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Experiences with Mentors 
    Jessica Buchanan 

W hen I got out of jail, I knew I 
needed someone to help me to stay on 
course, so I searched for a sponsor. 
Finding someone that you admire was 
not the hardest part, the hardest part for 
me was asking this person to sponsor 
me. I was in a very vulnerable condi-
tion since I just spent four months in 
jail. I finally found the one, and I de-
cided my fear was what would tear me 
down once again, so I fought my fear 
and asked her. To my surprise, she said 
yes, and she understood that I was in 
Drug Court so having a sponsor and 
working the steps was a requirement 
for me to move forward in the program. 
I would meet with her every weekend 
to read the Big Book together 
(Alcoholics Anonymous) and we 
would work on my steps. She made it a 
requirement that I call her each day 
even if it were just to check in with her 
and tell her how my day was going. 
She quickly  
( c o n t i n u e d  o n  p a g e  2  c o l u m n   

A  mentor is someone with either the 
experience or knowledge of how to help 
with guiding and advising others in a 
trustworthy manner. I have never person-
ally been involved in the juvenile justice 
system, but as I got older, I began mak-
ing bad mistakes, and those mistakes 
only got worse over the course of eight 
years when I earned my first felony 
charge. I went from abusing drugs and 
receiving two driving under the influence 
charges to abusing drugs and getting a 
felony possession, then later a felony 
intent to deliver illegal substances. I be-
came a participant of the Ada County 
Drug Court Program and was a part of 
the program for two years before gradu-
ating. 
 

T he mentor experience I received was 
a part of a Twelve Step program called 
Heroin Anonymous. Being a part of this 
kind of program, it is vital to find a spon-
sor. A sponsor is much like a mentor 
through the Twelve Step program. A 
sponsor is someone that you choose be-
cause you admire them or maybe their 
story sounds much like your own, and 
they portray a life that you want to live 
someday. This person will then guide 
you through the twelve steps that help 
one to initially “clean their side of the 
street.” 
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( c o n t i n u e d  f r o m  p a g e  1  c o l u m n  2 )  

became someone I admired even more 
the more time I spent with her. 

S he has been my sponsor now for 
almost two years and I still work close-
ly with her, and because of the progress 
I have made with her, I have been able 
to sponsor others as well and to help 
them through their step work. I first 
became a sponsor in December of 2019 
just after I got my one-year chip of 
sobriety when two girls asked me to be 
their sponsor. I will say, it was a terri-
fying thing to say yes just because you 
never really know when you are ready 
for that next step to help another. It was 
also a very empowering feeling to 
know that other women in my group 
looked up to me and that I inspire oth-
ers around me to continue their paths of 
sobriety. So, I took that leap of faith 
and started sponsoring. As time went 
on, more women asked me to be their 
sponsor. Not every sponsee takes the 
time to go through their steps, which is 
unfortunate, but I have two women out 
of five that are, and it makes me proud 
to see how far they have come over this 
time. 

H aving a mentor, or in my case a 
sponsor, can be so beneficial to any-
one, no matter their background. I be-
lieve highly that if I had a mentor at a 
younger age, someone that I looked up 
to and trusted to help guide me through 
things in life that I did not understand 
fully, I could have avoided the experi-
ences that I have had over these last ten 
years. I am also a firm believer to not 
have any regrets in life, because the 
experiences we go through are what 
help shape us as people in later years. I 
was a much different person before my 
addictions began, and not necessarily a 
person that I would want to be today 
either, so I am grateful for what I have 
been through because it has opened my 
eyes to so much in life, and I do not 
take anything for granted. The little 
things truly matter. The time that I 
have spent behind bars has made me 
grateful for my freedom, for a comfort-
able bed to sleep in, I can eat when I 
want to, and I can talk to whoever I 
want to at any time of day without ask-
ing permission. I love my freedom and 
having a mentor to help guide me 
through my steps is what has kept me 
from going back to my old ways and 
losing the privileges that I have now. 

I A m P o e m
J T  - I D J C S t u d e n t 

I a m t h e b o y w h o w a n d e r s , 
T a l l , b u t n o t y e t g r o w n . 

I w o n d e r w h e n t h e t i d e s w i l l c h a n g e , 
A n d c a r r y m e b a c k h o m e . 

I h e a r i n g t h e d r e a d f u l s l a m m i n g , 
O f h a r d w o o d m e e t i n g g r a v e l . 

A n d , I s e e m y s e l f s t r o l l i n g d o w n , 
T h e r o a d t o o f t e n t r a v e l e d . 

I w a n t m y s e l f t o o n e d a y h a v e , 
T h e r i c h e s I ’ v e b e e n t o l d . 

S o , I a m t h e b o y w h o w a n d e r s , 
T a l l , b u t n o t y e t g r o w n . 

I p r e t e n d t o k n o w m y p u r p o s e , 
A n d w h y l i g h t n i n g c o m e s f r o m t h u n d e r . 

B u t I f e e l t h a t I a m t r a p p e d i n s i d e , 
A n o t s o p e r f e c t s l u m b e r . 

I t o u c h e d t h e F r u i t o f E d e n , 
A n d i t t a s t e d m u c h t o o s w e e t . 

I w o r r y t h a t t h e t i m e w i l l c o m e , 
W h e n p a s t a n d p r e s e n t m e e t . 
I c r y m y s e l f t o s l e e p a t n i g h t , 

W h e n I t h i n k I ’ m a l o n e . 
Y e s , I a m t h e b o y w h o w a n d e r s , 

T a l l , b u t n o t y e t g r o w n . 
I u n d e r s t a n d t h e r e w i l l b e a d a y , 

W h e n I f i n a l l y l e a r n t o f l y . 
I s a y t h a t d a y w i l l t a k e t o o l o n g , 

T o c o m e a n d p a s s m e b y . 
I d r e a m I w i l l m a k e a d i f f e r e n c e , 

I n t h e l i v e s o f t h o s e I l o v e . 
S o I t r y m y b e s t t o w a l k a l o n e , 

I n t h e h e a t o f t h e s u m m e r ’ s s u n . 
I h o p e o n e d a y t o g i v e a w a y , 

T h e l o v e I ’ v e b e e n s h o w n . 
T h a t ’ s w h y , I a m t h e b o y w h o w a n d e r s , 

T a l l , b u t n o w y e t g r o w n . 
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TURNING 18 
———————     Madison Carner 

T urning 18 is an exciting milestone for many people. When I turned 18, I was so excited, and I felt relieved to have 

my independence. It felt good to become the sole person to make decisions for myself, but some of the choices I 

made were the wrong ones. I know when many people turn 18, you believe you need to do it by yourself, and it could 

come with many consequences. There were so many things I wish people told me about turning 18 that I didn’t realize. 

When I turned 18, I was worried I would fail at being an adult. I strived for independence, so much so that I was deter-

mined to make it on my own without help. I have failed a lot, but there is one thing worse than failing and that is not trying. 

We all are human, and we have made many mistakes in life. It’s about how you pick yourself back up and continue through 

the challenges. Remember you are not alone, and it is always okay to reach out and ask for help whether it be your family 

or community. 

“Make sure you take time for yourself “ 

I  wish someone had told me to not worry about money. As an adult, I chose to work full time, as well as overtime to 

have as much money as possible. Working so much, I became a robot and I forgot how to live. Make sure you take time 

for yourself and have fun. If you don’t have fun, your youth will be wasted, and you will regret it later on. One of the best 

advices I can give you is to open a savings account. If you put 10% of your check in your savings account, you will notice 

that you can save to go on vacations, or even have a backup fund if something happens and your out of work. I bank 

through ICCU, and one thing that helps, is I have central cents savings account. What that is, is any change you have left 

over from a transaction, the bank will round it up to an even number, and all that change will go in a savings account. It’s 

similar to a change jar, just electronically. After a week of spending, I have roughly $20 alone in my central cents savings 

account, and it is extremely helpful before pay day when I am in need of gas. 

F riendship is another valuable lesson you 

learn in adulthood. You go from having so 

many friends in school, but soon they may become 

strangers. It can make you feel sad and lonely, but 

remember friends come and go throughout your 

life. Friendship is about quality, not the quantity. 

There are good and bad places to make friends. I 

found the best places to make friends are through 

work, or activities. You can find many friends 

through churches, the gym, art classes, and even 

the library. You would be surprised how more of a 

meaningful connection you will find with someone, 

when you meet them doing something you enjoy 

too, rather than a party. 

R emember when you turn 18, you aren’t 

alone. There is family around that loves you, 

and people who care for you. If you look at an 

adult in you’re life, you will see that we all rely on 

other people. Independence is a huge thing, but remember that you are not alone. Remember to enjoy the beauty in 

things, and appreciate what you have because before you know it, it is gone. 

 



 4 

Y OU  ARE  WORTHY  OF  

TREATMENT—by Rachel Gonzales 

It was difficult for me to start this article and I wasn’t 

sure if it was because I was nervous or didn’t want to 

revisit my past. Unfortunately, I was sitting in a juve-

nile hall at the age of 14. I never thought I would be 

there because of course I thought I was an invincible 

teenager but that was not the case which I quickly 

found out. The reason I went to juvenile hall was, 

drugs. Specifically, OxyContin and heroin. I met a guy 

that was a lot older than me that go me started on Oxy-

Contin and quickly turned to heroin. I am from Califor-

nia, so heroin was easily accessible just over the boarder 

in Mexico. I put myself in many situations that could 

have got me killed but by the grace of a higher power I 

am still here today. I continued with the same behavior 

and addiction for 8 years which led me from juvenile 

hall to chowchilla woman’s prison in California. I 

strongly believe that if we treated our addictions and 

got the help, we needed that our juvenile halls and pris-

on populations could be cut in half. You guys will hear 

many times that  

“only 2% of  addicts get clean 

and stay clean.”  

I sat in many rehabs where my counselor would say 

“only 2 of you in this room will stay clean” and I didn’t 

believe them because I always thought I would never 

relapse but each time I left within 30 days of leaving I 

would relapse and each time I just could not figure out 

why. The last time I went to rehab it was because I 

overdosed on heroin and had to be hit with Narcan 3 

times to revive me. I knew this time was going to be the 

last time and it was because I finally decided to get 

clean for myself. Every time before that I was going 

because my parents or my probation was forcing me to 

get treatment but the final time, I decided I wanted to 

get clean for ME!  

( c o n t i n u e  i n  c o l u m n  2 )  

( c o n t i n u e d  f r o m  c o l u m n  1 )  

I have now been clean for 6 years and I have 2 amazing 

children that are my everything. I hope that whoever is 

reading this when you decide you want to get clean you 

do it for yourself and no one else because sobriety is a 

learning process of yourself where you learn your trig-

gers and your past trauma that continues to cause you 

to self-medicate with drugs. There are many resources 

for treatment programs that you will have access to, 

and I hope you use them because they are there for you 

and you are worth it!! You are worthy of treatment and 

the opportunity to live an amazing life clean and so-

ber!!! 

 
 

HELP For LGBTQ+ 

MJ Berlin 
 

I t can be difficult for a person to realize that may-

be something is different than what everyone else 

thinks are normal. The normal we know has been 

socially constructed and as babies we are shaped 

by our parents or caregivers. Inside we all know 

who we are, or at least are searching for the truth. I 

can only imagine the pain that could come with 

feeling like you were made wrong. Adolescence 

and the teenage years were some of the hardest  

(continued on page 5 first column)   
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( c o n t i n u e d  f r o m  p a g e  4  c o l u m n  2 )  
 

t imes I  went  through.  W ith the awkwardness of  

puber t y and then hav ing to navigate  through 

new emot ions that  came wi th a l l  the hormones.  

Growing up can be t raumat ic  even i f  noth ing  

ter r ib le  happens.  

W  hen a person under  the age of  18 de-

c ides that  they are  lesb ian ,  gay,  b i -sexua l ,  

t ransgender ,  pansexual ,  or  ident i f y any o ther  

way,  i t  can be d i f f icu l t  to  f ind  resources to feel  

less a l ienated f rom their  peers .  I t  can be d i f f i -

cu l t  to  f ind peop le who unders tand the path  

you are  walk ing on.  Lucky for  you,  I  have come 

across a great  webs i te that  has a lo t  of  in for -

mat ion .  At  TCCIdaho.org  there  are  some re-

sources  for  everyone.  In  the  drop -down menu 

l is ted Resources,  there is  a se lect ion a t  the  

bot tom for  youth  resources.  

L  oca l l y in  Bo ise on Sundays f rom 4pm -6pm 

there is  a  group tha t  meets  cal led Youth Al l i -

ance for  D ivers i t y.  They provide a  safe  env i-

ronment  for  educat ion,  soc ia l iza t ion,  and a  

sense of  un i t y wi th in the communi ty.  

( tcc idaho.org)  The group provides a safe env i-

ronment  for  youth  to in teract  wi th  pos i t ive  

adul t  ro le models ,  as  we l l  as  peers .  The group 

is  open to a l l  LGBTQ+ and a l l ies  aged 20 and 

younger .  The group a lso has a  Facebook  page,  

Bo iseLGBTyouth.  

I  n Canyon County a  group ca l led  The A lpha-

bet  C lub meets  every f i rs t  and th i rd Monday of  

the  month  a t  the  Nampa Pub l ic  L ibrar y on the  

th i rd f loor  in  s tudy room 302.  They a lso have a 

Facebook  page,  LGBTalphabetc lub.  They can 

a lso be contacted by emai l  a t  LGBTabcy-

outh@gmai l .com .  

Mer id ian  L ibrar y a lso  hosts  a  group meet ing  

for  LGBT youth  and a l l ies .  They meet  at  the  

Mer id ian  L ibrar y every Fr iday at  5pm in  the  

smal l  conference room. Search ing fur ther ,  

there are dozens of  resources and groups tha t  

meet  in  Idaho.  Based in  Moscow In land Oasis  

prov ides HIV tes t ing/counse l ing  organ izes  the  

annual  Gay Pr ide  Fest iva l  ca l led  Pa louse 

Pr ide,  and coord inates a  youth program and 

communit y center  ( tcc idaho.org) .  

 

( c o n t i n u e  i n  c o l u m n  2 )  

 

( c o n t i n u e d  f r o m  c o l u m n  1 )  

P  robab ly the most  impor tant  resource I  

came across is  The Trevor  Project .  They pro-

v ide cr is is  in tervent ion and su ic ide prevent ion  

serv ices  to LGBTQ youth.  The ir  ho t l ine  is  1 -

866 -488 -7386.  There  is  a lso the  Genes is  Pro-

jec t  housed at  the Idaho State Univers i ty.  More  

informat ion can be found at  the ir  webs i te ,  Gen-

es ispro j .com. F inal l y,  there is  the  Pr ide Foun-

dat ion ,  A Phi lanthrop ic  organiza t ion for  lesbi-

an,  gay,  b isexual ,  t ransgender ,  and queer  

(LGBTQ) communit y needs .  Awards scholar -

ships and grants  to  LGBTQA communit y in  

Alaska,  Idaho,  Montana,  Oregon,  and W ashing-

ton .  ( tcc idaho.org)  More informat ion  can be 

found a t  their  webs i te  at  Pr idefoundat ion .org.  

R  ea l iz ing that  you are  “d i f ferent ”  f rom the 

soc ia l  constructs  of  soc iet y can be extremely 

d i f f icu l t  for  anyone at  any age.  I  be l ieve i t  can 

be more d i f f icu l t  a t  such a young and tender  

age.  I  have persona l  exper ience in  th is  as  I  am 

an a l l y as  we l l  as  a mother  of  a t ransgender  

pansexua l  ch i ld .  I  cannot  say what  i t  fee ls  l ike 

ins ide m y own hear t  to  feel  so  wrongly p laced.  

I t  hur ts  m y hear t  for  anyone exper ienc ing  i t .  

The t ru th is ,  there  is  no t  anyth ing wrong wi th  

you.  There  is  noth ing  to be  ashamed of  or  f ee l   

 

gu i l t y about .  W e are a l l  so d i f ferent  and so  

un ique that  i t  makes me wonder  how the con-

s t ructs  of  the  wor ld  came to  be.  I  am here  for  

you and I  wi l l  advocate  for  your  safety in  th is  

wor ld.  You are  a beaut i fu l  human and I  am 

your  a l l y.  

 

Works Ci ted :  Stephan ie ,  and Ke l .  Tcc ida-

ho.org ,  30  Nov.  2020,  www.tcc idaho.org /  

mailto:LGBTabcyouth@gmail.com
mailto:LGBTabcyouth@gmail.com
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Breakin g the  
Si l enc e                Sam Moore 

I 
t was always the same, day after day. 
Lights up, shuffle to breakfast, then 
school, lunch, recreation time, shower 

time, group, dinner, rec again, another 
group, snack time and if you were lucky 
you were a high enough level to stay up 
until 9 and do everything over again the 
next day. Every single day felt the same, 
days went into weeks, weeks into months. 
Before I knew it I had been here a year 
and at the same time it felt like forever. I 
felt like I was never going to get out. All 
the girls in my unit and I used to joke 
around about how I would be grey haired 
and wrinkled rocking back and forth in the 
corner telling the new girls “I remember 
when I was young…” 

I would wake up, touch the frosted rein-
forced glass windows and wait for the sun 
to touch my fingers. I would count the 
cinder blocks in my room, count the tiny 
pores on each block and move to the 
next. I would trace the grooves making 
some new game, hoping to find some way 
to survive the overwhelming flood of emo-
tions that came with learning just how 
dysfunctional my family was, how that 
dysfunction leaked into every other aspect 
of my life, and lastly I realized that the 
dysfunction was how I justified my ac-
tions. It took me a long time to realize that 
a lot of my problems stemmed from those 
unspoken rules that we all follow but don’t 
really know why. 

W 
e all grow up with unspoken 
rules. It can be a lot of things 
from not burping at the dinner 

table to replacing the toilet paper roll if 
you used the last of it. In my home silence 
was the golden rule. We don’t go crying to 
mom, we don’t talk to cops, we don’t tell 
teachers, and we suffer in silence. Ever 
since I was a little kid I could remember 
that being too loud would get you a beat-
ing, being loud after the beating would get 
you another beating and when mom got 
home you got another beating. We were-
n’t allowed to cry because when kids cry 
they are loud and it’s another beating. I 
often grew up hearing the phrase “I’m 
gonna give you something to really cry 
about here in a minute”. I’m not really sure 
where I learned that silence meant 
strength but that’s what we thought. I lived 
my life like that. When I slid face first into 
some kids knee cap playing kickball I 
shed a single tear and kept going. When I 
got hit by a car I cried out without shed-
ding tears. When I felt the tears pricking 
my eye I would try and use whatever self-
composure I had to fight back the tears 
and the emotions that came with them. 

It was those silent rules that I had to tear 
down brick by brick. I had to do something 
that violated every single thing that I 
knew. I had to speak. I had to break the 
family rule. Even though I had broken it 

several times and talked to police and 
talked to social workers, it was always in 
pieces. It was never the full story. It was 
never my story. I could feel the chaos and 
storm inside of me battering my insides 
demanding to be free. Talking about it 
should be the easiest thing in the world 
and yet every time I think about it I feel 
that oh so familiar pressure in the back of 
my throat. The words get glued to my lips. 
I am paralyzed. I can feel the sweat beads 
form on my face. I feel sick and nauseous 
and I think that for a minute I might col-
lapse.  

I 
 honestly don’t know how much 
passed between the inability to share 
and talking about those things on a 

Sunday night right before church. I don’t 
remember why I shared or what sparked 
it. I just remember wanting to get my rein-
tegration and needing to lead one more 
group to apply. I really didn’t plan on shar-
ing anything profound or deep about my-
self but secrets have a way of making you 
sick and I was tired of holding onto them 
all. I no longer felt like I deserved to suffer 
in silence.  

“The s i lent  ru le domi-
nated my l i fe. ”  
And so I started at the beginning.  I went 

from the scariest parts of my childhood to 
the most embarrassing to the night of my 
committing offense. Everything I could 
think of from my first kiss to the last time 
that my family broke my heart.  I think that 
was the first time I really allowed myself to 
be fully vulnerable. It feels liberating and 
confining all at the same time. I felt better 
after that. It felt like some huge weight 
had been lifted. I felt deflated and ex-
hausted. I wouldn’t be surprised if there 
was a cry baby river named in my honor 
over that mental breakdown inducing mo-
ment. I didn’t realize how much time had 
passed but I emotionally vomited all over 
my group. I’m pretty sure CHOICES could 
hear the background of the sisterhood of 
the traveling pants in between retching my 
soul and purging all the foulness that I 
carried with my silence. I remember physi-
cally feeling like I was rubbed raw all over. 
I felt beyond uncomfortable for the next 
few days but all in all I felt like a new per-
son. 

I 
t was that moment that really changed 
my life. I know we all like to say we 
are tough and that we don’t need any-

one. I get it, I really do. The reality is we 
do need people. We need compassion for 
others as much as yourselves. We need 
patience, love, and time for ourselves.  

The point of the feel good story is a re-
minder to take your opportunities as you 
get them. It’s not every day that you are in 
a room filled with other people your age 
range that have gone through similar cir-
cumstances. Take the opportunity to fig-
ure out your issues, build a bridge, and 
walk over it like you own it. Take your 

power back. Change the world with it.  

At the end of the day you can take what I 
say with a grain of sand, but I care for 
each one of you. That sounds totally 
weird. Maybe it’s because I served my 
time or maybe it’s because I’ve grown into 
my emotions and realized I’m a big softy. 
Either way there’s a whole world you 
haven’t begun to imagine yet filled with 
people who literally are rooting for your 
success. If you are anything like me you 
are probably going like “Yeah right lady”. I 
get it I used to think the same thing when 
Mr. Merrick would talk about all these 
people rooting for my success. It’s true. I 
went to Washington D.C. to represent the 
State of Idaho on a national platform as a 
co-trainer within 2 years of getting out of 
IDJC custody. I was a co-trainer with oth-
er members of the Juvenile Justice Com-
mission and I cannot tell you how many 
people came to me after sharing my expe-
rience in juvenile justice to congratulate 
me. I had complete strangers asking to 
hug me and say they were proud of me. 
These complete strangers wanted my 
input and asked about what affected 
me.  They encouraged me and every day 
I find a reason to be inspired because I 
know if it wasn’t for the grace of God I 
wouldn’t have made it out. If it wasn’t for 
the amazing people he put in my life from 
my correctional guard/staff mentor the 
notorious RF to the complete randos 
(random people) at conferences. Believe 
me when I say the sky's the limit.  

F 
or the people in the back saying 
that isn’t an option for me. I was 
charged as an adult at 16 and was 

facing a life sentence.  

 

“Stop making excuses 
and jus t  do i t . ”  
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“I have dealt with 
bullies ever since grade 
school”,  I did not have any friends and it 

did not help that I was also new to the country.  I also 
struggled with my English, so this ultimately made 
finding friends very difficult. As we started getting 
further into the school year, I started to notice more 
people taking an interest in me, I never really under-
stood why, or what they were saying but I did not 
care. I was making friends, which was all I cared 
about.  
During this time, I was in this program called, ELL, 
English Language Learner program. There were 
many other students who were new to America in that 
class, but I always saw myself as better than them. 
Every recess, I would choose to hang with the kids 
that spoke English “well” rather than the kids that 
were struggling just like myself. Those kids that 
spoke English well began teaching me different 
words during recess and I thought this was amazing. I 
loved it. Every word they taught me I would repeat 
verbatim throughout the day, I thought they were 
saints for taking in a lonely refugee boy, me. But I 
was wrong.   
One specific day, recess was just ending, and those 
kids had just finished teaching me a new word. I left 
recess with great zeal. I ran into the school building 

alongside the other kids and without any thought of 
the teachers or administrators, I began shouting, 
shouting the same word “my friends” had just taught 
me.  One teacher heard exactly what I uttered and in 
complete disarray, she motioned me into her class and 
tried to explain the meaning of the word. I could not 
understand what she was saying, so I repeated the 
word back to her. At this moment she started to be-
come annoyed, so she let me out of her classroom.  
Later that same day, I was called into the principal’s 
office. When I walked in, I noticed my parents were 
also in his office, I knew I had done something 
wrong, but I had no idea what. The principal suspend-
ed me for a couple of days and my parents disciplined 
me, the African way. It wasn’t until I fully learned 
English that I understand why I got in trouble, but at 
the point it was too late to fight for my case. From 
that day forward, I did not like interacting with many 
people. That experience along with many others 
throughout my childhood gave me anxiety, imposter 
syndrome along with social and relationship issues. 
According to Kreps (2018), children involved in bul-
lying experience “mental and behavioral issues” as 
well as problems with their cognitive and emotional 
development throughout childhood and even past it.  

How do you stop it? 
For many kids that are dealing with bullies or a situa-
tion with other kids that aren’t in their favor, 
( c o n t i n u e d  o n  p a g e  8  c o l u m n  1 )  

Bullying Prevention by Moise Mzaliwa 
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Civil Legal Assistance For Youth 
The Idaho Coalition Against Sexual & Domestic Violence provides civil legal assistance for survivors of sexual violence 

aged 11-24. Civil legal assistance needed by survivors can take many forms, and may include help: 

 

 Navigating educational or administrative processes. This type 

of assistance is often necessary if the assault took place on school 

or employer property, or the assailant was someone the survivor 

goes to school or works with. We can also help if the assault took 

placed under another context, and the survivor needs to seek ac-

commodations at school or work to allow them to continue to 

learn or earn income. 

 With housing concerns. From negotiating with a landlord to 

allow early termination of a lease agreement, to putting extra se-

curity measures in place, we can help provide a survivor options 

and work with them to get safe and secure housing. 

 Moving through the criminal justice system. The cr iminal jus-

tice system is confusing, and survivors often don’t understand 

why law enforcement and prosecutors make the decisions they do. 

We can engage in discussions with system actors to get more in-

formation and make sure the survivor’s voice is heard. 

 With related immigration concerns. If a survivor  you are 

working with has immigration concerns related to reporting the 

assault or seeking services, we can help connect the survivor with 

a qualified immigration attorney (at no cost to the survivor) to 

discuss options. 

 

We can also assist with protecting records and survivor privacy, seeking crime victim assistance and other funds availa-

ble to recoup financial losses, as well as make referrals to attorneys that may be able to help in other areas (such as mon-

etary recovery through civil law suits). Consultations can be done by phone or if necessary for representation we can 

come to your site to meet with the client. To make a referral to the Idaho Coalition civil legal assistance program, please 

contact Annie at annie@engagingvoices.org. 

 (Bullying Prevention-continued from page 7 column 2) 

their initial response might be to fight back or stoop to 
their level and humiliate them. I say, be better than 
that. Utilize your voice, speak up for yourself and if 
that does not work find a teacher or a trusted adult and 
explain the situation, that does not make you weak. If 
I had the ability to explain my side of the story that 
day at the principal’s office or even stand up to other 
bullies that bullied me throughout elementary and 
middle school because of my accent and differences, I 
would have. But you have that ability. 
There are many people today struggling with issues 
unknown to the world, issues that they carry with 

them everywhere they go, even school. That is why, 
many schools and institutions are implementing new 
policies that help prevent bullying. But that is not 
enough. We need to spread positivity, kindness, and 
be more empathetic to other people’s situations. Par-
ents, adults, and institutions have a responsibility to 
play in preventing bullying and it all starts modeling 
these values on how to treat others.   
For more information regarding bullying and its ef-
fects on kids as well as how to prevent it, visit: 
Can Bullying Affect a Child’s Development 
(tessais.org)   

mailto:annie@engagingvoices.org
https://tessais.org/can-bullying-affect-childs-development/#:~:text=%20According%20to%20the%20NICHD,%20children%20who%20are,later%20in%20life%207%20Self-harming%20behaviors%20More
https://tessais.org/can-bullying-affect-childs-development/#:~:text=%20According%20to%20the%20NICHD,%20children%20who%20are,later%20in%20life%207%20Self-harming%20behaviors%20More
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I  was born in New Orleans, 
Louisiana. At about 2 

weeks old I was adopted by 
two loving parents. My life was 
beautiful. I felt wanted, cared 
for, protected, and loved. At 
about 3 years old, my parents 
got divorced. It wasn’t a pretty 
or smooth divorce. It was 
bumpy and filled with potholes. 
I wasn’t too aware of this at 3 
years old, but my older siblings 
were. I had 4 siblings at the 
time. I was the youngest. My 
dad had moved to Boise, Idaho 
and remarried while my mom 
stayed at the house we had in 
Nampa, Idaho and also remar-
ried. At just 3 years old, I start-
ed the process of going back 
and forth between homes every 
other weekend while also being 
picked up on Tuesday nights to 
go out to dinner with my dad 
and other siblings. At 4 years 
old, the downward spiral of my 
life begun. My dad began to tell 
us stories about my mom that 
weren’t nice or filtered for us 
young children. We began to 
ask my mom questions about 
what our dad had told us. Then 
our mom would tell us some-
thing entirely different; then our 
dad would tell us something 
different, and we’d ask our 
mom if it’s true. We would then 
go back and forth and back and 
forth. It was confusing and con-
cerning. This back-and-forth 
blame game continued until I 
was about 11 years old. My 
oldest brother had already 
grown up and left. Now there 
were three of us left. From age 
12 to about 20 years old, 
( c o n t i n u e d  i n  c o l u m n  2 ) 

my head was filled with nega-
tive and suicidal thoughts, bad 
and painful memories, and a 
very pessimistic attitude. I 
couldn’t see any light at the end 
of the tunnel. It was like a never
-ending abyss. A black hole 
that I didn’t think I could ever 
escape. 

W hen I was about 13 
years old, I was diag-

nosed with depression and 

anxiety. I was taken to a coun-
selor and given a prescription 
for the first time in my life. The 
thought of going to a counselor 
scared me. In the beginning, I 
cried a few times because I felt 
helpless, and I knew I couldn’t 
do it on my own.  
My self-esteem went downhill, 
and I hated the thought of 
needing a counselor or needing 
medication which scared me a 
lot. My mom and the doctors 
took about a year to convince 
me that it would really help to 
take medication. They put on a 
very small dose and continued 
to remind me that it was just to 
help ease my depressive epi-
sodes. My negative thoughts 
about medications and my own 
self-esteem started to get loud- 
( C o n t i n u e d  i n  c o l u m n  3 )  

er and louder as I grew older. 
At about 15 years old, I started 
to have more and more suicidal 
thoughts. I felt worthless, un-
wanted, unloved, unnecessary, 
and useless. I hated myself for 
anything and everything that I 
did wrong, and I beat myself up 
for making even the slightest 
mistakes in my everyday life, 
which drove me to being a per-
fectionist with everything I did. 
But the perfectionism only 
made my inner thoughts worse. 

“My mom calls peo-
ple’s inner, negative 
thoughts “gremlins”.  

S he says that they (gremlins) 
grow worse if you feed 

them. And I fed them a lot. Eve-
ry time I would get a negative 
thought, I would agree with it 
and believe it without question-
ing it. And, whenever I had the 
opportunity to prove that the 
thought was true I would take it. 
If my thoughts said that I was 
stupid, and I did something as 
simple as tripping over my own 
feet while walking – it was vali-
dation that I was indeed stupid. 
These negative thoughts made 
my depression and anxiety 
about life worse and worse and 
worse. And at 16 years old, the 
thoughts became too much for 
me.  

I  attempted to commit suicide 
at 16 years old in May of 

2016. That day will forever stay 
engraved in my brain because, 
unfortunately, that was Moth-
er’s Day. At the time, I wasn’t  
 
( c o n t i n u e d  o n  p a g e  1 0  c o l u m n  1 )  

 

Mental Health & Resources 
by Kayla Hoff 
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(Mental Health...continued from page 9) 
 aware that it was Mother’s Day 
– nor did I care. At around 1 or 
2am, I went into my bathroom, 
locked the door, and took a 
large handful of pills . Before I 
did that, I made the odd deci-
sion of sending goodbye mes-
sages to my family members. I 
wrote one to each person. The 
first message I sent was to my 
oldest brother, Taylor (who 
saved my life). He thought it  
was weird that he was getting a 
text so late in the night and that 
the text was phrased very sus-
piciously. He decided to call my 
mom and ask her if everything 
was okay with me. My mom 
was running around the house 
yelling my name and trying to 
find me. I wanted to say where 
I was, but I couldn’t speak or 
move. I felt numb and para-
lyzed.  
 

“She found me in the 
bathroom and rushed 
me to the emergency 
room.” 
 
It was almost too late. The doc-
tors were all telling me to 
breathe and try and be calm 
because my entire body started 
to get numb. I was also hyper-
ventilating and panicking be-
cause I realized that I really 
didn’t want to die yet, and I 
knew I might. Then I heard my 
mom’s voice above all of the 
chaos in my brain telling me to 
breathe as she squeezed my 
almost numb hand. I heard 
more voices telling me to 
breathe and so with everything 
I had in me, I tried breathing as 
deeply as I could. It wasn’t 
easy to breathe at that mo-
ment, but I tried very hard to. 
After about 15 seconds, I was 

breathing deeper and calming 
down faster and eventually 
calm enough for them to give 
me a sedative. I was put into a 
psychiatric hospital for about 2 
weeks and then released. The 

next two years I had many peo-
ple helping me get through the 
hard moments and the PTSD 
that I experienced after the at-
tempt.  

F inally, ages 18-20 were 
rough, but eye-opening. 

But they lead me to where I am 
now. I went through multiple 
boyfriends and toxic friend-
ships. I even moved out of my 
house for almost 6 months and 
moved in with a toxic boyfriend 
that was mentally abusive. All 
of this proved my lack of worth, 
love, care, etc.  

A t age 20, I made the ulti-
mate decision to do some-

thing different because what I 
was doing obviously wasn’t 
working for me. With the help 
from my family, a new counse-
lor, doctors, and friends I was 
able to completely transform 
my life into what I truly de-
served and what I wanted. I 
started saving money, working 
day and night on positive 
thoughts and being more opti-
mistic about my life. It took a lot 
of work to change my own out-
look on my past, present, and 
future, and also be grateful for 
all that has happened in my life. 

It took me a long time to truly 
believe that all things happen 
with a purpose, and my own life 
motto that everything happens 
for a reason. 

W ith all of the negativity in 
my life, I have learned 

some pretty valuable lessons 
and found some very helpful 
resources that I will forever 
take with me. I think that one of 
most important thing that 
helped me was knowing my 
own self-worth and loving my-
self for who I am. Learning to 
love and value myself really 
helped me surround myself 
with people who actually valued 
me, and it also helped me see 
those who didn’t. It wasn’t easy 
by any means and it took some 
practice (and I am still working 
on it), but it really helped me 
grow into a better person. 
Seeking a counselor also really 
helped me. I went through a 
few counselors before finding 
the right one for me. But one 
thing that I learned was that 
having a counselor isn’t some-
thing to be ashamed of or to 
hate yourself for or anything 

like that. For me, my counselor 
is someone I can trust and 
someone outside of my family 
and friends that I can be super 
honest and myself around. I 
feel like it is so important to 
have at least one person that 
you can trust and be comforta-
ble talking to about anything. 
(continued on the top of page 11) 

“Learning to love and 
value myself really 
helped me surround my-
self with people who ac-
tually valued me, and it 
also helped me see those 
who didn’t.” 
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( M e n t a l  H e a l t h . . . c o n t i n u e d  f r o m  p a g e  1 0 )  

A nd finally, battling my own internal thinking and “gremlins” has been the most helpful tactic I’ve 
ever had. I have struggled for so long to fight back against the negative and demeaning 

thoughts that freely roamed around in my head. I would challenge anyone and everyone to fight 
back and tell those gremlins to go away and to combat those negative and demeaning thoughts with 
positive and uplifting ones. You have the power to see the light at the end of the tunnel. Trust your-
self, keep going, and keep fighting and you will find it. 

L o c a l  J u v e n i l e  J u s t i c e  C o u n c i l s  N e e d  Yo u !  
 
T h e  I d a h o  J u v e n i l e  J u s t i c e  C o m m i s s i o n  i s  a  b o a rd  o f  g o v e r n o r -
a p p o i n t e d  v o l u n t e e rs  f ro m  e a c h  d i s t r i c t  w o r k i n g  t o  r e p r e s e n t  t h e  i n -
t e re s t s  o f  I d a h o  c o n c e r n i n g  i t s  y o u t h .  We ,  t h e  Yo u t h  c o m m i tt e e ,  a re  
t h e  h e a r t  a n d  s p i r i t  o f  t h e  C o m m i s s i o n ,  m a d e  u p  o f  y o u n g  a d u l t s  w h o  
h av e  ex p e r i e n c e d  t h e  s i t u a t i o n s  t h a t  m a ny  I d a h o  y o u t h  c u r re n t l y  e n -
c o u n t e r.  
 
V i s i t  w w w. i j j c . i d a h o . g o v  t o  l e a r n  m o re  a b o u t  y o u r  l o c a l  D i s t r i c t  
C o u n c i l !  
C o n t a c t  t h e  I d a h o  J u v e n i l e  J u s t i c e  C o m m i s s i o n  Yo u t h  C o m m i tt e e :  
Ka t h e r i n e  B ra i n ,  ( 2 0 8 )  3 3 4 - 5 1 0 0 ,  ka t h e r i n e . b ra i n @ i d j c . i d a h o . g o v  

T h e  f u n d i n g  o f  t h i s  p r o j e c t  w a s  m a d e  p o s s i b l e  b y  a  f e d e r a l  g r a n t  t o  t h e  s t a t e  o f  I d a h o  

f r o m  t h e  O f f i c e  o f  J u v e n i l e  a n d  D e l i n q u e n c y  P r e v e n t i o n  # 2 0 1 8 - J X - F X - 0 0 1 7 ,  C F D A  # 1 6 . 5 4 0  

T h a n k  y o u  t o  o u r  p a r t n e r s  f o r  c o l l a b o r a t i n g  o n  t h e  

Y o u t h  C o m m i t t e e  N e w s l e t t e r  P r o j e c t .  

mailto:katherine.brain@idjc.idaho.gov
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