
For  months on end I  l i ved in  pain,
Caught  in  a cyc le  I  could not  rest ra in .
I  searched for  s i lence,  searched for  peace,
Yet  every  choice brought  less  re l ie f .

The n ights  were long,  the days were co ld,
And far  too young,  I  fe l t  too o ld.
Hospi ta l  rooms and f lashing l ights
Became the backdrop to  my n ights .

Po l ice car  windows,  tear-s ta ined cheeks,
A mind too t i red,  a  soul  too weak.
I  fe l t  abandoned by the wor ld,
A f r ightened and exhausted g i r l .

I  t ru ly  thought  there was no p lace 
Where I  be longed or  could fee l  safe.
And in  the darkest  depths of  pain,
I  thought  I ’d  never  r ise again.  

I  t r ied to  speak,  t r ied to  expla in
The endless chaos in  my bra in,
But  far  too of ten words would fa l l  
Against  the s i lence of  i t  a l l .

Then just  before Chr is tmas came,
Every th ing around me changed.
I  was sent  hours  f rom my hometown
whi le  my whole wor ld  was breaking down.
A th i rd  p lacement ,  s t range and new,
And honest ly ,  I  d id  not  want  to .
I  fe l t  a f ra id,  a lone,  unsure,
Conv inced my hear t  could take no more.

Yet  for  the f i rs t  t ime,  someone s tayed.
For  the f i rs t  t ime,  someone made 
The choice to  l i s ten,  not  d ismiss
The depth of  a l l  my empt iness.

They heard the pain beneath my smi le
And walked bes ide me every  mi le .
At  las t ,  my s t ruggles had a name,
And s lowly ,  heal ing f ina l ly  came.

I t  was not  quick  easy,  or  neat ;
Recovery  rare ly  is  complete.
There were count less  tears  and endless n ights  
Spent  s imply  t ry ing to  surv ive.

Months on 1 : 1  suppor t ,
Arms reach when my thoughts  grew dark.
Days where breath ing fe l t  too hard,
And heal ing le f t  i ts  deepest  marks.

But  through i t  a l l ,  there s t i l l  remained
People who s tayed through every  wave.

Sam, Lyana,  Chr is t ine too,
Thank you for  he lp ing pul l  me through.
For  every  ta lk ,  for  every  tear ,
For  prov ing k indness s t i l l  l i ves  here.

Chloe taught  me ways to  cope,
To hold on t ight ly  onto hope.
Aal iah helped me understand
The sensory  s t ruggles I  wi thstand.

And Cayl in  s i ts  and rocks wi th  me 
When my mind races endless ly .
Through music  loud and moments  wi ld ,
You help me f ind peace for  a  whi le .

To everyone at  Mer ida,
You helped me f ind mysel f  again.
You showed me l i fe  was s t i l l  wor th l i v ing
And that  heal ing s tar ts  wi th  forg iv ing.

I  s t i l l  have hard days,  that  is  t rue.
Some bat t les  s tay,  through smal ler  too.
But  now when morning l ight  appears ,
I  no longer  wake consumed by fear .

The scars  I  carry  te l l  my s tory :
Not  one of  shame,  not  quiet  g lory .
Because despi te  the pain I  knew,  
I  surv ived -  and I  grew too.

And af ter  a l l  the hur t  and s t r i fe ,
I  f ina l ly  found the beauty  in  l i fe .
The greatest  th ing these people gave
Was not  jus t  he lp,  or  hope,  or  sav ing.

They helped me real ise,  f ina l ly ,
That  I  was never  beyond sav ing.
Not  because I  learned to  f ight  for  l i fe-
But  because I  learned to  f ight  for  me.
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