hid it with my things. I still had it hidden when I was taken away from Grandma. Mama was beautiful before meth. I saw a movie once called “The Help.” There was an actress in there that none of the other ladies liked. I thought she was beautiful. The actress’s name was Jessica Chastain. Mama looked a lot like her before the meth. By the time she died, she looked like one of those creatures stumbling around in “The Walking Dead.”

			—

			The night I fought with Female and Fangtasia when EMS and the police brought into the emergency department, the unit I was placed in was shaped like an “L” and the first room I was in was on the backside of the nurses’ station where the nurse aides worked. After the doctor left, one of the nurse aides told me I was going to have to strip out of my clothes and put on their scrubs. I wasn’t wearing any jewelry, so that wasn’t a problem. Even though I had been through this a bunch of times, I still hated that they had to watch me change. The worst part of it is when they ask you to pull down your underwear, squat and cough. I understand why they have to do it, but damn!

			After I changed they swabbed my nose - they said they tested everyone for COVID as a precaution, just in case there was a possibility that the patient would be admitted. Heaven forbid they admit a sick person into the hospital! Then they drew blood. By this point I really wasn’t listening. They had asked me way too many questions and I felt violated. I was waiting for the body cavity search.

			The first night I was there I was in a room that looked out at the nurses’ station. My room was also right next to the meth head. She kept shouting out words and sounds that made no sense. There was so much noise in the unit, it was overwhelming. There was a man in another room who kept yelling “Everything!” at the top of his lungs.

			Then the woman across the hall from me started to have a meltdown. My guess is that the noise got to be a little too much for her, too. A nurse went in to give her some medication. I think it was meant to help her calm down. She smacked the nurse’s hand, and the pills went flying everywhere.

			Before I could blink there were security guards everywhere. There was an overhead page announcing a security alert. There was so much noise, I could almost feel the vibrations of the sound waves pulsing in the air. The head nurse charged down the hall with two shots in her hands. I could hear her over the rest of the commotion.

			She yelled, “Becky, I don’t have the time or the patience for this tonight.”

			I could see six guards in the room. Each of the guards looked as though they could have been Dwayne Johnson’s body doubles. There was at least one guard on each of Becky’s limbs, one of them was holding her head to keep her from biting. Meanwhile there were three nurses attaching restraint straps to the frame of the bed. After the straps were secured to the bed, each of Becky’s four limbs were wrestled into a strap.

			The woman on the bed started screaming even louder, “You fucking bitch. I didn’t want those shots. I told you I didn’t want any medicine!” Then she started crying. Her screams got louder as the men started forcing her wrists and feet into restraints. She kept screaming, “You’re hurting me, please stop hurting me. Why are you doing this to me? Get the fuck off of me! I am going to sue every last one of you!” After she was restrained, she kept screaming and pulling at the restraints.

			The blonde nurse said, “Becky, stop fighting us! You’re getting the medicine you need to help you calm down. This will help you!”

			The lady in the bed was screaming louder and louder. It sounded like she was being attacked.

			

			She shouted, “What the fuck are you giving me?”

			The nurse said, “You are getting fifty milligrams of Benadryl, five milligrams of haloperidol, and two milligrams of lorazepam.”

			“No!! No, no, no! I do not want a B-fifty-two!”

			The screaming grew louder then stopped suddenly. After the screaming stopped, I heard the woman sobbing.

			I curled into as small a ball as I could in the bed. I didn’t cover my head, because I knew that wasn’t allowed, but I didn’t want anyone to see me – I was really scared and I had started crying. The sitter called one of the nurses over and whispered something to her. The next thing I know, I’m moving to a new room at the end of the hall. The head nurse, who comes across as really tough and inflexible, I think secretly, really cares. I think she puts off that hard shell to protect herself from caring too much.

			She told me, “I’m going to move you to this end of the hallway for now to keep you further away from some of the noise. It can get very loud in here at times.”

			It was quieter at the end of the hallway. Much quieter! I was able to curl up and go to sleep.

		

	
		
			

			August 31

			Writing prompt: If you could change one thing about yourself what would it be?

			That’s an easy one. I would change the family I was born into. My mom is dead. She overdosed on meth and fentanyl when I was four. Adding insult to injury, while she was smoking her fentanyl-laced meth, her boyfriend gave me acid. I was four, and he had me dropping acid! To be fair, I’m not sure that he truly meant to give me drugs. He had been smoking with Mama and was pretty high, too. Meth and fentanyl were their drugs of choice, but every so often, they liked to expand their horizons and drop acid.

			I discovered long after their drugs days that there are many different ways that people get high on acid. One of the most common is putting several drops on sugar cubes.  Once it’s swallowed, the drug gets released into the body, and you get your high. Mama and her boyfriend had been putting their drops of acid on sweet tarts and taking it that way. When I went to her boyfriend and begged him for some candy, he handed me a sweet tart. Maybe without realizing it, he had just allowed a four-year-old to drop acid. Brilliant guy. I was probably having the Dumbo pink elephants on parade experience when he realized there was something wrong with my mom.

			I don’t remember much about that day. I have weird memories with lots of colors and weird shapes. I know that we were both taken to the hospital. My mom died that day. I was really too young to remember much about her and the memories that I have are fuzzy. Anyway, she died and no one was ever really sure who my father was. That’s when I went to live with my hyper-religious grandmother.

			That was a real treat. I’m pretty sure her favorite Bible verse was “Spare the rod and spoil the child.” The rod was almost never spared in her home.

			Before Mama died, she, her boyfriend and I had lived in a dirty, run down single wide trailer in a place called Shoofly. Shoofly is a small town that isn’t really a town outside of a really small town called Stem in North Carolina. My grandmother lived in Stem, not too far from where the trailer was. I mean, I’m pretty sure we were less than a five-minute drive from the trailer to Grandma’s house. When Mama ran away pregnant at sixteen, Grandma told her not to come back. What I remember being told was that Grandma told her she was trash and should go live in the heap with the rest of the losers.

			

			I remember thinking how old my grandmother was. In reality, she wasn’t yet forty and could have easily passed me off as her own daughter, but Granville County was a small place and everyone who knew her, also knew my mama. Grandma had gotten married at eighteen and immediately got pregnant – or so she says. Plenty of people think that Grandma had to get married because she was pregnant.

			I was discharged from the hospital to a sheriff’s deputy who drove me to my grandmother’s house. To this day I don’t know why she couldn’t be bothered to come to the hospital to get me herself. Shortly after the deputy dropped me off at Grandma’s, she took me by the hand and walked me outside. We went to this huge weeping willow that was in the center of her backyard. She told me to pick my switch. I didn’t know what that meant. We picked it out together. Our first bonding moment together and we were in the backyard cutting the switch that would later be used on my bottom at any perceived wrong. This way, she could be sure that I would never become spoiled. Grandma had a hall tree with a bench in the entryway of her house. She placed my switch on the top and told me that from now on, this was going to be called the whipping post.

			We went to church every Sunday. All of Grandma’s friends gathered around her telling her what a saint she was for taking me in. Grandma got me set up in the Jesus Loves Me little ones Bible study. It was more like daycare during the service where the little ones got to color Biblically themed coloring pages. One Sunday after I had been living with Grandma for about a month, I had an accident. The teacher for the four-year-old classroom took me to the bathroom to clean me up. While she was cleaning me, she saw my bottom and part of my lower back. She kept asking me, “Is someone hurting you?”

			I answered, “If you spare the rod, you spoil the child.”

			About a week later, a social worker showed up at the house. My few belongings were quickly gathered, placed in a garbage bag and I left with the social worker. I haven’t seen Grandma since.

			I look at some of the other kids I go to school with, the ones who still live with their real parents and I wonder. I have to have done something bad in a past life or something to have ended up the way I have. Maybe I was a really bad baby, and this is God’s way of punishing me. I read somewhere that the Buddha taught that desire is the source of all suffering. My guess is that it’s true because I desire a real, loving family. I don’t remember the last time I didn’t feel like I was suffering.

		

	
		
			

			September 1

			I had another session with Jane today. I really like her. We talked about the safety plan that I wrote up with the nurse before I was discharged from the hospital. Jane wanted to work through each point of the behavior plan to make sure I really understood what they were looking for. I was really pissy at first. I told her, “I’m not an idiot.” I could feel my temper starting to flare.

			She told me she knew that I wasn’t an idiot. Then she told me to notice my feelings. She said she could tell that I was getting angry because my face had gotten red and I was clenching my fists. She calmly asked me if I knew how I felt right before a crisis. Could I tell what was happening with my body right before I totally lost it? I must have had a look of confusion on my face because she said, “When you went to the hospital the last time, why did they send you?”

			I told her, “Because I got into a fight with Female and Fangtasia.”

			

			She unsuccessfully tried to stifle a giggle. “Storm, her name is Fantasia. You were mad because she was making fun of your name, yet here you continue to poke fun at hers.”

			“To be fair, I’m making fun of her teeth, not her name.”

			Jane pursed her lips, looked at me very pointedly and raised her eyebrows. “Not funny, Storm. I really want to get through this plan with you today.”

			“Okay,” I said. “I’m sorry. They just bug me. What do you want me to do?”

			Jane said, “Think back to the moments right before the fight. How were you feeling – think beyond just angry. Can you remember how your body felt? If you need to close your eyes to put yourself back there, you can. Sometimes, I have to do that, too.”

			“You’re in therapy?” I asked, astonished.

			“Not about me, but yes, I see a therapist. Sometimes I need help sorting out my feelings, too. Now, let’s get back to you.”

			I closed my eyes and put myself back in the common room on the afternoon that I fought with Female and Fang, sorry Fantasia. I could feel my heart rate starting to pick up. I also felt my face suddenly flush with heat. I started to feel my muscles contracting so that I could jump into action. I felt the swarm of butterflies in my stomach as my adrenaline kicked in. The last sensation I felt was a cold prickling sensation across my scalp and down the back of my neck. For me, that sensation always comes when I know I’m about to do something really stupid, and I’ll probably get caught, and get into really big trouble. In my head I played out the entire scene with Female and Fantasia. It went a lot slower than it had when it was really happening.

			I was relaying all of this to Jane as I was going through it. When I opened my eyes and looked at her, she had a big smile on her face.

			“You did it!” Jane was so excited. “So, you remember the adrenaline rush you felt right before you jumped on Fantasia’s back?”

			“Is that what that was?”

			“Yes, your fight or flight instincts kicked in. I want to work on coping skills – things you can do to help curb that feeling so you don’t go into attack mode.”

			“I don’t know any coping skills.” I was ashamed to say it, but it was true. I had no idea how to calm myself down when I got mad. I was one of those babies who couldn’t self-soothe. I chalk it up to my prenatal meth use.

			Jane said to me, “Most kids don’t know coping skills. To be fair, there are a lot of adults walking around who have never developed coping skills. It’s not something you are instinctively born with. Part of the parenting job is to teach these skills. It’s also something that can be learned in therapy. It’s never too late to learn.”

			“Okay,” I said. “So, teach me.”

			Jane spent the rest of our time together working with me on coping skills. The breathing techniques didn’t seem to be all that useful. I thought something like running or swimming was going to be better for me, but I really didn’t think the group home was going to allow me to go for a run when I was mad. What Jane and I landed on was yoga. I discovered that some of the poses could be really challenging. That created a physical outlet, and also forced me to use some of the breathing that she had tried to teach me. At the end of our session when the group home supervisor came to pick me up, Jane talked her about how important it was to allow me to put myself into a time-out when I started to feel angry.

			I really want this to work. I don’t like living in the group home, but I’ve already been bounced around a bunch this year. I’d like not to have to move again. If I do have to move, it would be nice to be moved to a foster family where I have a chance for adoption. That is my dream. It probably isn’t realistic, but I would love to have a real family, maybe a brother and sister, or a brother or sister. Nice parents. And a dog. They have to have a dog. I don’t think that’s too much to ask.

		

	
		
			

			September 2

			My prompt for today was, what am I afraid of and how is it limiting me?

			What I’m afraid of is that I will continue to bounce from home to home and never actually belong anywhere. At the ripe old age of fourteen, I have already been in nine foster homes, and three group homes. I have been in these places called PRTFs. That stands for Psychiatric Residential Treatment Facility. I got sent to one of those because the foster parents I lived with when I was twelve convinced a psychiatrist that I was bipolar.

			I will admit that I was kind of all over the place and moody when I was twelve. That was when my period started. Of course I was moody! It probably didn’t help that I didn’t like the family I was living with at the time. The parents were okay, but they had two bio kids who were total brats! Absolutely the worst! Their girls were fourteen and sixteen and I think they were a little pissed that their parents decided to foster another girl. They might have been okay with a boy – they probably wouldn’t have messed with him the way they did with me.

			It started off small. They would tease me, or pick on me, but they would always make sure their parents weren’t in the room and couldn’t hear what was happening. They would push and push and push until I would explode and start yelling. Of course, that would happen when their parents were close by and could see and hear everything.

			Then they started hiding my things. Foster kids don’t have much, especially those of us who go from home to home. What we do have is typically sent from one place to the next in a trash bag, so it has to be light enough for us to carry on our own. The things that we do keep with us may not have much value to anyone but us, but to us, it’s treasure. My greatest treasure was a photo album that had pictures of me and my mom. It’s all I had left of her.

			I had a few stuffed animals that I had carried with me. One had been with me since I was two or three. It’s an old Winnie the Pooh bear. Anyway, after I freaked out on them one afternoon for teasing me, I started to notice things were either moved or missing from my room. One time it was a hairbrush, another time I couldn’t find my socks. Then they started messing around with my stuffed animals.

			We were required to make our beds every morning before we left for school. When I make my bed, I always put Pooh bear in the middle. I also have a stuffed elephant and a stuffed wolf. The elephant goes to his right and the wolf goes to his left. I don’t know why, it’s just the way I’ve always done it. One day, I came home after school and found the stuffed animals in the wrong spots. I know that sounds like a silly thing to get upset about, but these were the only things that were truly mine – and these girls who had everything were coming into my space and touching my things.

			When Pooh bear went missing, I had a meltdown. I searched everywhere in my room. When I still couldn’t find him, I started searching through the fourteen-year-old’s room. Their parents caught me after I had searched under the bed and was starting to throw things out of the hope chest at the end of her bed. They punished me by taking the remaining stuffed animals away from me for the rest of the week. When the week ended, miraculously, all three of my stuffed animals were waiting for me on my bed when I got home from school.

			The final straw for me was when my photo album went missing. I always kept the album in the drawer of my nightstand. One of my nighttime rituals was taking out the album and looking through it right before bed. I don’t have a lot of memories of my mom, so sometimes I made up stories to go with the pictures. Grandma was never able to tell me what had been going on in the pictures because she wasn’t there for any of it, so I created my own memories.

			My last night in their home, I opened my nightstand and the album was gone. I looked around the nightstand, then got out of bed and searched on the floor, and under the bed. I went through every drawer in the dresser, then went into my closet. When I couldn’t find it, I went to the fourteen-year-old’s room. I didn’t bother knocking on her door, I just went in.

			“Where is it?” I demanded.

			She smiled sweetly at me and said, “Where is what?”

			“My photo album. Where is it?”

			She said, “I have no idea what you are talking about.”

			She was sitting in her bed and showed no intention of getting up, so I went to her dresser and started to dump the contents of each of her drawers onto the floor.

			She screamed and launched herself at me from the bed. “Get out of my room!” She flew at me with both hands looking like talons, like she was going to try to either rip out my hair or claw my eyes.

			I punched her hard in the stomach and knocked the wind out of her. When her older sister came flying into the room, I turned on her and screamed. “Where is it?”

			“You hit her!”

			By this point, my rage had reached a critical level. I couldn’t think anymore, the storm inside me was so violent I felt wild and out of control. I wasn’t even looking for the photo album anymore. I was just tearing up the room. I was the storm. I had ripped posters off the wall and swiped everything that had been on the dresser onto the floor. The older sister came up behind me and grabbed me to try and get me under control. That was a mistake. I slammed my head back into her face and broke her nose.

			The parents came into the room and saw the destruction that I had done, found their youngest curled on the floor with her arms wrapped around her stomach, crying. Their oldest daughter was also crying. She had grabbed a T-shirt and was trying to stop the blood that was gushing from her shattered nose.

			Not even an hour later, I was sitting on the front porch with all of my belongings in a trash bag waiting for someone from DSS to come pick me up. The family let me know that in no uncertain terms was I ever allowed to come back into their house. They left me out on the porch unsupervised. I don’t know that they would have cared if I had run away before the social worker got there to collect me. They were done with me, and I’m sure any future plans for fostering.

			And biggest surprise of all, my stuffed animals and photo album didn’t make it into the garbage bag.

			—

			I had to go back and reread the prompt because I kind of got lost in that memory. What I am most afraid of is that I will never find a family that will want me forever. I think all foster kids dream at some point about their forever family. How is it limiting me? I don’t really think my fear is limiting me. I think what’s limiting me is me.

		

	
		
			

			September 3

			I’m back in the hospital. I tried so hard to use my coping skills. I really did. I tried the meditation thing, I tried to distance myself. I even put myself in time out when I started getting mad. Yesterday I was doing a yoga video from YouTube. The thing about it is that I was in MY room! I wasn’t hurting anyone. I wasn’t even in anyone’s way. My roommate, Luna, was in the common room watching TV. One of the videos I’d seen earlier had talked about connecting the breath with the movement. I thought that since I was calm and in a good mood I would go ahead and practice – that way it would be easier to use the breathing exercises when I started getting mad.

			I was warming up with sun salutations and felt something hit me hard on the back of the head. I turned around and there they were: Female and Fangtasia.

			Fangtasia looked really pissed, “Bitch, you pulled out my hair. You gonna die!”

			Female just stood there smiling like she was enjoying the scene. Fangtasia pulled a knife on me, “Grab her!” The two of them rushed me. I wasn’t fast enough this time to get into a good position to fight. I was able to knock the knife out of her hand before she swung it at my face. I still caught her fist under my chin. The blow was hard enough to make my jaw snap shut. It felt like my teeth should have shattered. I’m just glad my tongue wasn’t in the way – I’m pretty sure I would have lost it. Female had run around to the other side of the bed and was grabbing at my wrists. Fangtasia got up off me and hesitated just a second too long. I pulled my knees into my chest and then kicked out as hard as I could, catching her in the center of her chest. She went flying backward over Luna’s bed.

			Female let go of my wrists and ran to check on Fantasia, who had hit her head on the doorframe during her flight.

			That was when Darnella, the group home supervisor, chose to show up. She glared at me while pulling her phone out of her back pocket. “Girl, you done here.

			“Darnella, I didn’t do anything but defend myself.” I screamed in frustration. I really wanted her to listen to me, but she was already talking to a 911 dispatcher saying she needed police and EMS. I didn’t care if I got shipped off to another new place, but I really didn’t want the new place to have the idea that I was violent before I even got there.

			The next thing I knew, the police and EMS were there. I was getting strapped into a gurney and the medic was trying to play Billy Badass.

			

			He got up in my face and asked me, “Are you going to be a problem for me? If you are, we can go ahead and restrain you right now. Just give me an excuse to give you the juice!”

			I glared at him, but said very quietly, “I’m not going to give you any trouble.”

			As the medics were rolling me out of my room, Darnella was going in with garbage bags to “pack” my things. The last group home I was in, the house supervisor threw all my stuff into a garbage bag and left it on the front porch for DSS to come get it. By the time they got there, half of my stuff was gone because the other girls in the house had gone through it and taken whatever they wanted. I’m pretty sure that’s what’s going to happen this time, too.

			They loaded me onto the ambulance and slammed the doors shut. I did my best to curl myself into a ball and sleep. I hoped no one noticed that I was crying.

			—

			The hospital staff put me in the same room I was in last time. We went through the same drill. They took blood from me, did a covid swab, and made me pee in a cup, and made me change into their prison garb. I know it’s really just scrubs, but I swear if I had broken the law and was being sent to jail, I’m pretty sure I’d have more rights. I can’t even wear my bra. It is so embarrassing to have to walk around with everything hanging out. Like usual, all of my stuff was taken, but they did let me keep my journal.

			

			It is so cold in this room! I can only have one blanket and there is no way to adjust the air conditioner. I realize it’s almost a hundred degrees outside, but it feels like the inside of a fridge in here. I feel like there are icicles forming on my nose. The blanket feels gross. It’s this thick, weird material that is not cozy AT ALL! I think it’s one of those psych safe blankets that can’t rip so the rest of the inmates here can’t kill themselves. I don’t really care, I just wish I could warm up.
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