
 

Look How Far I’ve Come 

Continued on page 2 

 

M 
y sister and I were put into foster 

care after my mom passed away 

from Multiple Sclerosis. My dad's 

mental illness went into overdrive, and he 

could no longer take care of us. I was five 

years old.  

We were in foster care 

for about four and a half 

years. For most of that 

time, we were with an 

older couple, who had  

fostered over 20 children 

throughout their time as 

foster parents.  

Though there was not as 

much affection as we 

were used to, our needs 

were fulfilled. We had 

food, clothing and a roof 

over our heads. We were 

able to have sporadic 

visits with our dad when 

he or another relative 

could pick us up. These 

visits happened about 

once a month. 

Even so, I could not wait to be able to live 

with my dad again. That day finally came, 

but he was still battling depression. My sister 

and I took the responsibility of taking our 

welfare checks to the grocery store for food 

since my dad did not leave the house for two 

years.  

But my Dad loved us deeply. I look at him as 

a best friend—he helped mold me into who I 

am today. He always tried to keep us busy, 

even though we had no money.  

Out of necessity, we were very independent 

early on. But I 

remember him always 

trying to be better for 

us.  

My grandmom (Dad's 

mom) would always 

take us to church on 

Sundays, which helped 

to build my faith. She 

hardly ever swore and 

was just an all around 

good person—very 

tender hearted.  

We would also visit my 

mother's dad once in a 

while, and some of my 

faith may have come 

from him, as well. He 

was a healer and made medicines for people. 

I've heard people from all over the U.S. 

would write to him to pray for them and it 

worked.  

Another large part of my faith is that I had a 

hole in my life that nothing would fill. I 
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When I needed a good 

foundation, my foster 

parents provided that.  

When I needed  

mentors in my life,  

public school teachers  

provided that. 

 When I needed  

something more, my faith 

provided that.  



 

Page 2 Look How Far I’ve Come, continued 

realized I had someone who would love me no 

matter what,  

 

no matter what mistakes I made, no matter 

how horrible I acted or what I did—and that 

was God. 

Our grandmother would come over and help 

once in a while. 

Eventually, we moved in 

with her and found 

normalcy, finally. We 

lived with her throughout 

my high school years.  

I had some issues with 

school, and my grades 

took a dive. At times it 

felt like I was being 

picked on.  

Now I look at it differently and see what was 

really happening. There were people looking 

out for me and encouraging me, especially at 

school. I now see how these people were able 

to mentor me, even though at the time I was 

unaware that was their goal.  

A German language teacher in grade school 

always chose me to be in plays and do special 

presentations.  

A math teacher encouraged me to use my 

voice even though I was very quiet. This math 

teacher always asked me for the answer 

because she knew that I knew the answer—

but was too shy to raise my hand.  

My first grade teacher took me to the 

principal’s office after finding out I didn't 

even ask my foster mother for the treat I was 

to bring in. I was scared for some reason—

afraid she would say no, I think—so I just 

avoided the whole thing. The principal gave me 

a box of chips to take as a treat. 

Another teacher knew I had issues going to 

the cafeteria at lunch and 

looked after me. I missed 

a lot of school because of 

stomach issues and  

despite that, this teacher 

encouraged me. He sent 

all my homework home 

and allowed me to make 

up whatever I needed. All 

of his support and 

understanding  

culminated in me having 

one of the highest grades 

in the class.  

In high school, my business careers teacher 

gave me extra attention. She even visited my 

home, giving me guidance. I was voted 

business career student of the year. 

Things really turned around in my senior year. 

I became part of the co-op program, where I 

was allowed to work half of the day and 

attend class the other half of the day. I was 

able to get my foot in the door and work with 

some great managers.  

I graduated with a 4.0. After high school, my  

sister and I then joined the Army. I am 

grateful to have been able to travel, go outside 

my comfort zone and see a little of the world.  
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Now I look at it  

differently and see what was 

really happening.  

There were people  

looking out for me,  

encouraging me,  

especially at school.  
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The experience also helped my relationship 

with my sister. We were not best of friends 

until the Army. I married my husband while I 

was in the military, and we will be married 

for 20 years this year.  

After the Army, I started 

working for the same 

company where I had 

completed my co-op work in 

high school.  

I now have two kids, ages 16 

and 14. I tell my them all the 

time, “I'm not perfect. I'm 

going to make mistakes but 

I try.”  

I've coached my daughter in 

volleyball, coordinated the 

ice cream booth at our 

church festival, was a  

co-leader for Girl Scouts 

and am working on being a 

camp counselor for a foster kids camp.  

I realize now that all I've ever needed, I've  

received—that’s why I wanted to share my 

story. I can understand what youth in foster 

care are going through because I have been 

there too.  

And now I can see that when I needed a good 

foundation, my foster parents provided that. 

When I needed mentors in my life, public 

school teachers provided that. When I 

needed something more, my faith provided 

that.  

I ask my children to appreciate everything 

they have. I share stories of my past with 

them when they are not satisfied with what 

they have.  

My message to children in foster care would 

be: Do not let your situation define you, it is 

temporary. Take what you 

can, to use in a positive way 

and better yourself, and 

leave the rest. One day you 

can look back and say, 

“Look how far I've come!” 

 

Christina is a resident of 

Southeastern Wisconsin 

and spent several years of 

her life in foster care.  
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