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 V-O-I-C-E, Voice. A five letter word. So simple yet used in so many ways. It's used to 

sing, talk, think, laugh, judge, and so much more. Everyone has a voice and everyone's voice is 

unique. Some are deep not only in sound but in thought as well. Many of us are still finding our 

voice. Me? My voice is not in my head or my sound. My voice is through words and the way I 

express them is on paper and pen. 

 I was nearly five months old in my mother’s stomach, when the doctor declared I 

wouldn't have a good future. I wouldn't be worth having. “Too much work,” as he claimed. My 

mother and father refused to let his suggestions influence the future I had yet to have. 

My mother went through nine months of sleepless nights and it wasn't any different when 

she got through many hours of painful labor. I wasn't a healthy kid. My jaw was pushed back and 

the roof of my mouth was wide open, and I had to get surgery done very early on. I wasn't 

perfect by any means, but I was in my loved ones’ eyes.  

I was now hooked up on machines, one to make sure I was breathing, another so I can be 

fed through a tube. From the start, I didn't have a normal life. Couldn't talk, eat the foods I 

wanted, or even play with my older brother. The only life I knew were the ones within these 

hospital walls.  

About ten months later came my release date. My parents were thrilled and over the 

moon when they found out that I could go home. My dad got everything ready at home while my 

mom and her nurse helped pack up our room. My brother was excited to bring home his little 

sister and show her what the real world was made of, only complications came. My dad had the 

car ready and parked and the release papers were drawn up. When my dad got done filling them, 

out my doctor came in the room and tried to claim that I wasn't ready. My parents were furious. 

And my father put his foot down, “I'm taking my daughter home and that's that.” The doctor 

couldn't argue anymore. He then said, “But if anything happens to her you will face a lifetime in 

prison.” My father didn't care. Having me home and living a normal life was worth the risk.  

We were living in Munich, Germany at the time due to the Bosnian war that was going 

on. My dad took the driver's seat and my brother the passenger following with me and my 

mother in the back. Finally taken off the machines, my brother was eating a European treat called 

a Pingui. He turned to face me, smiling and his lips smothered with chocolate. I reached forward 

and grabbed it from him and in the moment I ate with my mouth. No machines, no hospitals, just 

me, and a beautifully sculpted piece of chocolate. My brother didn't mind; he even handed me a 



new one. My mother crying with tears of joy and my father more proud than he's ever been in his 

life. We made our way home.  

I ran freely with my brother by my side, room to room door to door. My mother made me 

a bottle and I drank it all and was on to the next. It’s safe to say that with all that running and 

excitement I was worn out because, as I finished my second bottle, I passed out on the floor. My 

parents wouldn’t dare move me. They were just happy that I was home.  

Sixteen years to where I am now, I'm happy, blessed to see another day, and as far as my 

voice goes, I use it for good. Maybe it was the way I was brought to the world… Hopeless and 

unable to help myself made me the caregiver I am today. I define my voice with the words I 

choose to share to the world. Wanting to see the good in people because my parents saw the 

good in having me. Now I’m not a medalist or anything and I may not have set a world record 

but I'm me. Writing my experiences, getting through my high school career, and making the 

most of what this life has to offer. I let my experience speak for itself. Words mean so much to 

me because they can do so much. They can make someone's day, give a last goodbye, be 

painfully honest,or tell a new story.   

People say that words are just words. No. Words are more than that. They have the power 

to make or break a person. Build them up or down. Define the way people see you. As far as my 

life goes and the way people see me, I hope they see that I can't help but care for people. To see 

that when I care for someone, I do it with a hundred and ten percent of my heart. That I want to 

be enough. I want to make a change in someone's life. I want them to look me in the eyes and say 

because of you I didn't give up. I wish I could help everyone with my words but I can't get my 

voice out that far.  

I was bought in this world saying I'd be a challenge. I believe that I have a purpose in this 

world. And my voice will be heard someway somehow someday. I will get my message across 

that you are enough. Mark my words. Remember my story. And embrace my voice.   

 


