
  
Rose is Native American and grew up on a reservation 
in Nevada with her two sisters. Rose’s mom and dad 
were teen parents who struggled with alcoholism.   
 
“I know now that I have PTSD,” says Rose. “Our 
parents would put us to bed, and we would wake up 
to fighting, yelling, or parties. On the weekends I 
would have my sister stay in my room with me. We 
would have our shoes ready if we had to run to 
our uncle’s to get away from the fighting. 
It wasn’t anything I would wish on anyone.  
 
When you’re out on a reservation, there is not much 
to do except get in trouble, and I started 
experimenting with drugs and alcohol at an early 
age. I went to school on the reservation until 
7th grade. The kids were ruthless. My mom decided to 
send us to a public school in Reno for middle school 
and high school so we could get away from the 

reservation and experience life beyond its boundaries. 
My mom drove us because she worked in Reno, which 

meant we were up at 5:00 a.m. each day. The days were long, and the five of us who were there from 
the reservation would get teased, but, looking back, it was worth it.   
 
When I was 15, I got a fake ID that said I was 24. I used that a lot, and ditched school a lot. I had a little 
boy by the time I was eighteen, but I still managed to graduate from high school, and I was one of only 
two kids from the reservation who did.  
 
After high school, my mom wanted me to be able to be with my son, so she paid me to watch my 
younger sister, who was 2 years old at that time, and clean and cook, while she went to work. She let me 
do what I wanted on the weekends. I had friends who did meth, and so I started doing meth too. By 19 
it became normal.   
 
Several years later, I got married. My husband went into the Marine Corps, and I used his financial 
benefits to pay for my habit. He wanted me to get away from the friends and the meth, and so I moved 
with him so we could start a new life together. I gave up everything that I knew. It was my first time 
really being an adult when I moved out. For 5 years I was sober. It was good, and I was able to learn 
more about myself. During this time I was really a wife and a mom and I really enjoyed it.   
 
But 5 years into our marriage, my husband dropped a bomb on me. He said he wasn’t in love with me 
anymore, and he hadn’t loved me for 3 years. He said he can’t keep living a lie. Toward the end of our 
marriage, he drank more heavily. The drinking, yelling, and unpredictability reminded me a lot of my 
childhood. It was triggering. It reminded me of being a scared child.   
 
When he said he didn’t want to be with me, it was devastating, but I also felt like it was my chance to 
get out of there. My boys said that they wanted to leave “Dad’s home” and go home to Grandma and 
Papa. I called my mom and said I want to go home. I told my boys to pack up, we are going home and 
leaving your dad here.   
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I was broken, defeated, angry, and bitter. Then my dad was diagnosed with pancreatic cancer 
after I’d been home for only two months. The doctor said he had six months to live. I was stunned. We 
held it together, but that night, I went and saw a friend and cried and cried. I asked for drugs, 
and that’s when I started getting high again. But I went to the sweat lodge to pray for the first time and 
felt hope and a connection to God. I tried to push the drugs away a bit, and thankfully my dad lived for 
two more years.   
 
But when he died, that began a whole new chapter for me. I checked out on life, on my kids, on 
everyone. I immersed myself in everything bad. I went to jail, and it became a revolving door for me. In 
jail, I met a lady, Christine, who worked for social services who was helping others getting into 
treatment. I said I needed help, and she took me to Friendship House. After completing my treatment at 
Friendship House, I told my counselor I didn’t want to go home but didn’t know what else to do. One of 
the counselors knew Sandra, Gracenter’s Program Manager, and recommended Gracenter to me.  
 
I interviewed with Sandra and she said they had a room ready, so I jumped at the opportunity.   
On my first day at Gracenter when Sandra showed me my room, and everything we could do, I was 
stunned. To be able just get up and sit outside on my own without getting anyone’s permission was 
almost hard to grasp. Sandra told us this was our home and made us feel so welcomed.   
 
I have been at Gracenter for almost two years now, and it is keeping me grounded. It’s given me the 
confidence to do what I need to do. It’s my sanctuary. It’s shown me the importance of a routine, 
and it’s helping to set me up for success when I leave. For example, I didn’t have good credit, but Sandra 
connected me with the Bank of the West and I’ve set up a checking account and a secured credit card to 
rebuild my credit.  Gracenter has also introduced me to an alternate way of eating. The food here is 
healthy, not heavy.  Now I choose an apple instead of chips for a snack. I don’t feel so blah, and I can 
walk up the big hills around the house.   
 
Sandra has been a big help. She is a no-nonsense lady, and that’s what I really like about her. She has 
been a blessing from day one. I recently got a job as the House Manager at the Friendship House, 
where I’m able to give back. When I heard about the job, the first person I told was Sandra. She 
encouraged me and told me I was ready. The support I get here from the program, the staff, and the 
other women feels great. They tell me they are proud of me, they tell me congratulations. I’ve never 
had that. Having that support and being told that what I’m feeling is normal has been a big help with 
confidence and getting to where I am today. I don’t think I’d be in this job without Sandra and the other 
women who live here.   
 
One of the best memories I’ve had at Gracenter is a picnic we had not long after I moved in. It was the 
first time we had women come here who had already gone through the program. We got to hang out 
with them and learn what they had done with their lives. It was inspiring and also comforting to see that 
they were still a part of the Gracenter family even though they didn’t live here anymore.   
Gracenter has also taught me about compassion, and helped me have compassion for the other 
women here. It has helped me open up, laugh, love, and be loved. I was very closed off before. Here I 
feel like I can just be me, and me is happy and laughing and joking.   
 
I’m getting ready to do a tour of a studio apartment that Sandra helped connect me to. Although I am 
scared for the next step, I am happy and more confident than I have been in my whole life. To be able 
to have this experience and grow so much is a true gift that I will always be grateful for.”  
 


