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This book is for you.
For those who do not know the truth.
For those who haven’t opened their hearts.
And for those who haven’t given us a chance.
We alone speak for those without a voice. 
We represent those who are not victims,
But survivors.
This is our story.
This is our voice. 

—Faith Hatheway

copyright © 2015 by Connecticut Voices for Children
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The voices that need to be heard most are often heard least.  This 
statement is fairly clichéd: it is almost always offered as a simple plati-
tude, and rarely backed up with action. This is certainly the case for 
the public response to our nation’s broken foster care system. We 
recognize the need to hear from our children in state care. We rarely 
try to listen.

I became a foster child at the age of  14 and, like so many oth-
ers, was told that I was too old for a family. I hoped that a family 
would open their home to me, but my dream was in vain. I spent my 
high school years bouncing between temporary placements; I went 
from a filthy shelter, to a neglectful foster home, and then to a group 
home, where I was deprived of  any love or affection from the staff. 
Throughout it all, I desperately needed someone to hear my voice. 
I needed someone to listen to my longing for a family and to my 
successive tribulations. It seemed, though, that the well-meaning in-
dividuals who kept promising to listen to me, and to other youth in 
foster care, weren’t interested in hearing my voice. Rather, they were 
interested in speaking for me, explaining how I was too young, na-
ïve, troubled, and traumatized to know what was best for me. They 
agreed that my experiences were unfair, but unfairly used my trauma 
as a justification for silencing my God-granted autonomous voice 
and replacing it with tone-deaf  excuses.

But I remained determined to be heard. After my sophomore 
year of  college, I was selected from a highly competitive applicant 
pool for the Congressional Foster Youth Internship, and was placed 
with Congressman Jim McDermott, co-chair of  the Congressional 
Foster Care Caucus. In the halls of  Congress, I was listened to for 
the first time. My colleagues saw me not as a throwaway or a troubled 
teen, but as a valuable source of  knowledge who could inform legis-
lation on issues that affect youth in foster care. For the first time in 
my life, my voice was recognized and I felt validated. I returned to 
Connecticut with a renewed passion to not only make my own voice 
heard, but to also lift up the voices of  other foster children. Soon af-
ter my return, I had the privilege of  working with Connecticut Voices 
for Children to plan a forum about the educational challenges facing 
children in state care, where a diverse range of  foster youth shared 
their stories. Months later, two bills were proposed on the subject 
and successfully passed into law. The voices of  foster youth had not 
only been heard, but also implemented into concrete change.

Foreword
l e x i e  p é r e z - g r ü b e r
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I recently graduated magna cum laude from Quinnipiac Univer-
sity with a degree in Political Science, and moved to Washington, D.C. 
to begin a new job as the Director of  Policy and Research at First 
Focus, a bipartisan children’s advocacy organization in D.C. I wish I 
could say that every foster child will experience the feeling of  walking 
across the stage at their college graduation, or landing a dream job in 
a new city. But that simply isn’t the case. Studies show that within one 
year of  leaving state care, 20% of  foster youth will experience home-
lessness; within 2 years, 25% percent will be incarcerated; and within 
three years, 71% of  the women will become pregnant. By the age of  
25, less than two percent of  former foster youth will have completed 
a four-year college degree.

I am the exception to the rule, but my success doesn’t make my 
voice any more important than that of  other youth in foster care. 
Legislators and influential leaders often pick the more successful 
alumni of  the foster system to testify and share their stories, thereby 
silencing the voices of  the many young people who did not achieve 
that success. In order to remedy the system, we need to hear from the 
youth it failed. Good policymaking only happens when those seated 
around the table represent the full diversity of  the affected popula-
tion. We must rely on the voices of  our constituency of  youth in 
foster care to inform our policy standpoints, and we must recognize 
that the real experts on the subject are those who have experienced 
the child welfare system firsthand.

The youth who authored this incredible book are the true ex-
perts. Their words are not just beautifully written, but also offer in-
valuable insight into the experience of  being in foster care. This book 
is a portrayal of  love and loss, hope and hopelessness, and most im-
portantly, the resilience of  the human spirit. As advocates, we can use 
their words to inform policy and create a better child welfare system. 
As humans, their words can inspire us to see the world, and ourselves, 
in a different and more complete way.

As President Obama once said, “One voice can change a room, 
and if  one voice can change a room, then it can change a city, and if  
it can change a city, it can change a state, and if  it change a state, it 
can change a nation, and if  it can change a nation, it can change the 
world. Your voice can change the world.” May the voices of  Con-
necticut’s children push us from this pattern of  empathetic inaction 
into an invigorated passion to remedy the broken child welfare sys-
tem of  our state.  Their voices can change our world.
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Preface
e l l e n  s h e m i t z , Executive Director, Connecticut Voices for Children

Home is a feeling, not a place. By publishing this book, we hope to pro-
vide a platform for some remarkable youth to share their lived ex-
periences and, in so doing, help us better understand the realities of  
their lives and the impact of  our public policies.

A collection of  writings of  the youth and by the youth, this project 
arises from our recognition of  need for creative outlets for DCF-
involved youth. Through our work with the Youth Advisory Boards 
of  the Department of  Children and Families, we realized that, in 
addition to the opportunity to share their stories through legislative 
testimony or public speaking, many youth need a different, more cre-
ative, approach. 

In partnership with facilitators from the People’s Arts Collective 
in New Haven, we organized a series of  creative writing workshops 
around the state and reached out to solicit pieces from a diverse array 
of  youth and alumni of  the foster system. With the help of  social 
workers, foster and adoptive parents, and DCF staff, we started the 
process that resulted in the book you now hold in your hands: a set 
of  poems, stories, speeches, and vignettes that reflect a broad range 
of  experiences of  youth in care. 

These pieces range from deep to light-hearted, from raw to 
thoughtful, from heartbreaking to humorous—often all at once. 
Though they vary in tone and form, these pieces explore several 
common themes, including struggles of  identity, school, family and 
home.

We would like to thank all of  the individuals and organizations 
who made this project possible. In particular, we would like to thank 
our authors: their courage inspires us, and their voices embolden us. 

We urge you to read, to ponder and to learn. 
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My Life
d a n  c l a r k

Walk around my whole life with a mask, every day is Halloween.
People can’t believe the shit I’ve been through.
They ain’t ever seen,
Any of  the shit I’ve gone through, ain’t looked
Through these eyes,
Haven’t had to walk around through all the bias,
Or listen and live through the discrimination,
And the pain and the fact that you’re too weak for retaliation,
But you keep going, keep climbing up that hill,
With nobody’s motivation and only your will,
You talking to neighbors telling them if
U make it out,
U’ll bring em too cos they’re all
U care about,
U don’t care about jus makin
Some benjamins,
You’re family forever, it doesn’t matter,
The color of  your skin,
Love doesn’t have to be saved for only
Your kin,
As a kid I always had a plan,
Cos my whole life I know it only took
One man,
Cos you know why
One man can change the world,
Yeah,
One can man change the world.
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My Name Is
j a q u a n  h a r r i s

Hello, my name is Jaquan Harris. I want to tell you a story. My story. 
In 2005, my brother and I were officially taken into the Department 
of  Children and Families (DCF) foster care system after five years of  
on-again, off-again situations with DCF. However, it’s important that 
you know the whole story.

I was born in North Carolina in 1996 to wonderful parents who 
love my brother and I very much. My mother moved up north to 
Connecticut when I was only four months old, because there were 
better job opportunities up here. She was an in-home nurse for the 
elderly. We moved to Hamden and mortgaged a beautiful home on 
Newhall Street. I spent a lot of  time in that house playing and being a 
kid. Our landlords, Mr. Bill and Mr. Gates, had already been living in 
that house before we arrived. They were two nice old men who had 
been friends for a long time. I remember spending hours with them 
because they always had something interesting to say about their past.

Awhile after we moved into our house, our aunt and her two 
children from North Carolina moved in with us, as well. I loved hav-
ing this big family to live with. We sat together through power-out-
ages, played board games, and watched movies together. My cousin 
Kenny taught me how to tie my shoes (after some failed teaching 
attempts from my aunt). This period of  my life was good, but it 
came to an end, and I remember the exact moment it died. One day 
during summer vacation, my mother and aunt got into a stupid fight. 
After they were done arguing, we (my brother and I) were told to 
stand in the kitchen, so we did. We watched as my mother took six 
40 ounce bottles of  liquor and smashed them on the ground one by 
one. I was frightened and so was my brother. That day we left our 
house to go live with another aunt, our father’s sister. I was happy. I 
was hoping that I could see more of  my father now that I was living 
with his sister.

Similarly, history repeated itself  and my family was back on our 
own. Only, this time, there was nobody to lend a helping hand. We 
spent six months with my father’s sister and by the middle of  winter 
we were homeless. We ended up at our old house. I remember my 
brother having to sneak in through a window, for two reasons: 1) 
I was always a heavy child, 2) our old house was abandoned, and 
nobody lived there anymore. We slept on crates. (You read that cor-
rectly, crates.) My mother sacrificed and slept on the floor. The next 
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morning, we left that house and I would never see it again. The house 
isn’t even standing anymore: it’s been torn down and made into a 
parking lot. Anyway, that morning we went to see if  a friend would 
help, and she did. She housed, watched, and fed my brother and me 
while my mom was out searching for a job.

Unfortunately, this friend couldn’t continue helping us in that 
way so she helped in another. She dropped us off  at a shelter. I re-
member where the shelter was because it was right next to a fire 
house. I wanted to be a fireman when I was younger. We can’t re-
member how long we stayed but this shelter was just the thing we 
were looking for, a place to sleep and eat. However, nothing in this 
world comes for free. There was a strict “no alcohol” rule and my 
mom broke it. That same night, I was pried from around my mom 
and into an office so my mom could be escorted out of  the building. 
I remember being asked, “Is there anyone that we can call?” and the 
only answer I could think of  was, “You just carted her out of  the 
door.” Since then, we’ve been in the foster care system.

This is my story. Don’t be confused, my story is a happy one. 
Although it hurts the child that lives in me, the system quite possibly 
saved my life. I have had the privilege to see eighteen years of  life, 
I’m a high school graduate, and I’m currently enrolled in college. 
None of  that would have been achievable if  I weren’t in the system. 
My brother and I have been living  in the same foster home for the 
past ten years.

However, I do want you to know that my mother did everything 
in her power to turn our lives around. She is one of  the nicest people 
you’ll ever meet, and all she ever wanted was to have a happy family. 
Sometimes it’s hard to get a royal flush when you’re playing go fish.

As for my father, the last time I saw him was two years ago. I 
love my father, I really do, but he deprived me of  a fundamental 
right, which is him.

My brother is a wonderful barber. He’ll be twenty years old this 
July, two decades, can you believe it? As for me, I’ll keep advocating 
for youth and going to school.

The most important thing you should take away from this is; I’m 
writing this at 3:30am with a 10:30am class because I have a story that 
needs to be told.

Thank you to everybody who has touched my life.

6



Blood
w i l l i a m  n o r m a n d i n

 
My brother’s my blood,
My brother’s my life.
He may not do what he should,
And his trouble can be rife.

My blood is his and his blood is mine,
One day I know he’ll be doing just fine.

He makes me worry and worry some more,
And trying to get in touch can seem like a chore.
But when my heart begins to feel sore,
He always answers and its glee galore.

He is my brother now and forever,
Nothing can change that,
Not now not ever.

I will always try to help him do right, But once in a while he’s got to fight.
Because I know,
At the end of  the night,
I can’t be there to keep him in sight.

We’ll push and we’ll shove,
Yet through it all,
I feel nothing but love.

Because, because, because, my brother is, exactly the way I was.

I want you to know, my brother, that I would die for you. And this 
is nothing but the truth. You are as I once was. Help yourself  pull 
through and see what you need to do to get this right with yourself. 
There’s nothing I can do to ever stop you from living your life, and 
I don’t want to. I just want you to live life. Enjoy it. Take it in. Make 
something of  everything you’re given and always come out on top. 
And be wise, not foolish. It took me awhile to find a path but I did 
it. You can too. Just open your eyes and open your mind. You always 
have me behind you. I love you. Never forget that. Never.

And I make a promise to you... A promise that one day we will be re-
united and together once more. And then I really can have your back. 
Together again, one day. That’s how we will be. I promise.
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The Expectation of the Perfect Social Worker
e d d i e  r o s a  s e r r a n o

 
I understand that people make mistakes and that life is not perfect.
 
Foster children are taken from their families to be in a better place 
called THE DEPARMENT OF CHILDREN AND FAMILIES. 
You would think, just by the title, that kids and family are being 
helped there. My experience these last 7 years tells me that’s false.
 
Why? Maybe because workers are not involved in their cases as much 
as they are supposed to be. Their excuse is we have too many cases 
and we are always running around. In my belief, yes, they are running 
around, but in circles getting nothing done.
 
You expect workers to come see you once a month like they are sup-
posed to but the answer to that is they don’t. Most of  my friends that 
are in care, with no names being said, tell me that their workers are 
not involved. They feel like they don’t care about them.
 
I tell them preach, tell me more, because I feel your pain. I’ve been 
asking to go see my family that I have not seen in 7 years. I’ve tried 
to ask my social worker, no answer, I ask his supervisor, we will see, 
I ask the supervisor’s boss, sorry, you must talk to your social worker 
about that. For the last 3 years I’ve asked to go, and still I haven’t 
touched the ground of  the Puerto Rican island.
 
The point is, not all, but most workers don’t or maybe just act like 
they don’t care about their clients. Still, here I am participating and 
being interested in events that involved DCF, even though DCF is 
not interested in the voices of  the people that it’s supposed to be 
helping.
 
I would like to share my...
Favorite Quote that says: what doesn’t kill us makes us even stronger.
Standing here today, I want my brothers and sisters from the foster 
care system to take your bad memories, trauma, experiences, to BE-
LIEVE that WHAT BRINGS US DOWN TODAY WILL MAKE 
US STRONGER TOMORROW.
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For Ralph
July 29, 2011 
New Haven, CT
Speech Delivered at Ralph Zona’s Retirement Party
c r y s t a l  a s t r a c h a n

 
I’m happy to be here today to honor and appreciate Ralph Zona, who 
made a difference in not only my life but hundreds of  other children 
during his 36 years of  service with the Connecticut Department of  
Children and Families.

When Ralph became my social worker, I had just settled into 
Forbes House in New Haven, where I lived for the last three years of  
high school.  During this time, I was finding happiness and stability 
in my studies, part-time jobs, volunteer activities, and friendships. I 
was a bit hesitant at first about getting to know Ralph, since he was 
my 4th social worker. At this point, I had been disappointed by too 
many adults who would come and go, so naturally I wondered if  he 
would just be another who would hang around for a few months and 
then leave or just not care at all.

But as I got to know Ralph, I slowly learned that I could trust 
him. I could sense that he had good intentions and we ended up 
getting along well. Never once did I wonder if  he really cared about 
his job or my well-being. Fortunately, he was my last social worker 
and was there for me until I graduated from Yale College in 2004 – 
Ralph even attended my graduation ceremony and proudly watched 
me carry the New Haven flag through Old Campus. 

Everyone at DCF knows that Ralph is extremely talented and his 
adolescents have high success rates.  Today, I’d like to tell you about 
the special qualities that make him outstanding.  I searched deeply 
within myself  for these answers and came up with a list of  seven key 
qualities – 7 for the 7 years that Ralph was my social worker.

1. Ralph was there for us. He was not interested in using us  
to advance his career or get recognition for his work. He genuine-
ly cared about our development and success. Our happiness and 
achievements were his profits. I’ve learned that this quality in people 
is rare.
 2. Ralph was happy. Because Ralph was fulfilled in the act of
his work, he did not expect to receive any personal benefits from his 
clients. This was comforting, since I had grown up seeing adults use 
their children for their own benefits and also had been a victim to this 
type of  treatment myself.
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3.   Ralph was professional while still being human. He did not 
lean on us for emotional support or treat us like his friends or col-
leagues. He let me see that he was a real person with a life outside of  
work. He always told me about his wife and children and what they 
were up to.  His openness made me feel as if  he were just a regular 
person – not just a DCF employee.

4.  Ralph works with integrity. He is honest, reliable, consistent, 
and never made a promise that he did not keep.  Through Ralph’s 
actions, I learned that he was someone I could trust.

5.  My dreams were always within reach with Ralph. During high 
school, I realized that I had an adventurous side and sought oppor-
tunities to combine travel with education and service. Ralph never 
made me feel that I was asking for too much. It would have been 
really easy to tell me that he could not get me the funding or approval 
to go to Mexico to study Spanish or to go to Honduras to volunteer. 
But Ralph knew that my passions for international travel, service, and 
education were important to me and he supported my goals. 

6. Ralph did not sweat the small stuff. As an adolescent, I did 
some stupid stuff, but he kept perspective and knew that hiccups 
here and there are normal parts of  development.
 7. Ralph fostered independence. He was able to see that I made 
good decisions for myself  and was there to guide, rather than tell me 
exactly what I was supposed to do.  

I believe that every foster care child has the potential to make 
their life better while in DCF. Like all other children, they need sup-
port, guidance, and encouragement.  I consulted with my friends who 
lived with me at Forbes House and others who were in foster care. 
We are all in our late 20s and early 30s today. We got in touch with 
our adolescent selves, and, in our teenage voices, we wanted to tell 
you what we need from our social workers. Again, I present to you a 
list of  7 – this time for the 7 years that I have been out of  foster care. 

1. Give to us without expecting anything in return, we may be 
too hurt and angry to express appreciation when you are helping us, 
but trust that one day we will remember that we had someone who 
gave to us this way. 

2.  Help us feel that your job as a social worker is more than just 
a job for you.  Call us just to say hello.  Return our calls so that we 
don’t feel forgotten.  Be happy to see us. Be proud of  us.  Make us 
laugh.   

3. Never tell us how to feel about our situations today or how 
we should deal with the pain from our past. Let us be sad sometimes. 
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Understand when we withdraw or act out. 
4.  Give us room to mess up and make mistakes, for our mistakes 

are simply opportunities to learn and grow. Teach us how to forgive 
by forgiving us.

 5.  Don’t make us feel as if  we are a burden.  Show us that our 
presence is a gift.  Teach us that we, like all other children, deserve 
to be cared about and treated well. Before we got to DCF, we may 
have learned through the actions, lack of  action, or words of  other 
adults that we are not worthy of  attention, love, and caring - and that 
our needs should never be made a priority. Show us that this is not 
true through your actions, which will help us to make good decisions 
about the people we choose to have in our lives.

6.  Challenge us.  Ask us these questions: “What are your dreams? 
What is your purpose? What are your talents? How can you utilize 
your talents to help others?” Let us know that you are there to help 
us reach our goals and we will feel empowered.

7. Don’t just help us with our “self-esteem”. Help us with our 
“other-esteem,” which is how we feel about and relate to others. 
Help us understand how we are needed in our communities and our 
worlds to make a difference and how purposeful our gifts can be. 
This will help us to heal and fulfill our desires for interconnectedness 
and community that we long for. You, social workers, have this gift. 
Share it with us.

The benefits of  having a social worker like Ralph did not end 
when I left DCF. The gifts that I received continue to make me and 
others stronger. Because I had Ralph and DCF to help me to reach 
my fullest potential, I feel that it is my responsibility today to keep 
this special gift alive through my service to my community and world. 
I must pass on the values that I learned from Ralph. 
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Found Myself
e r i c  b e e r i n g

Well, my life is awesome. I have a family that is amazing: three broth-
ers, one sister, and (saving the best for last) my parents. My journey 
here was like a rollercoaster, though—bumpy, rough, smooth, then 
just plain crazy.

The first time I got on the roller coaster was when I went to the 
Waterford Country School. Walking into a group home, you wonder, 
where did I go wrong? This was my first group home placement, but 
not my last. Between group home placements, I was in and out of  
hospital care. I felt so different. Is this normal? Is this where other 
youth stay?

On top of  that, I came out as transgender. I felt trapped in my 
body, and I wanted to be male, not female. That was hardest: I did not 
know who to tell or how to tell them.

When I was transferred out of  the hospital I went to another 
group home. That is when I changed. There was a staff  member 
there named Emily B. She cared about me—that was strange to me 
at the time—but I enjoyed that someone cared. Being transgender 
had gotten better for me. I went and got the clothes that I liked and 
wore them proudly.

The next step towards a family was at Alison Gill Lodge (AGL). 
It was still a group home, but it was different. When I knocked on the 
door, I was greeted by a staff  member named Sarah, who was really 
nice. I moved in the rest of  my stuff  that day, and met the coolest 
staff  and girls. There was a girl who really stood out to me there—
Lexie, a girl I looked up to. She became like a big sister to me. It was 
sad, though; since group homes are not permanent, she had to leave 
at some point. That was hard, but I learned the importance of  having 
a backbone from her. Of  standing up for what you want.

I knew I wanted to come out, so I did. After Lexie left, I came 
out as Trans and liking girls, and refused to be ashamed of  it. I want-
ed the next generation of  girls who came to AGL to see me as a role 
model.

At that time, I was still a sophomore in high school. High school 
was weird. I did not know where I fit in.

That all changed on the date of  12/12/12. I found the family for 
me. The Meikles. They are the family that made me the proud person 
I am today. For the past 3 years (almost 4), I have had the most amaz-
ing Christmases and holidays.
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I’m now pleased with who I am. I love my life now. I’ve gradu-
ated from high school.

I love to advocate for foster care. I’m proud to be in it. As I see 
it, there is a family out there for everyone. It may take longer to find 
for some, but keep looking, and they will come. They finally came, 
and they love me.

 
Now, I say: Family Forever.
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The Beautifully Flawed
r o n a e l e  t .  w i l l i a m s

 
Beautifully flawed people;
Humans with no humanity.
A society that lurks within every door that matches our keys.
But yet we don’t take advantage of  all of  our positive opportu-

nities, but we do go to local facilities not realizing that we have the 
capability and stability to use our utilities; …….

our brain cells. Yet the capacity of  the negativity, the insecurity, 
the wanting to fit in and be accepted by society, dieting on some-
thing that’s not a reliability.  Actually, in all reality, we secretly build 
off  of  the infidelities of  our unity, but we are not united.

Instead we fight it. We fight, kill, beat and backstab each other, 
then go cry to our grand grandmothers about it.

Resisting the “what cannot be” existing but in our minds it’s all 
in existence. Then here it all comes again, as if  we missed it. There’s 
no escaping the realities of  societies.

My beautifully flawed people, we miss out on our destined 
dynasties due to the maxing out of  our eyes gazing on “the new”. 
Trying to be cool, following the crowds and being copying trend 
setters, when we all should be buckled down, settling down with 
our ears and eyes in books, and inspiring to be go getters.

But what is that? Instead, we all can take a stand and stand up 
saying “Forget that! F this and F that!”

But claim we don’t F with that. But when we get those F’s on 
papers being passed back to us we flip out because most of  our 
parents aren’t with that.

But in all honesty, No society is worth that!
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The Creation
a n t h o n y  m a r r e r o

 
My life in a poem…I took and I gave, I stood up and I ran, I got 
talked down to while still throwing a few jabs. Never giving up, stay-
ing ahead, but wait that’s the dream inside my head.

Still asleep, I think it’s time to wake up, grow up, and shine! BUT, 
how…? I take and break, coat left un-hung, walk past the present, 
straight back. Back? Why back you ask? Maybe because that’s where 
I learned from my mistakes or maybe because I like it there or just 
maybe because it’s easier to make excuses for the past then to live and 
deal with what’s in the present. Redefining odds, misspelled emotion, 
they say it’s just a paper, but, “What’s on it means more.”

Watch and translate, paid and new trends, people screaming, 
“You gotta have it,” but quite frankly I don’t want it. I just want to be 
here, there, anywhere. Feelings are the best feeling, but not feelings 
can transpire into loud actions that require quick consequences. Ev-
erything backlashes, quietly taking people out, they’re coming, they’re 
coming, who’s coming? The vicious, toxic, panic-starting, BANG! 
You only hear it when the jobs done, too slow to react, red and 
pure liquid flows onto the pavement. Then you hear that one old, 
nosey woman, the one who everyone dislikes, yells, WHY!?!? At that 
moment you could hear everybody who was in the radius of  him 
heartbeat but mines was still moving normal, like if  I’ve replayed this 
same scene over and over as if  I’d missed something.

The sight of  ball players, virginity slayers, and the Virgin Marys, 
all in the same place, we called this the Courts. Somewhere I went 
to clear my head, refocus the stress, and manipulate it into some 
great but I wasn’t that. I tried and gave it my all but there was al-
ways someone better on that no one could beat until that day, I did. 
People laughed rather than cheer and guys said, “Get that chump out 
of  there! Why you playing with him? He’s not on your level, hit the 
gas and rev the pedal, and have him sit in this chair!” The chair was 
the place people sat when they took a bad loss or gets crossed up to 
the point they fell. People were shocked, they couldn’t believe, their 
squinting eyes could see that guy be facing defeat.

The smell of  collards, corn bread, fried chicken, and rice, could 
be so nice, so refreshing, taste buds are bubbling. Only one small 
bowl that wouldn’t even fill up a toddler, I thought I grew out of  this, 
but I guess I’m still not old enough. Wishing to be older while trying 
to stay young, life supposed to be so fun, but work is never done. The 
life of  me, the beginning of  I.
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Police Report
l i n d s a y  n o v a k

 
A word has been arrested for criminal activity.
 
Arrest Report
Word Banned
06/23/15, 7:00 PM
Arresting Officer: 7465 L.N.

 
A young adult has used the word *restricted* in the context of  

being too reserved. I  believe *restricted* should no longer exist, 
for the reason that everyone should express freely however the hell 
they want and not care what others think or say. Everyone has their 
freedom to express themselves and be respected by doing so. *Re-
stricted* is holding back and not moving forward because they are 
too comfortable. Therefore, there SHOULD BE FREEDOM OF 
SELF EXPRESSION!
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From Foster to Adopted
n i c h o l a s  o b e r t z

 
My experience with the Department of  Children and Families (DCF) 
did not start off  so great.  There had been times where I’ve felt they 
could have made better decisions but in all, I’ve learned to feel safe 
by trusting my social worker.

I came into DCF when my parents could not meet my needs and so 
I had to leave them. At that time I was not okay about that decision.

As I began to meet the right people I started to feel better. When I 
began going to the DCF office I was a little scared because of  not 
knowing what was going on.

My first foster home was the worst. They would negate my feelings 
and that would make me feel less than. They did not include me as a 
family member in their house.  I eventually became isolated because 
of  their behavior.  
   
My life without DCF would be terrible and I thank them for caring 
about me when no one else wanted to.

I am happy with the choices that DCF has made. If  DCF made dif-
ferent choices then I wouldn’t be where I am right now. Today, I am 
doing well in high school. My grades are better than they have ever 
been. I like my high school, and I have made new friends. I partici-
pate in after school activities (ex. robotics). My dream finally came 
true when I was officially adopted on 12-19-2014. Now I move on to 
completing the rest of  my dreams (high school, college and becom-
ing a good Nick!)
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Transformation
m o n i c a  f i g u e r o a

 
Transformation
That deep inner feeling
When they’re away
No escape
For your own good

Shame on me
I used to think
Blinked
Felt like eternity
But it wasn’t me
Young, fully aware
DCF pulled me out for safety
Secured in a new habitat
All so hastily

Who did I become?
Lost in the atmosphere
Still in my high school years
Yes, this was it

Group home to foster home
No fear
I was welcomed
I shed some tears
Joy consumed my soul

Became a college student
Joined an Army’s unit
Thank God for every moment
I include supportive workers

The line does not stop here
There are yet journeys ahead to endure
Forever I will solely be me
No fear for sure.
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t a b b y  g a b l e

 
I was feeling like I had a huge black hole in my chest. I had no one 
to go to, and no hope for my future. My old foster mom was never 
home, I was never comfortable talking with her about my problems, 
and she never encouraged me to do good things in my life. I re-
member the day I told my DCF worker that I needed someone who 
would be there for me, who would help me even when I moved out. 
I needed a new home, where it could actually feel like a home, and 
a family, who I could call my family. My social worker looked and 
looked for a home. She called me about a family and we scheduled 
a visit. I was excited to meet them yet very nervous. As the hours 
went by fear grew over me. I had a problem with letting people in, 
and major trust issues. I always feared of  getting hurt again or being 
placed in another bad home.

On December 16, 2012 I sat in the car with my mentor, as we 
were sitting in their driveway we read the stickers on the truck. I was 
a nervous wreck. I had so many thoughts going through my head. I 
remember walking into the house for the very first time. The Italian 
aroma hit me when I walked in, and the Christmas tree sparkled so 
bright. I had finally met Mr. and Mrs. V. They were the cutest. They 
knew how to tell jokes, and get a conversation started. They were in 
their early 60’s and were still in the groove. After a good half  an hour, 
we left. I left with a heart full of  hope for my future. We had the total 
of  two visits, which was enough for me to know that I wanted to live 
with them.

DCF gave me the home of  my dreams, with parents that love 
and care for me. They listened to my needs and gave me something 
that could never be replaced. To this day, they and I are an insepara-
ble family, we have been through thick and thin. When I come home 
from school, Mrs. V is home, and when I need to talk to someone, 
they are both there for me. My experience with DCF has been life-
changing. When I was young, I was adopted into an abusive home. 
After fourteen years, I was finally taken away, and ever since then, 
DCF has always had my back and always encouraged me to follow 
my dreams. Without, DCF I don’t know where I would be or end 
up. My life has changed due to their love and support, and that I will 
never ever forget.

How Something Bad Can Turn Into Something Great
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Non Racial, Stereotypical Thoughts
r o n a e l e  t .  w i l l i a m s

 
Excuse my French, but I’m not with the shhhhhhh …..
 
Shh, be quiet. Don’t let people tell you that your dreams and society 
is dying.
 
If  you crave knowledge and the unknown and want to be some-
body, then go ahead, go get it and grab it. Take society by the hand, 
develop your future without fear of  “the man,” you got it.
 
And when you tell people that you have a dream like Dr. Martin 
Luther King Jr., don’t listen to them say “I doubt it”.
 
Just because you’re not a thug walking around looking to blaze up 
and lay down or be a Rasta, the usage of  those big blades get tired.
 
Machetes, heavily reminded that we slay our so called enemies, 
when really the true reality is that they walk amongst us freely.
 
We embrace so many checks except reality checks!
Even money orders because we don’t know the difference!
Our minds cannot comprehend the things of  God!
Yet our attitudes are in direct contact and connected to our alti-
tudes.
 
Imagination is inaccurate realities in our minds.
However, we fail to love and live without our cultural camouflage.
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Finally a Place to Call Home
k i a r a  r e y e s

 
Most people’s place of  perfect contentment is their own home, or a 
beach, or their grandparent’s house. For me, it was totally different. 
My place of  contentment was a group home for girls in Hamden, 
Connecticut. It was a beautiful, big house in the middle of  the woods 
where the only thing I could hear was the sounds of  birds tweeting. 
More importantly, I felt safe there, and felt like I was in a home for 
the first time in many years. Here is my story.

Monday, March 17, 2014, was a cold and breezy night. I had just 
returned home to my house of  horror after walking back from the 
Bridgeport Police Training Academy with my sister. The first thing 
that ran through my mind as I walked inside the house was that I was 
tired and hungry. I remember I went to the kitchen, grabbed some 
cookies, and went straight upstairs to my room to lie down. It was 
approximately 8:30pm. The next thing I knew, I heard my father’s 
voice.  He was screaming at the top of  his lungs, making the house 
shake in fear. He was upset and angry that someone left the front 
door wide open. I didn’t pay much attention because I knew my sister 
was down stairs, probably outside, and that he was yelling at her, but 
I was wrong.

Instead, my father stormed upstairs, banging on my door and 
screaming at me because he thought that I forgot to close and lock 
the door. I told him “Mary’s downstairs, I thought she closed it.” But 
my father wasn’t buying it. He started screaming at me. I remembered 
my body shivering in fear.  From my experiences in the past, I knew 
it was going to get ugly real fast, but I was also tired of  being blamed 
for everything and every time I tried to stand up for myself  I would 
get hit. But this time, I didn’t care anymore. I screamed and yelled 
and told him off. I demanded respect and respect is what I was going 
to get.

The last thing I remember coming out of  my father’s mouth be-
fore he hit me in the face was, “I hate you, I can’t wait until you turn 
18, I can’t wait for you to get out of  my house! I’m sorry your mother 
ever gave birth to you.” When I say I lost it, I mean I really lost it. 
I yelled at him, saying I hated him so much and that he could go to 
hell. That’s when he got physical. At first, I couldn’t process what 
happened. I was just so angry and full of  hatred. I pushed my father 
to get him off  me and the next thing I knew my step-mom and sister 
were storming inside my room to break up the big fight.
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The next day, I went to school crying. I wanted to kill myself. I 
remembered thinking that life wasn’t worth living anymore. Nobody 
could do anything for me and nobody believed me. Fortunately, Mrs. 
Smith, the school social worker, pulled me aside and asked me why 
I was crying. I told her everything that went down that night. She 
promised me that I wouldn’t be going back to that house of  horror 
anymore.

She contacted my DCF worker and told her what happened and 
that this couldn’t go on anymore. Within an hour, my worker was at 
my school for the rescue. I told her what went down and everything 
else I hadn’t told her before. I made it very clear that I couldn’t take 
it anymore. That afternoon my hopes and dreams of  ever getting 
out of  that house finally came true. My worker took me to Hamden, 
Connecticut, to a girls group home which actually was a home.  I was 
safe, loved and finally free. 
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Family
b r i a n  g i b b o n s

 
Blood, genes, ancestors is what comes to mind when the word ‘Fam-
ily’ has been used. But what if…what if  there’s more to it? There 
must be some deeper meaning to this frequently used word. Things 
like loyalty, love, building each other up. People who stay, people who 
care, people who accept you for you. Blood can spill, but love is 
always there. Family is not a surface level word. There is always a 
deeper meaning. Loss and longing allows for these deeper thoughts 
to surface and come to mind. I may be only 16 but I have been 
through more than you’ll ever realize.
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My Inspiration
A Tribute to my Grandmother Joanne Chamberlain
a s h l e y  c h e v r e t t e

 
 “Don’t trust that woman, Ashley. She’s a nasty backstabbing bitch. 
She wants to send us to a shelter, she can’t even give me money for 
you guys. You know she calls me names and threatens to take you 
away. She wants you gone. She doesn’t care! She couldn’t care less 
about you or your brothers and she’s never cared about me!”  I heard 
this same rant over and over again for years from my mother. It never 
made any sense to me really; we would go over grandma’s house in 
the summer, for holidays and for parties, but before and after those 
visits my mother would always force these lies into my head until they 
became my own thoughts and feelings. I was scared of  my grand-
mother for a long time, and disliked her very much.

Little by little, my weariness of  my grandmother dwindled as she 
showed more love and loyalty than my own mother. Her first valiant 
appearance, that I can recall, was when she and her husband came 
down to North Carolina to rescue my brothers and I from a “safe 
home,” a temporary housing facility for youth in the system either 
being reunited with their birth family or waiting for a foster family. 
We were there for about a week, and there she was, at the end of  it 
all, as promised. She had come with open arms and a warm heart, 
something my brothers and I hadn’t experienced in quite some time. 
I was relieved. I don’t remember the car ride back up to Connecticut, 
but I do  remember waking up happy, warm, safe, and worry-free 
every day after in my grandma’s house, where I belonged.

There were some times when my mother really did try to sober 
up to at least get me back in her custody. Some attempts were suc-
cessful at first, but then failed miserably, ending in trauma and suf-
fering for the both of  us. Lucky for me, my grandmother was there 
each time to take me in or help in any way she could. But one day, 
she didn’t take me in. She denied me and sent me away into the foster 
care system for someone else to care of, and I was devastated, hurt 
and angry. Even to this day, I don’t know exactly why she did that to 
me. I felt as if, after all these years, my mother was right…my grand-
mother was a backstabbing bitch. The sadness and hate lingered in 
my heart for a long time, until I became old enough to see her love 
in so many other ways than just housing me. Although I have been 
a client of  DCF since my childhood, my grandmother has always 
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made sure to know where I was and who I was residing with, and has 
always wanted to see me.

As I got older, I started appreciating her more and recognizing 
how fortunate I was to have her in my life. Her wisdom has impacted 
so many of  my life decisions, as every day I wish to keep her proud 
of  me. I want her to know that her granddaughter is strong and resil-
ient, just like she is. She is a truly strong woman. Just from knowing 
about some of  her struggles from her past years, I know she has 
much to offer me. I love my grandmother so much and I credit her 
with large portions of  my success thus far. She has been a founda-
tion for me, with cracks, of  course, because no one is perfect, but 
supportive and nurturing, more so. I know that, with her, I have a 
family; I have the mother I need, I have a friend that I can call and a 
grandmother who is all-around amazing. 

My grandmother truly inspires me to be strong, true and honest, 
happy and successful. She’s our entire family’s rock. She is selfless 
and seems to always put us first. I see my grandmother about once a 
week and she’s happy to do everything and anything together. In my 
eyes, even the ordinary things we do together, like going out to eat, 
visiting museums or just hanging out at her house, seem extraordi-
nary; I’ll do anything just to spend some extra time together.

In many ways, my grandma is just like anyone else’s, but it’s her 
drive to protect and love her family that stands out to me. As long as 
she’s alive, and even after she passes, I know I will be alright and well 
cared for because of  the tools she has given to me through leading 
by example. I hope that everyone has someone in their life like my 
grandma because, without her, I don’t know where I would be or 
what kind of  young adult I would be. Most of  her inspiration does 
not manifest into physical actions or things, but is felt from her heart 
to mine.

Thanks for always being there even when you didn’t need to be, 
Grandma. You have kept me going strong and healthy and all I can 
do to repay you is to show you my success in the end. I promise that 
I will.

 
I love you Grandma.
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I remember…you forget.
a n t h o n y  m a r r e r o

 
 

I remember the time…
You left, I stayed,
You gained, I lost,

The thought of  increased
morality, emotion,

as you pass…
Your head held up, my head down,

You smile, I frown,
You stand high, as I’m still trying to climb…

You’re on the pedestal, and
I’m on the floor still fixing the chess board,

But you forget….
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My Home is Different
c h r i s  h i g h s m i t h

 
What is home? Home is where one goes to rest their head, and sit 
down and eat, where they can go every night.

My home is different. My home is where I go to stay happy. It’s my 
safe haven. When I am unhappy, I go there to clear my mind and re-
store my happiness. It will always be there when I need it, it will never 
move or change; it will stay the same. 

Sometimes, in times of  need, I used to think where is everyone? They 
weren’t there when I needed or wanted them. After a while, I realized 
that those who knew me best were already there, at my home, waiting 
for me to arrive. I can count on them to be there for me, and they 
know where to find me if  I’m not in the right mindset. I know the 
ones there are the ones who care for me.

I run laps there, at my home, running with friends who I have bond-
ed with over time, so that they are like family to me now. I know I 
can talk to them about anything and that they will give me the advice 
I need to become a better person. I can trust that everyone there 
doesn’t judge one another because we’ve become close with one an-
other, even though we hang out in clusters.

The varsity team hangs out with varsity, the JV team with JV, and 
everyone else. We try to make each other better. We tend to hang out 
in clusters not based on who gathers the most points, but on who can 
better challenge each other. If  we find that someone on the team has 
a weak spot, we   do our best to fix that by helping the person become 
better, or by switching someone else in that is a more compatible for 
that particular spot. 

During a meet, we get results based on how much we put in at prac-
tice, and see how we have to improve against other teams. That’s 
when we make alliances with other teams’ players, and they become 
good friends over time, rivals that you challenge during later meets.

I’ve been told by a lot of  people that I have star potential and that 
I can go far with this gift. The only way I can become better is by 
practicing, and lately I’ve been doing a lot of  that. My goal is to try 
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out for the Olympic team, hopefully even make the Olympic team, 
and compete against the big league stars. I tend to surround myself  
with people I know who push me in the right direction to bring out 
my full potential.

Because of  its importance, I can’t let just anyone into my gregarious 
home. If  you were wondering, my home is the track (as in, track and 
field). I’ve been running since 8th grade and have met tons of  friends 
there who have helped me become the runner I am today.
 
I want to thank them all for helping me get closer to making my 
dreams become a reality, and my family for always supporting me and 
being by my side. 
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Prom
a n t h o n y  m a r r e r o

“Can’t wait, can’t wait,”
Things you hear when the topic comes up,

Why the rush?
The sense of  reassurance,

The idea of  broken relationships sewn together for one night.
And the problems of  before comes the next day,

What happened to, “Oh you’re so Pretty”
Now its “Oh you’re so Ugly”

“Come here,”
“Get away,”

“Let’s dance,”
“Why are you so close to me?”
Back to the unstitched reality,
Back to the undistracted eye,

Back to Life…So how was the Prom?

Loose Leaf
a n t h o n y  m a r r e r o

 
Delicate,

Transformed,
Redefined,

A fallen eye lash to nature,
A mere object to the mind,

A beauty so pure,
So unique,

So odd,
Fallen from the lungs of  the earth,

Just to make room,
Just to create a path,

Just to die…
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Congratulations!
June 25, 2015
Bridgeport, CT
Speech Delivered at Bridgeport DCF Graduation Party
q u a n i t r a  m c c r a y

 
Good evening graduates and congratulations! My name is Quanitra 
McCray, and I am an alumna of  DCF and Casey Family Services. I 
aged out about 4 years ago from foster care and I stand here today to 
let you guys know and to encourage your heart that NOTHING IS 
IMPOSSIBLE, ABSOLUTELY NOTHING!

I entered foster care at the age of  4. My mom neglected my siblings 
and me, and from that we became foster children.  From the age of  
4 until age 23, I was in 3 foster homes and 2 group homes. Around 
the age of  11, I became rebellious, ignored any and every thing I was 
told, had a horrible attitude and pretty much didn’t care about much. 
I considered myself  the tough one! It was a mechanism for me to be 
that way, because I felt no one cared for me.

Realizing that the world doesn’t owe me anything, I straightened 
up after my first experience in a group home. Transitioning from 
the group home to a foster home, I was introduced to Casey Fam-
ily Services, a therapeutic foster care agency DCF worked with for 
children and teens that needed more support. Finally settled into a 
foster home I thought was a good fit for me, I began to straighten 
up and “do better” because time was flying. I was entering into my 
freshman year in high school.  I then joined the YBC Work to Learn 
building boats (who would have ever thought building boats would 
be so fun?). I was eager to make money.

During my sophomore year of  high school, I became pregnant. I had 
my daughter at the age of  15 years old. Not letting that stop me, I 
kept up my schooling—once I had her, I was home-schooled because 
she was born premature at 2 lbs. Still on target with things, I gradu-
ated high school on time in 2006. I was always interested in studying 
criminal justice, because some of  my biological family was in and out 
of  prison my whole life.

From there, I was introduced to my church, Triumphant Christian 
Church, which I love so much, and I did a complete 360, I would say. 
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I would never had thought that my church and God could turn me 
into the person I am today.

I went on to HCC and graduated in 2009. I continued my education 
and was accepted into SHU and graduated in 2012.  Keeping in my 
mind that God does not fail, I applied to graduate school to get my 
Master’s degree. I graduated this year (1 month ago)!

 I beat the odds! Many people were not expecting me to go this far. 
With support from my DCF social worker, Laura Hudson (and her 
clique… they always cheered me on!), I stand here today to tell you 
all that, regardless of  what the statistics say for foster children, you 
too can break it! My daughter is currently 11 years old, in 6th grade, 
and an honor student. I never gave up on my goals because I knew 
that’s what the enemy wanted. I have been living on my own since 
the age of  19, with DCF’s assistance, through the independent living 
program. I now pay my own bills and pay for my own car. I’m work-
ing toward owning my own house by the age of  28. 

I have always felt that my experience in foster care wasn’t the best, so 
I decided to get my license and become a foster parent. Who can be 
a better foster parent than I, who was a foster child for 19 years, and 
has a degree in the field? Me! I currently have 2 foster girls and my 
biological daughter, totaling 3 girls. Raising them by myself. J

Don’t ever give up! With everything you do, remember someone else 
is watching, and looking up to you…always know that NOTHING 
IS IMPOSSIBLE! ABSOLUTELY NOTHING! (a saying from Pas-
tor West at TCC).

Thank you to the best social worker, Laura Hudson, and to the entire 
supervising staff  at DCF, for never giving up on me. I know I wasn’t 
the best kid, but I hope I have made you proud! Also, thank you to 
Casey Family Services and YBC (FSW).

Good luck to all of  you furthering your education in college and/or 
a trade school. You too can do it!
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I Am…..!
a p r i l  p o s e y

 
I am talented but also afraid of  what will happen next
I wonder if  people will like the true me
I hear kids talking about me and laughing at me
I see my friends leaving me
I want to be a different person this year
I am talented but also afraid of  what will happen next
 
I pretend to be someone that I’m not
I feel that every day when I wake up I have to put on a mask
I touch my face and begin to feel fake
I worry more if  I’m being a good example for my little sister every day
I cry myself  to sleep almost all the time when I’m alone
I am talented but also afraid of  what will happen next
 
I understand I’m a DCF child but it doesn’t make me less than you
I say everybody is somebody whether you like them or not
I dream of  being on stage singing in front of  thousands of  people  
and enjoying it and also most importantly being myself
I try to sing every song my mom used to sing to me when I was 
younger and now so I can remember her
I hope one day you will see me who I really am—by the end of  this
I am talented but also of  afraid of  what will happen next
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Bugs
a s h l e y  c h e v r e t t e

 
Growing up, my childhood was extremely unstable and unpredict-
able. My parents had a bad habit of  abusing drugs that everyone else 
knew about besides me. I am one of  three children, and somehow it 
seemed as if, no matter how hard my older brothers and I tried, we 
could never escape from the chaos in our lives. At home, I was usu-
ally left alone in my room waiting for it all to cease. When strangers 
would come in and out of  my house at all hours of  the night, no one 
was there to care. Every time a rock would be thrown through our 
windows due to the lack of  follow up from my parent’s drug deals, 
no one was there to care. And every time my parents would slip back 
into their room for hours, sometimes days at a time, no one was there 
to care either.  As a child, I felt very confused and was very lonely.

I was eight years old and in third grade at Roger Sherman El-
ementary School in Meriden, CT. I loved being a shining Sherman 
star! I would put so much effort into my schoolwork hoping, pray-
ing, it would bring some peace and normalcy into my household. 
My brothers were not particularly good at school, but whenever they 
would bring home a C-, my mom would applaud and praise them. 
Their works would be posted up on the refrigerator or taped to the 
cabinets for everyone who stepped in our house to see. I remember 
going to my parents the first time I got a 100% on a spelling test. 
I was so proud of  myself  and thought that maybe because I had 
accomplished something that night they would tuck me in and kiss 
me goodnight, instead of  shutting their door at 7:00p.m sharp for 
a long night ahead. I went to my parents with that 100% and yeah, 
they smiled. They said that they wouldn’t expect anything less from 
me, but what I really wanted was a hug and kiss from both of  them 
acknowledging how hard I tried.

It was about halfway through my third grade year when my 
father had left us. I remember that day so vividly; I was sitting on 
the couch in the living room listening to my parent’s drug induced 
arguments. Suddenly, my father burst through their bedroom door, 
walking hastily towards the side door without even a glance towards 
his baby girl. My mother was screaming and crying about how evil 
of  a man he was and asking how he could do this to us. I ran to the 
window to watch their fight continue as he revved his motorcycle 
and drove away without a goodbye. My mom called him five minutes 
later and asked if  he could at least come back to say goodbye to “his” 
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daughter…not even “our.” He didn’t. Ever since that day, things with 
mom and her habits had taken a serious turn for the worst. Not soon 
after that, more random, scary strangers had started breaking in our 
house and throwing more rocks through our windows. She pulled my 
brothers and me out of  school, packed up what we could, and headed 
down south to North Carolina. I still hate that day. She ripped me 
from my school, my friends, my teachers and my community that had 
supported me and nurtured me more than she did.

We arrived down in North Carolina fourteen hours later. We 
landed in a trailer home in Lumberton County and I was enrolled 
into Orrum Middle School. Being the new girl with a funny “Yan-
kee” accent was nothing to be proud of. All the kids made fun of  
me for having unkempt frizzy hair, for how developed my body was 
compared to everyone else’s, and for the fact that the little amount 
of  clothing I had that always reeked because my mom didn’t have 
money to do our laundry.  I sat alone at lunch everyday while girls 
came by, hit me and said hurtful things loudly enough for at least 
three neighboring tables to hear. One day in line, I was in front of  
another mixed girl with big frizzy hair with a funny “Yankee” accent. 
They called her Bugs because those same mean girls targeted her too, 
claiming she had bugs in her hair. Her name was Raven. She sat next 
to me at lunch that day and hugged me for about ten minutes. I cried 
like a three year old in the middle of  our cafeteria because that was 
first time I had been hugged by anyone in about a year and a half.

She sat with me every day after that, and I would otherwise only 
see her when passing to other classes, but a ten second glance was all 
I needed. I had felt so alone, betrayed and scared everywhere I went. 
I had no sanctuary; not at school, and definitely not at home. At eight 
years old, I contemplated suicide and had made several attempts be-
fore I met Raven. When I told her that, she made me promise to call 
her every day when I got home. We would talk all night long. Raven 
was there when I fell asleep every night, and there when I woke up 
every day after. She was not able to stop my mother’s drug habit, or 
stop us from being taken away by the Department of  Children and 
Families again down in North Carolina, but she gave me an outlet 
and friendship. I do not know if  I would have ever gone through with 
taking my own life, but I thank Raven for why I did not. So many 
parts of  my life at that point were unfamiliar and unstable, and Raven 
made going to school my sanctuary again. I was always very grateful 
to have had her in my life even if  it was only for a short nine months.

When I think about my childhood, there are a lot of  missing 
parts that I can’t remember, but I do remember Raven and the dif-
ference her presence made to me. After being taken into custody 
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by DCF down in North Carolina I never heard from or saw Raven 
again. I wish that I could find her just to thank her and let her know 
she helped fix my life.

 
Dedicated to all the little girls out there with big, frizzy, unkempt hair who 

don’t fit in because of  their “Yankee” accent. Find your own “Bugs”, they’re not 
so bad.
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My Little Brother
b y  m i k e  d .

My little brother just turned 10,
It’s crazy seeing him growing into big man
Not even in middle school yet
 and he got big plans 

I also saw my pops like last weekend, 
he’s gettin old you can see his skin wrinklin
It’s been since ’06 last seen him, 
in less than 10 minutes he was drinkin

He knew the whole time what I was thinkin
 … where my momma at?  Is she staying clean? 

Or is she out there still roaming them streets?
I remember when she didn’t come home for weeks, 
cause that was the longest 4 weeks
I remember cause I couldn’t get no sleep
 or let Tykim see his big bro weak

That was the second time they took my parents from me
Why did I open the door I’m such a dummy?

Forget what my shrink said I blame no one but me
What did I think they was gone keep us company?
Later found out that my dad called them on me 
That made me so mad cause they took my bro from me

And he was my everything
 “only over my dead body” let the Chorus sing.
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Home
j e s s y c a  m a g n u n s o n

Home is a feeling not a place.
Home is the feeling when your lips touch their lips.
Home is their arms around your waist and your head in their chest.
Home is your fingers loosely intertwined in theirs.
Home is the feeling you get after not seeing them for a while.
Home is their voice in your head and the scent of  them still lingering  
     on your clothes.
Home is seeing them and realizing all that you ever wanted was right 
    there in front of  you.
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To learn more about our children, our families, and our state, please 
visit our website at www.ctvoices.org.
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