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lone. In every sense of the word.
Home. Something she once 

knew.
Forgotten. A feeling she was all 

too familiar with. 
When April* was three, her mother passed 

away from a long battle with heroin addic-

tion. When April was eight, her grandmother 
who had helped her find peace in all the chaos, 
passed away.

At 15, April was homeless, sleeping on 
Folly Beach in her makeshift home underneath 
the pier. 

This is not a Hallmark movie with a happy 
ending. This is April’s life.  

But it was not always like this for April, 
now a senior. Her life was once filled with her 
grandmother’s love, the grandmother who took 
her in after her mother died. 

“My grandmother was a hardworking 
woman.  She was kind, she accepted everyone 
no matter who they were, and I look up to her 
a lot,” April said.

 When her grandmother 
died, April moved in with her 
great-grandparents. 

April tossed and turned 
one night, unable to sleep. 
She wanted to tell her great- 
grandparents that she was gay. 
She was unsure about how 
they felt, but did not want to 
hide it.

“I have something I need 
to tell you,” she said.

They asked her what, 
their faces curious but not 
concerned.

“I am a lesbian,” she said.  
Her great-grandparents 

were quiet. Shocked.
“I am not sure if you ac-

cept me or not, but I am a 
lesbian, and I am not sure 
how this is going to play out 
because I know some of our 
views aren’t the same,” she 
said.

She said she thought her 
great-grandparents would have 
agreed to disagree. Instead, 
they were angry.

They took her on a drive 
to an unfamiliar place -- Pal-
metto Behavioral Health in 
Summerville.

“There is nothing wrong 
with me,” she repeated to them. 

Sounds of kids screaming 

through the halls, a bed in the corner of a cold 
room, the feeling that she did not belong there. 

“I felt like a prisoner,” she said.
She would spend a couple of weeks there. 

She spent weeks trying to prove herself sane. 
When she picked up the phone to call her 

great-grandparents, she was sent automatically 
to voice mail.

After a month, the Department of Social 
Services took over. Her great-grandparents had 
given April up to the state.

“They called [DSS], and they came and 
asked me why I was there, I told them what 
happened,” she said. “Two weeks later they told 
me that they found a ‘placement’ for me, I had 
no idea what that meant. They explained to me 
that I was now part of the foster care system,”

April felt betrayed, lost. 
“If my grandma was still alive, I would 

have a home, I wouldn’t be 
in foster care,” April said. “I 
know that.” 

As the social worker 
opened the door to her new 
home, she was greeted by two 
women. A couple. 

April felt relieved. Here 
she would be accepted. But the 
couple worked long hours and 
April was lonely.

“My thoughts were scary. 
I became severely depressed. I 
was in a really dark place,” she 
said. “All I had were negative 
thoughts. I thought that no 
one truly cared. One thing led 
to another and I ended up in 
the hospital again.” 

She was treated for  depression at the Insti-
tute of Psychiatry at the Medical University of 
South Carolina. She felt alone and lost. 

“I felt unwanted. That really hurt,” April 
said.

After she was released from hospital, she 
went to her second placement. This time it was 
a smaller house. The parents seemed normal, 
had younger kids, were nice. At least at first.

The placement did not go well. April felt 
unwelcomed. She was told she could not watch 
TV or hang out with the other kids. 

April felt let down by the foster care system 
and the world. She was determined to leave.

She ran away, she didn’t know where she 
was going, but she just did not want to be there.

She found herself at a gas station in a 
small town miles from Charleston. A woman 
approached her, worried because April looked 
distressed. All of April’s worries came out. The 
woman told April that she was gay too, and she 
was going to Folly Beach to get her mind off of 
her girlfriend breaking up with her.

“Can you take me, too?” April asked.
The girl was hesitant, even walking away 

and saying no. But she came back and told her 
that she could come with her.

“The ride there was really quiet, we would 
try to make small talk but it was just really qui-
et,” April said.

She stepped out onto the beach. The blis-
tering hot summer sun was beaming on her 
tired face. How she was going to pull running 

away off?
She stayed there for two 

months. 
“I changed a lot about 

myself. I didn’t eat, so I lost a 
ton of weight. I dyed my hair. 
I got a bunch of piercings,” 
April said.

The beach was not a 
house, but one thing was 
guaranteed: she was allowed 
to love whoever she wanted 
and allowed to be what she 
wanted.

“I need more affec-
tion, love and support rather 
than just items,” April said. “I 
would sleep during the day 
and only be out at night. It got 

lonely, but there were some homeless people, 
they were older, a lot of them on drugs, but they 
still showed more support than I was getting 
before.”

Days turned into weeks. The beach was 
now her home.

“[Homeless people] were probably the 
most accepting people I ran into. Even though 
they had little, they always made sure I was 
good and helped me,” she said. “They talked to 
me like I was a human, and not just a burden.”

But things were going to change. Someone 
recognized April from the news and reported 
her to the police officer.

“I didn’t think anyone really cared that I 
was gone,” April said.

But they did. For the two months that 
she was gone, her face was flashed on the news 
channel and on the internet. 

Now she had to spend months in a group 
home in Columbia “for troubled girls,” April 
said. 

There, she was surrounded by other girls 
who all had a hard upbringing.

“Most of them came into the home with 
bad habits, so I started to pick them up,” she 
said. “They showed me that this was the way to 
cope with the pain.” 

Eventually the house got more established 
and became stricter. She was able to break her 
new habits. She was finally able to get out of the 
house.

July 2 was the day she would get released. 
Her social worker tried to reassure April that 
she believed that this placement was going to 
be okay. 

April arrived to a warm home in Mt. Pleas-
ant, scared, nervous and tired.

April waited a few weeks to tell her foster 
family. She wanted them to get to know her for 
her first. Once she told them, she was relieved.

“Because of their religion, they don’t really 
like it, but they respect me as a person and that’s 
all that matters,” she said. 

No slurs. No exclusion.
April continues to live in this home peace-

fully. She said she forgives her great-grandpar-
ents and would like the opportunity to thank 
them for giving her up.

“It would not have been healthy for me to 
stay in their house in that environment,” April 
said.

One thing keeps April going -- love. Love 
for those around her and herself.

“To me, home isn’t a physical place, home 
with people who love you, and accept you, like 
with my friends... The ones who don’t ask you to 
change who you are,” she said. “I’ll always have 
a home.” 

*Name changed by request

April stayed 
at Folly Beach 
(left) when 
she was 
homeless. 
She now is 
living in a 
foster home 
where she 
feels more 
at home.  
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If my grandma was 
still alive, I would 
have a home, I 
wouldn’t be in 
foster care. I know 
that.
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