
  
Miki grew up in the Mission District of San Francisco. She was 
raised by a single mother after her father left when she was 4 
years old.   
 
“I started doing whatever I wanted as soon as I could,” said Miki, 
“I grew up really angry at mom. I didn’t understand why my 
dad wasn’t around, and I thought it was her fault.  
I am half Japanese and half Mexican and was raised in a mostly 
Latino neighborhood. At home, we were Mexican. At school, I 
knew I looked different. I felt like I didn’t belong. I didn’t know 
who I was.  
 
At 13 years old, I started hanging out with people in my 
neighborhood who weren’t making the best choices. I thought I 

had found my family. I would steal my mom’s liquor to go hang out with them, then I’d blackout and 
have to go to the hospital. I’d skip school a lot to hang out with them.  
 
One of the days I was in school, I was a part of a fight and was arrested. I had to go to court 
and sentenced to home detention. I was supposed to go to school and come home and that’s it, 
but that’s not what I did. I left to see my friends. I started smoking weed. My mom lost custody of me, 
and I went to a group home. I wasn’t there long before I left and went on the run. I started doing 
meth.  
 
By the time I was 16 years old, I was 87 pounds. So skinny, so weak. I would look in the mirror and 
wonder how I could live. When the court saw I had a drug problem and not a behavior problem, I was 
given my first opportunity for treatment and recovery. I started a cycle of going to program, leaving the 
program, going on the run, going back to program or starting a new program, leaving the program, going 
on the run. I was on the run for 7 years at one point. I was prostituting, shooting up, committing fraud. I 
was in toxic, abusive relationships. I’d be arrested, and have a place to sleep, and then I’d be on my own 
again. I became a person I had seen growing up. I was the lady on the street.  
 
I had never been employed, I had never given myself the chance to go to school and give myself 
an education, and only had my own place for a moment before I lost it. I had been in so many programs 
and using for so long, I had no hope to stop. I felt so much guilt and shame. I didn’t think I would ever 
get clean. I had never given myself the chance.  
 
The last time I was arrested, my public defender was in recovery.   
 
She fought for me. She told the judge, ‘You’re supposed to be helping people, and you’re not helping 
her.’ She got me a deal to plead guilty to a felony and then I could go to treatment. It was better than 
prison, but I didn’t want to go. I was trying to get into the easy 90-day programs that I knew people still 
got high at, but they were full. Instead, I went to a different program that was 6 months long and 
I heard was very strict.  
 
I always say God did for me what I didn’t want to do for myself. I wanted to leave so bad. Somehow, I 
stayed. I started to feel better and remembered what sobriety was like. Because I finished the 
program, my felony was able to be dropped to a misdemeanor. And then I decided to stay at the 
program even longer because I knew it’s what my recovery needed.  



 
When it was time for me to go, I didn’t have any good options. I stayed with a friend and my mom for a 
moment, but I couldn’t stay and remain sober in those environments. I had been clean for over a year 
and wanted to keep going. I remembered a friend telling me about Gracenter, so I reached out and was 
able to enroll. Gracenter really came through for me at a time when I had nowhere else to go. After 
going through so many programs, this one was different than the others.  
 
My life is completely different, and it changed 
during my time at Gracenter. Moving in on the first 
day, it was quiet. I wasn’t comfortable yet. Eating 
dinner together every night helped me settle 
in. When I think of the house, I think of just sitting 
together, being together, laughing 
together. That’s one of my favorite things 
about recovery, I get to laugh now. When I was using, 
nothing was funny and nothing was genuine.  
 
Everyone at Gracenter was doing something 
different. We had women going to school, women 
who were working. Anything I was deciding to do, so 
long as it was in my best interest, I had support in 
doing. Some places check and shove it down your throat, but Gracenter trusts you to do what you need 
for yourself and be honest about it.  
 
For me, Gracenter served a purpose to learn how to be independent. Learning how to be an adult was 
a really big thing for me. Getting up for work, coming home at a certain time, going to my meetings. 
Teaching me to be responsible and have integrity. Now that I’m not required to do these things, I still do 
them. Gracenter helped build my self-sufficiency.  
 

Gracenter meeting me where I was at is what has meant the most 
to me. They were supportive of me in anything I wanted to do. I got 
my driver’s license when I was there and I have gotten my own car 
since then, a huge accomplishment for me. I have been at the same 
job for almost three years and I’ve gotten promoted four times. I 
met a man, who is also in recovery. I now live with him, he is my 
partner, and the father of my newborn son.  
 
My son is my biggest blessing in recovery. I don’t know what my life 
would look like if I hadn’t been at Gracenter. They were a part of 
me creating my family, and I am so grateful.  
 
Miki continues to be in recovery and is enjoying motherhood. She 
looks forward to the milestones ahead for her and her family.  
 


