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The First Step: Reaching for Peace


Nobody ever told me that life would be easy, but no one really warned me how hard it could get either. It’s strange—living in a world full of people, yet feeling like we’re all walking around with pieces missing. I thought that if I could just get away from the negative people in my life, I would finally find peace. But peace turned out to be harder to find than I ever imagined. 




For years, I tried to outrun the pain, the people who hurt me, and the memories I wanted to forget. I convinced myself that changing my surroundings would fix everything. But no matter how far I ran, I couldn’t escape what was inside me. The truth is, you can’t find peace by running—you have to build it within yourself. Looking back now, I see that my problem wasn’t just other people. It was me too. I was hurting, but I didn’t want to face it. I was lost, with no idea how to find my way back. Then someone helped me see things clearly. 




That was when I realized that peace wasn’t something waiting for me at the end of the road—it was something I had to create within myself. It wasn’t about getting away from the people who hurt me; it was about releasing the grip those hurts had on me. To find peace, I had to reach for it. And only God knew what that truly meant for me.
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Redeemed: Surviving the Streets



Sitting alone in a dark room, I felt the weight of emptiness twisting in my stomach. At that time, we had been moving from house to house, struggling to find stability. Now, I found myself living with one of my cousins—again. Some days, it felt like the darkness wasn’t just in the room; it was everywhere. 



In my world, survival meant being tough. Growing up in D.C., we had to fight in our own ways just to make it home each day. “Family” meant being locked in a basement with my cousins, forced to fight each other to prove we were “tough enough” to survive. And if we weren’t? Let’s just say “the b.i.t.c.h.”—a big wooden stick—was waiting for us. 



That kind of survival came at a cost. It made us hate each other. Violence was part of life. I’ll never forget the day I was walking with a friend and stumbled across a body hidden beneath trash bags in an alley—another reminder of how brief life was. 

At a young age, my siblings and I learned to steal from stores—just to feel like we had some control in a world that constantly left us powerless. There were men in the neighborhood who preyed on that powerlessness: men who would sit me on their laps, touching me and whispering things that still haunt me. 

I didn’t know how wrong it was at the time; I just knew it made me feel small and scared. My brother, on the other hand, was getting drawn into the world of gangs, believing the lies those men told him. 

My oldest sister and brother lived with my grandma, so we barely saw them. My other siblings were somewhere around, but even together, we were still apart—each of us trying to survive the streets in our own way.





When Home Isn’t a Refuge


Home wasn’t safe either. My mother’s boyfriend—who was supposed to be a father figure—would hit me so hard across the face that I’d wet myself. His blows left bruises—constant reminders of how little I mattered in his world. He wasn’t the only one who mistreated us, but he was the one who made a lasting impact.

When they left, I became the target. When I told my mother, she would say, “Maybe you deserved it.” I remember watching her wear glasses around the house after I told her what I saw and heard. “Next time, make sure you’re right,” she’d say. Those words stayed with me. They shaped me. They made me doubt myself, question my own reality, and seek validation—even when I knew I was right.


Hunger and fear were our only companions. Some nights, my siblings and I joked and made up songs about how hungry we were—because that was all we could do. We came up with strange food combinations, trying to stretch whatever little we had. There were moments that almost felt normal—family gatherings where we’d sing, jump rope, play cards, and cook together—brief glimpses of what happiness should have been. 

During the holidays, everyone came together, pretending everything was okay—until it wasn’t. Even those memories are tainted. I watched my mother fight her own cousin in the middle of the street. I saw my cousin beat her girlfriend. I listened to my uncle’s girlfriend tell me I’d never be good for anything except lying on my back and giving head.


Imagine growing up believing that. We never had a bed or a room of our own. We always shared everything. My mother worked constantly, struggling to provide. We wore dirty clothes and shoes with holes in them. 

And my father? He was just a voice on the phone, promising to come get us. I waited months—maybe even years—for him after that call. Eventually, I stopped waiting. I didn’t hate him for it. Even as a child, I sensed there was more to his absence than I understood. But my mother never let us forget his neglect.
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