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They came from many of the high schools, middle schools, and continuation schools of Placer

County due to truancy, multiple suspension, expulsion, probation referrals, or court order.Most

hated school and school authority. Several had lengthy criminal histories already and some

were from rival gangs. Forty-two males and females would start wearing Army camouflage

versus street clothes. They would undergo the hardest academic and physical rigor of their

lives. Most met the challenge - some did not.This was their last chance of avoiding dropping

out of school, living a life of crime, incarceration or death. There they would run into a retired

police sergeant who would be their teacher. He prided himself on being "old school" and with

the help of the U.S. Army, they together, help transform these youth into high school graduates

and productive adults.They were inspired by books/films such as Freedom Writers, Stand and

Deliver, To Sir With Love, Gridiron Gang and Dangerous Minds to the point of wanting to share

their stories with others. For most "cadets" the academy became their family.Through their

writings, the reader will enter the lives they had been living before attending the academy. They

explain how they began noticing changes in both their attitude, physical fitness, and family life.It

was their dream that at least one at-risk student would become inspired by their book and

decide, after Hitting Rock Bottom, to turn their lives around like they did.

About the AuthorAbout the Author Dr. Gary Rose was a police sergeant with the Milpitas Police

Department in California from 1973 to 1987. After retiring from an injury, and inspired by Jaime

Escalante, Principal Joe Clark, Lou Anne Johnson and Erin Gruwell, he decided to explore a

new career as a teacher; something he experienced as part of his duties while assigned to the

Community Relations Division of the police department. After an interview with Joan Berry,

Director of Alternative Education for the Placer County Office of Education, he was assigned to

the Placer County Juvenile Detention Facility in Auburn, California. There he served as teacher

in the A-Unit (toughest male offenders) for seven years. He called them “his A-Unit Animals”

and had them adopt his classroom mantra of “stay focused, remain curious, truth and honor

and whatever it takes.” In 2007, he was given an assignment to create a military style boot-

camp school. His students would be those expelled from their traditional schools, alternative

court and community schools, as well as a last chance for juvenile probation students. In

partnership with the United States Army, he established Placer County’s first academy, the

Alder Grove Academy – Home of the Spartans. Upon the closing of the academy, he taught at-

risk students in one of the county’s court and community schools until retirement. After

completing his doctorate in Social Psychology, he taught several years at the college/university

level before returning to at-risk youth. He currently teaches GED preparation courses to

incarcerated adults in Placer County. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.
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YOUTHTHE ALDER GROVE ACADEMY EXPERIMENTBY GARY J. ROSE,

PH.D.ACKNOWLEDGEMENTSdid not anticipate it would take this long from the closing I of the

Alder Grove Academy to get my cadet’s and formerstudent’s stories into print.Many of my

cadets experienced similar backgrounds and problems: truancy, drug/alcohol usage, probation,

ward of the courts, credit deficient or failing grades, lack of parental supervision, or parents

who could not positively deal with their son’s or daughter’s rebellious antics.Most of the cadets

were associated with the Placer County high schools and middle school. The academy was

their last shot at turning their lives around.Most of them agreed while in the academy program,

that if they could share how they turned their lives around, perhaps they could save at least

one child from destroying his or her life.My cadets and I believe that the Alder Grove Academy

was a success. However, it required a lot of dedication from many individuals for us to thrived

for 2 ½ years; had it not been for them, the academy would have failed.I am very grateful to

Joan Berry, the former director of the Placer County Office of Education Alternative Education

department who entrusted me to create the academy when - at the time - many educational

administrations shunned military style institutions. It was her inspiration that led to its

creation.Paul McDaniel taught me how to structure the academy: he spent almost 30 years in

the Air Force and survivedVthree tours in Vietnam. “Santa,” as many cadets called him,

relished drills and ceremonies as well as teachings the polishing of boots and selecting the

best every Friday. I don’t know many individuals who would give up Christmas Eves to visit kids

at the hall to spread joy and goodies. But that is what Paul and his departed wife did each

Christmas Eve. He was very inspirational in teaching U.S. Government and the U.S.

Constitution to our 7th and 8th graders, who, upon passing his exam, proudly displayed their

awards he issued. I extend a thank you to Paul.Michelle (Ms. M) – Thank God for her presence,

especially in times of need, when we had wall-to-wall cadets and little staff. Her care of all of us

when we were sick or down in the dumps, kept the program alive and vital. I am so grateful for

all the she did behind the scenes. I have often said that teaching is the easy job; it is the

teacher’s aide that performs the tough job, and they often do it for little pay or recognition. I am

sure our female cadets will long remember “Mom” and their chats during “girl’s circle.”Tom

Grayson – I should ask, “Did we have fun or what?” Tom came once a week and taught life

skills to cadets. He “pushed their buttons” to foster coping skills since many suffered from



anger management issues. Tom would be tipped-off by older cadets when a “new booty”

arrived. Tom welcomed the newcomer, and then drill him/her (trying to find their anger buttons),

much to the delight of cadets who had endured a similar inquisition when they arrived.Jenny

and Beverly – They came to the academy later and had to handle a range of duties and

responsibilities, and they deserve a note of appreciation. Their extra pairs of eyes and ears

prevented many potential problems from arising.VISergeants Howell and Hewitt – They

brought inspiration, leadership, and determination to make the Alder Grove Academy a

worthwhile institution turning many at-risk students’s lives around. I want to offer you a thank

you from the bottom of my heart. Their one-on-one conversations with cadets, positively

changed lives and futures. They are both my heroes, and I want to thank them for their service

to our country.Denise Gibbon, my literary attorney and confidant – I want to extend a hearty

“thank you” to her for continually motivating and reminding me that “we” had a good book, and

that it would take time to bring it to fruition. Her inspiration, drive, and commitment – both to me

and the cadets – made this book a reality, and for that we are all eternally grateful. I consider

her a close friend.Lara Nelson – She helped in the initial formatting of the manuscript, “picking

my brain” for my motivation, teaching styles and reasons for teaching at-risk students for so

many years. Thank you Lara for putting my reminiscing into words. Through your questions,

many fond memories returned and were incorporated into the book.Debra Lum – She edited

entries for grammar or spelling errors late into the production of the manuscript with Denise.

Debra was always available to me as a friend and someone with whom I could bounce off

ideas. I thank you Deb.R’tor John Maghuyop – book formatter and graphic designer. John

helped me produce my first book and did such a fantastic job, that without hesitation, I sought

his expertise again in formatting this book, incorporating pictures and cover designs. Thank

you so much John. Get ready for book three.VIITo my law enforcement brothers and sisters,

the probation officers I had the privilege to work with, both in juvenile hall and out on the street,

the Auburn Police Department and Placer County Sheriffs Department – You provided valuable

support, and without whom the Academy would not have had so many success stories. I

extend a warm thank you. Just showing up for a cup of coffee and donut, showed the cadets

that law enforcement is not “the bad guy,” but instead is a system that wants to see them

succeed.Finally, my cadets and former students - You learned from me, and I learned from you.

I was honored to have been your teacher and mentor. I could not be prouder to see so many of

you mature into hard working individuals with careers; parents raising children; graduates from

colleges, universities or trade schools; defenders of our nation.Let us remember Albert, Josh,

and Jose, to whom this book is dedicated, and help keep their memories alive.To you all: the

memories you shared in the writing of this book will forever live in my heart and mind. I wish the

best for all of you in the future, and I will keep you in my prayers.I will never, ever, forget you!

VIII In memory ofAlder Grove Academy Cadets Josh Pavlov, Albert Torres, and Jose Portillo,

and with best wishes for Alder GroveAcademy Cadet Noe Perez on life’s journey.TABLE OF
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Note to Our ReadersItaught at-risk teens at juvenile delinquent facilities for many years before

the Placer County Office of Education (“PCOE”) gave me the opportunity to establish the

AlderGrove Academy (“AGA”). Of the many students I taught, some were fortunate enough to

attend the AGA as cadets. Although this book was inspired by the AGA experience and the

contributions of those cadets, I want every reader to know that all my students contributed to

my experience and growth as a teacher and I thank them all for what they taught me.The AGA

experiment involved numerous at-risk cadets at three different sites in Placer County, California

over a two and one-half year period. At one point, forty-two male and female cadets of different

ethnic and socio-economic backgrounds qualified for the program. Although cadets and I

sometimes refer to AGA-1, AGA-2 and AGA-3, these names merely refer to three sequential

locations while the AGA constituted one program.As a teacher of at-risk teens, I had been

profoundly affected by the book Freedom Writers as well as the movie based upon it. I shared

that book and film as well as others like it with my students, including Dangerous Minds, Stand

and Deliver, Gridiron Gang and Lean on Me. My students and those who later became cadets

agreed that if they, too,HITTING ROCK BOTTOMshared their stories, other teenagers headed

down the wrong path might avoid the mistakes that they had made and create a better life for

themselves. Thus, we offer this book to both the teens who might be on the wrong path and the

adults in their lives who want to help them.The name “Alder Grove” will appear often in these

pages. It is important to understand that I taught at what was known as the Alder Grove

Community School both before the PCOE sponsored the creation of the Alder Grove Academy

and after its closure. Though my staff and I often used many of the same educational

methodologies at both the community school and the academy, the academy program was

distinguished by a number of important factors described in this book.The students and cadets

who played an integral role in the development of the AGA program before and while it existed

have now reached adulthood. Nevertheless, I decided that the authorship of their teenage

journals should remain anonymous to protect their privacy. Adult authors in the Looking Back



section are identified with their real names or nicknames they have chosen.I have modified and

divided some of the cadet and student entries, distributing parts of the same journals

throughout the book. However, as often as possible, I use the students’ actual text, including

some profanity, so that other teenagers taking the time to read this book can better relate to

their stories. Though several teen journals and adult contributors report many of the same

incidents, I’ve included most of those passages because they meant so much to us all. Those

who attended AGA are distinguished, wherever possible, as “cadets.”INTRODUCTORY NOTE

TO OUR READERSMy students, cadets, staff and I offer our stories freely in hopes of saving

at least one at-risk teenager from a life of heartbreak, addiction or incarceration.Thank you for

your interest and commitment to at-risk children.Dr. Gary J. RosePART IA MATTER OF

BELONGING THE ALDER GROVE ACADEMY CADET OATHI solemnly vow upon my honor

as a cadet and citizen, to adhere to the rules and regulations of the Alder Grove Academy,

andto adopt the Academy’s mission and goals into my everyday life.I pledge to be honest in

thought, word, and deed, to strive toward my highest learning effort and avail myselfof every

opportunity to learn to my highest capacity.I will do this by maintaining unimpeachable integrity

of behavior to bring honor upon the Alder GroveAcademy and the Placer County Office of

Education.I shall endeavor to give thoughtful, intelligent obedience to the commands of my

superiors, to obey the Constitutionand laws of my country, state and county in a way that will

set my behavior for the remainder of my life.There are two types of education… One should

teach us how to make a living, and the other how to live.–John Adams, second president of the

United States (1735-1826).CHAPTER 1WHAT IT LOOKS LIKE AT ROCK BOTTOMToday Mr.

Rose said something that really, really inspired me. I don’t remember his exact words, but it

was something about how we haven’t reached rock bottom yet. He is always honest with us

and he said that he realizes many of us cadets haven’t reached the bottom of our screw-ups.

He went around the room and after asking certain people if it was okay to share their

backgrounds, he pointed out how some of them have not reached rock bottom yet and

probably won’t until they’re faced with prison time.–Journal #5, 16-year-old femaleFor many

years, I taught teenagers who society describes as being “at-risk.” It always struck me that the

term was inadequate because the risk isn’t only theirs but society’s as well. These are youth

who can destroy the futurenot only for themselves but for their families, neighbors and many

other innocent victims. They drink, take drugs, steal, assault others and sometimes commit

murder. And in the midst of the chaos and despair they may cause themselves and others,

some are desperate to change but don’t see a way to either re-direct their lives or cope with

what they’ve done.One of my first at-risk students, Reggie, was one of those who longed to

start over. I met Reggie while on my first teaching assignment at a local high school after

performing undercover police work for over two and a half years. A class clown, Reggie

struggled academically but still gave me his best. He called me one day to tell me that he had

been caught vandalizing the tires of several vehicles. He wanted to make restitution to the

victims.I told Reggie not to contact the victims, that the juvenile court would administer

restitution and that, in the meantime, he should try to stay out of trouble. He continued to insist

he had to make amends while I insisted he should leave it to the court. A short time later,

Reggie was found by his mother hanging from a tree in their front yard. I was shocked and

heartbroken for both him and his mother. What I hadn’t realized was how important it was to

Reggie to clean the slate, how he was crying out for help, and how desperate he was for a new

start.Change for these kids is particularly difficult. Often, they have to hit rock bottom before

they even try. Hitting rock bottom is personal. For some, it could mean getting caught and

released for shoplifting or intoxication while for others, it could mean a drug overdose or using



a lethal weapon to commit a crime.The overall theme in my classes at the juvenile hall facility

(“JDF” or “the hall”) and later, at the Alder Grove Academy (“AGA”), was that there would soon

be no more free rides— the second and third opportunities that we so often give those under

eighteen in our juvenile delinquent system. They were nearing adulthood, a time when they

would be held accountable for their actions and inactions.What I taught was what I believed

then and now. Choices matter and poor choices lead to poor outcomes. As difficult as their

lives might seem, they were the masters of change. It was still possible to make choices that

would lead to a better, happier future—one where they were successfully accountable to

themselves and society.AccountabilityThere are three skills that are the foundation for teaching

accountability—order, structure and discipline.1 Most at-risk children lack adult models and

resources exemplifying at least one of these three skills if not all three.Too often, we associate

order, structure and discipline only with military and police institutions. In reality, they also

underpin personal relationships, good parenting, and a healthy work life. But it all starts with

parents or other guardians. Without adults who can demonstrate accountability in daily life,

most children have no idea that accountability is a sustaining principle for healthy personal

growth.1 The latter is two-pronged: first, one must be self-disciplined to accomplish one’s goals

and, second, having an understanding of self-discipline, one learns to respect society’s need to

use disciplinary techniques to maintain a civil society.Some of my peers criticized my approach

to at-risk teens as overly strict or even militaristic. Interestingly, the same teachers often

complained of disciplinary problems while I had few. I won’t bother to deny that I have a cop

mentality when it comes to determining who, among my students or cadets, might be more

likely to spend their lives in poverty, drug rehab programs or prison. But I also have a teacher

mentality when it comes to using law enforcement principles to effect change among troubled

youth. This was the basis of my doctoral dissertation and the topic of my first book.I don’t

pretend to offer a panacea for all at-risk teens— there were many I failed to help. However, I

learned early in my teaching career that many of my students substituted one or more of their

teachers or staff for one or both of the parental figures that had eluded or disappointed them in

the past. While students often described me as a “father” figure, they regarded one of my

female aides as being a “mother.” So it wasn’t surprising that the staff and students regarded

themselves as members of a family. Though most of them might not be able to articulate why

they used these terms, I think it amounts to familial shorthand for the love and leadership these

children seek.Clubs and GangsThere is no mystery to a child’s longing for family. If they can’t

receive a healthy balance of love, encouragement and discipline within the family, they look for

it elsewhere. Too often, elsewhere is not membership in the Boy Scouts, 4-H or on a baseball

team but, instead, with other peers who experiment with drugs, alcohol, sex or crime.It’s a

matter of belonging. Working organizations, whether they are gangs or clubs2–including the

armed forces, police and those with beneficial social purposes—are strikingly similar

structurally. Membership usually requires allegiance to a group purpose, willingness to be

ranked or qualified, participation in programs, rewards of some kind, wearing uniforms or

demonstrating affiliation with some form of physical indicia, i.e., scarves, pins, tattoos, t-shirts

or even bumper stickers. Quitting the organization may be simple—you stop showing up or

cease paying dues—or rather complicated. Not complying with orders might lead to exclusion

or penalties of either a civil or criminal nature depending on the purpose of the

organization.The police and military are based on the same concepts— brotherhood and

sisterhood, mutual support of acceptable behavior and goals, and a system whereby

disobedience results in a range of disciplinary measures or exclusion.2 For our purposes, I’m

using the words “club” and “gang” to distinguish two types of groups whose memberships



include teenagers. Though this oversimplifies whether any particular group or organization has

a criminal purpose, I refer here to clubs as organizations that help teenagers become mature

and responsible citizens in a civil society while gangs promote various degrees of disruptive,

destructive or criminal conduct.In the ClassroomIn the classroom, I believe in teaching from a

place where parenting and military and police standards intersect. There were many who

claimed that my approach was too extreme, too stern, and that these children needed a more

conventional approach. But the reason that these students became my responsibility was

because the conventional high school educator could not relate to them. These teens were

simply unable to engage productively in a traditional educational environment. As a result, they

were suspended or expelled and sent to the juvenile hall or AGA because they caused

classroom disturbances, confronted authority, refused to attend school and were periodically

arrested for alcohol and drug use, assault or other crimes. For these kids, the conventional

approach clearly did not work.In a 2006 poll, respondents rated fighting, violence and gangs in

American schools as the most pressing problems facing their public schools and pointed to

lack of discipline as a significant secondary problem. A nationwide survey of teachers, students

and police at around the same time found that all constituencies believed schools were being

compromised by disruptive, aggressive behaviors and classroom violence. In spite of our

recognition of these classroom issues, teachers rarely receive the training they need in

classroom management and the de-escalation of violence.As any good police officer on the

beat will attest, on-thejob conflict management skills are extraordinarily valuable. Though our

current political and social struggles may cause some to disagree, well-trained police and

properly administered police departments, in particular, have an arsenal of strategies for de-

escalation, community involvement and leadership. So why not utilize retired and working

police to train our teachers to use the same skills? The same rationale can be used to hire

former military personnel as educators.I am not suggesting that we turn our teachers into a

police force. What I do suggest is that teachers have the opportunity to learn particular skills

that would help them establish their authority in the classroom. Similarly, active or retired

members of the armed services are ideally suited for many elements of teaching. Moreover,

they excel at community building, organized physical activities and leadership. Why not put

them to use as well?By utilizing some of the principles promulgated by societally beneficial

organizations—principles that I applied at the JDF, the Alder Grove Community School and the

Alder Grove Academy–we can forge better and more cohesive classroom management

practices, new community bonds, stronger schools and, ultimately, turn more troubled teens

into happier, better educated and civic-minded citizens.What sculpture is to a block of marble,

education is to the human soul.–Joseph Addison, English politician and writer

(1671-1719).CHAPTER 2JOURNALS–IN THE BEGINNINGWe got a new teacher named Mr.

Rose and he is a lot stricter than that dumbass other teacher we used to have. He was a cop

before he became a teacher andhe’s coming from the JDF.He is asking us to write our life story

so that maybe we could help other kids like us. If anyone is reading this I hope that I can help,

but I am not a good role model since I got arrested by the cops for drinking. I have not written

for a long time since I got arrested by the cops. You see I don’t want to be here or at any

school. I just want to get drunk or high and the hell with the world. The other day I brought in

my water bottle and I had vodka inside. We never had our stuff checked until now because of

what I did.Mr. Rose gave us a writing assignment. I was already drunk and can’t remember

what the shit we were supposed to be writing on. Anyway Mr. Rose starts walking down the

rows of desks and looks at my essay. Hell, my letters even looked strange to me, so I guess I

shouldn’t have been surprised when Old Cop Rose stops and looks down at my paper. He



must have smelled the booze or seen my red eyes. Anyway I got hella scared and jumped up

and started to run to the back of our old classroom.3I ran past Ms. M’s office and finally

reached the back door. It seemed to take forever to reach it. Once outside I ran towards the

drainage ditch and the creek that was by the school. I jumped into the water and hid under the

bridge expecting Mr. Rose to be coming after me. But no one came and I stayed there for I

don’t know how long and then got out and dried off.I found out later that Rose did not chase

me but instead broke down laughing. I guess while I was trying to run down the hallway to the

back of the class I was banging into the walls.Now that I am back, we cannot bring anything

into the classroom if it is open. Mr. Rose also searches us. He can be mean, too. A girl (no one

likes her) came to class with a Starbucks coffee. Mr. Rose told her to either drink it outside or

throw it out. She refused so Rose grabbed the cup and poured it out. She got pissed off and he

suspended her. From that point on all of us knew he was not going to put up with our shit.–

Journal 32, 16 year-old male3 “Hella” could mean “hell, yes” or “hell of a good–” or “hell of a lot

of–” The students also used the term “hecka” to signify the same phrases but substituting

“heck” for “hell”It all started not too long after my sister and I joined the kids at Alder Grove

Community School—this was before it became a military academy. Since day one, before Mr.

Rose arrived, I felt as if I was just sitting in a room with a teacher but not learning diddlysquat.I

would go home every day with the same answer to my mother’s question: “How are you,

honey? Did you learn anything in school today?” I always replied with “NO.” I know it may

sound strange to tell your mom that you learned nothing at school, but it was the truth. I would

go there and just eat or paint. Isn’t that what kindergartners do? Am I right or wrong? Frankly,

I’m surprised that we didn’t have a naptime too!To my dismay, they told us that we were going

to have to suffer with him for the rest of the year. But that all changed when the teacher left. I

think that was one of the happiest days of my life!I remember sitting patiently in my chair,

thinking about who the next teacher would be. All I knew was that he was coming from juvenile

hall. Everyone mentioned a “Mr. Rose,” but I had no idea who they were talking about since I

had never been caught and placed in juvie. I just had random thoughts going through my head,

wondering whether or not he was going to be a good teacher and just hoping—for all of our

sakes—that he was going to teach us more than art education.Sure enough, a smiling, jolly

(and life-changing!) Mr. Gary Rose came struttin’ in. From the moment he walked through that

door to the second he opened his mouth and introduced himself, I knew I was going to like him.

Within one week, I went from a teacher who didn’t teach me anything to the most excellent

teacher in my life. If anyone else has had him for a teacher, you have my guarantee that they’d

say the same thing.–Journal #5, 16-year-old femaleI was expelled from Placer High School for

truancy and fighting and I was sent to Alder Grove Community School before it became an

academy. They had a teacher here who only had us do art stuff all day long. I think most of us

hated it.One day, Ms. M told us that our teacher was leaving and a new teacher was coming

over from juvenile hall. None of us knew who the new teacher was, but we were ready for

someone new. Ms. M said we would love him. We said, “We’ll see.”The first day I walked in and

saw him and heard him, I knew we would have a totally different teacher. His name was Mr.

Rose and besides being a teacher, he also used to be a cop. He told us that he had heard

about some of the problems at the school and that he had no idea how long he would be here.

(He also said that we would not be doing art!)After a few weeks, we realized that Mr. Rose was

a no-nonsense kind of person. He was quick to jump on us if we started acting out and he also

praised us when we performed as expected. But this was nothing compared to what was going

to happen at the school after he returned from a trip to Russia. When he got back, he showed

us pictures of a country we never heard of called Belarus. He had met his girlfriend there and



she and her family took Mr. Rose to a part of the country where the Nazis had gathered up all

of the townspeople and burned them alive.I will always remember him saying that history must

be studied since it tries to repeat itself. He talked about the skinheads he had had in juvenile

hall and how he put them in a foxhole with a black soldier and how the other person’s color,

race, or religion did not matter as long as they stayed awake to protect each other.–Journal

#16, 17-year-old maleI was sent to the first Alder Grove Community School before it was a

military school. I had been expelled for fighting and later I was accused of trying to extort

money from another student. Whatever the circumstances were, I was expelled and sent to

Alder Grove Community School.When I first arrived there was an older teacher there who had

been there for years but then she left. What followed was a string of teachers. Then one dayMs.

M told the class that the next day we would have a new teacher named Mr. Rose who was

coming over from juvenile hall. I heard Fernando announce that he knew Mr. Rose and that we

would really like him BUT be ready because he was a former police sergeant and did not

tolerate people who did not give their all. I thought, “We shall see.”The next day, Mr. Rose

showed up. In fact, he was already at school way before any of us and had our agenda printed

on the board. Wow! We now had to do algebra, English, science, history, economics and he

wrote, that “if we earned it,” we would get P/E.4Before I knew it, we were actually doing

schoolwork and the time flew by. You had to pay attention because if he thought you weren’t

paying attention, he called on you. I had a hard time staying awake in class because I stayed

up late the night before.4 “PE” or “P/E” refers to “physical education,” i.e., organized sports and

exercise or some kind of recess outside. The word got around to those students who had been

cutting class that we had a no nonsense teacher and that they had better start showing up for

class. He even told us the first day that he had been informed that there were a few trouble

makers in the class and that once he found out who they were, they would be out of here. I

don’t know how he did it, but the next day after he made that statement, probation showed up

and took a student away. It was like Mr. Rose was a man of his word.–Journal #31, 16-year-old-

maleI came into this world on the twenty-fifth of December— I’m a Christmas baby—but I feel I

was cursed from the day I was born.We had very little money while I was growing up. I always

had to wear second-hand clothes. Sometimes I would wear the same clothes for two weeks

before I would wash them. I took a lot of shit at school for being a poor, white-trash slob. I never

had any real friends. I was the kid that had to run home after school so I wouldn’t get beat up.I

was raised in the Auburn Greens—that’s where they put all the trash that other cities and towns

don’t want. It was the perfect place for organized crime. The Mexican Mafia ran the drug

movement through the Greens, and I saw drug use and gang violence on a daily basis.When I

was in the fourth grade, I was introduced to weed and alcohol. I loved it but I always wanted

more, so I learned how to steal for profit so I could support myself. As time went on, I made

decent pocket money and I started to dress nice. I learned that fear was a way to earn respect.

Girls treated me better and I loved it.By the sixth grade, I was getting high and fighting every

day. For the first time in my life, I felt good about who I was. I can remember always getting

drunk at the river with my cousin when I was eleven years old. We would go to different parties

every night. I had so much fun. Sometimes, I would go days at a time without food or sleep.I

eventually started selling dope for the Mexican Mafia so I could supply my habit. I was making

good money, but most of what I made went right back to them. When I was twelve years old, I

started to rob houses. I was living the good life and for once I thought that I had real friends. I

had it all—money, power, and a woman.I got arrested five days after my thirteenth birthday

because one of my so-called “friends” snitched on me for burglary. I served fifty days in juvenile

hall. Because I was so small, I was put in with the little kids in C-Unit (A-Unit was for the big



boys—the ones on their way to the California Youth Authority).When I got out, I was placed on

probation, given a 6:00 PM curfew and was drug-tested every week. I still smoked pot and

dope every day. I fooled my probation officer for three months before I got caught for a dirty

drug test.During the time I was out, I tried to blow up a car with a pipe bomb because the

owner owed me $5,000. As I was strapping the pipe bomb to the gas tank, the cops showed up

and I had to run. I thought that I got away clean, but the cops found my fingerprints and I went

back to juvenile hall. I got a good lawyer, though, so I only got sixty-five days.I was out for ten

days when I got arrested again. I went back to juvenile hall for robbery. This time, I had to do

forty-five days in the hall. After that, I was locked up here and there for a few days at a time but

I never got locked up for selling dope.I was finally placed in R.A.F.T. (Rap Around Family

Therapy). I was given five chances to get my life together, but I would smoke dope every night

and I wasted my five chances pretty quickly. Not long after my fourteenth birthday, I was

arrested for a dirty test for meth and I was sent to a juvenile detention facility called Fouts

Springs for nine months.–Journal #3, 17 year-old maleHe who opens a school door, closes a

prison.–Victor Hugo, French author, poet, and playwright (1802-1885).CHAPTER 3FROM

ANIMALS TO CUPCAKESI’ve played a number of roles in law enforcement over the years, but

as well as I felt I did those jobs and as much as I enjoyed them, few things compared to the

challenge ofbeing a high school teacher for the kids I called the “A–Unit Animals” at the Placer

County JDF.These were older male juvenile delinquents. You never know if you can connect

with high-risk students who are very manipulative. They will look you in the eye and say how

thankful they are for all the help and education you have given them and then turn right around,

commit a crime, and violate their probation.Perhaps because of their youth, some crimes have

more to do with self-sabotage than establishing a criminal record. One young man broke into

one of our schools and got stuck in the air conditioning duct where the police and fire units

rescued him. Another committed a home burglary and dropped his wallet inside the

house.Unfortunately, most juvenile criminal activities do not have amusing endings which might

mark the end of a brief, errant streak. Instead, they often amount to repeated acts that include

the sale or use of narcotics, car theft, weapons possession, burglary, arson, assault and

battery and gangrelated violence.My A-Unit boys often continued to commit crimes after their

release and were frequently returned, albeit involuntarily, to the hall in Auburn. Probation

officers did not count these violations of probation as a new offense, but I did. When one of my

students would return to the hall after promising me that he would not get in trouble again, I

called him a liar as soon as he re-entered the classroom.I am sure many of my colleagues in

education would frown at such a tactic, but it worked more than once. When accused of lying, a

student would hang his head and look at the floor instead of at me. With few exceptions, most

would later apologize to me.Of the other units at the JDF in Auburn, the two I was most

involved with were the C-Unit and “Max.”Nicknamed the “Cupcake Unit,” C-Unit housed females

—most of whom loved the name–and younger, less sophisticated males. However, the girls in

C-Unit were often in custody because they had committed crimes as serious as their A-Unit

counterparts. I recall only three females joining the A-Unit boys for school. Though they had a

teacher, they caused problems and had to be placed in the A-unit for their education.Life

outcomes for the girls were as unpredictable as for the boys. One young lady was in C-Unit for

using morphine prescribed for her grandmother who was in hospice. The granddaughter had

been expected to supervise its use for her grandmother. Fortunately, her deviant behavior

amounted to a teenage hiccup and she went on to marry a submariner and have a

family.Another girl was in C-Unit for possession of cocaine. When she joined a California

Conservation Corps fire unit, she received an award for bravery in a firestorm. Later though,



she was convicted and sent to prison after being arrested when she acted as a “mule” for her

drug-dealing boyfriend.Hardcore and SophisticatedProbation was pretty good at determining

what males needed to be placed in C-Unit or A-Unit. Though we often referred to kids as

“hardcore” or “sophisticated,” they aren’t always easy to distinguish.I regard hardcore kids as

those who are destined for prison. Many are gang members or come from a family where one

or more relations are serving time. Hardcore delinquents expect to spend their adult life

incarcerated and seldom care how many charges result from beating up someone they dislike.

Their alpha male dominance is all-important.Sophisticated describes those alpha males who

are bullies or predators in relation to the weaker, more naïve boys. The latter are in custody for

stupid crimes like shoplifting, petty theft, or hitting a teacher. Because the alpha males don’t

want additional charges brought against them, they often manipulate the less experienced

offenders to commit a crime on their behalf.As “bad” as they were, the boys in A-Unit couldn’t

compete with the Max-Unit which housed the most violent and hardened offenders regardless

of their sex. Their offenses included rape, child molestation, armed robbery, home invasion,

attempted murder, assault with a deadly weapon, major drug deals, kidnapping and felony

assault among others. Each delinquent had his own room containing a toilet and sink. There

was a common area outside of these cells that doubled as a “dayroom” and the classroom. At

times, the Max unit became the unit to house those who were extremely ill, pregnant girls,

suicidal individuals, and those kids who would be assaulted if housed in general

housing.Nurture and DisciplineI have always admired Principal Joe Clark and the way he

turned around East Side High School, but it was one of his quotes that I not only firmly believe

in, but also followed at all three academies. That quote of “discipline is not an enemy of

enthusiasm” is so true, and became the foundation for our academies operating under the

principles of order, structure and discipline.When I first worked at the hall, students were

allowed to lay on blankets in the classroom and would sleep instead of doing their classwork. I

believed they played on the softness of some of the well-meaning teachers who treated them

as younger and more innocent children who should be nurtured.I didn’t necessarily disagree

with my peers’ analysis— many of these kids had been abandoned or were abused. They

desperately needed love and attention. But I also believed that nurture without age-appropriate

discipline and consistent expectations of behavioral adjustments condemned at-risk kids to an

at-risk adulthood.So I put a stop to laying on blankets on the floor and to sleeping during class.

If they did not do the work I assigned, I sent them to their rooms, denied them physical

exercise with the rest of the class, and wrote a letter to the court.That got their attention.The

Great DebateAs a substitute teacher for the Alternative Education Department at PCOE, my

friend and fellow teacher of delinquents, Paul McDaniel, was often in charge of the Cupcake

Unit while I taught the A-Unit and Max-Unit boys.Paul and I had become close friends and

confidants. While my background was in law enforcement, Paul had been a sergeant with the

United States Air Force and served in Vietnam on three occasions. Our similar career

experiences led to similar educational philosophies. We both believed that by integrating

consistent disciplinary measures with a challenging academic routine, many of the nation’s at-

risk teens could learn to be accountable for their lives.During one summer at the hall, we

decided to demonstrate just how academically capable the kids could be and have some fun at

the same time. We agreed to hold a debate between my Animals (A-Unit) and the Cupcake

Unit(C-Unit). Food tends to motivate kids that age so we promised that the winning team would

enjoy a feast of sandwiches and drinks. To pay for the food and other expenses, the probation

office requested donations from Placer County public defenders and private attorneys who had

represented some of the kids.In the enclosed exercise yard, we set up a long table for each



team. Before the debate, the girls learned that the boys had made a poster to stretch across

the front of their table stating “A-Unit Animals.” Not to be outdone, the girls made a poster

identifying themselves as the “Cupcake Unit.” The local press showed up, as did some

attorneys, the Juvenile Justice Department, and members of the probation office.Each unit had

over 150 historical events to remember including issues surrounding each event. The audience

soon realized that the kids loved showing off what they knew. While the debate was in

progress, a probation officer approached one of the best female debaters and told her that she

had to leave the debate because she was due to be released immediately. Instead of leaving,

the young woman requested that the probation officer contact her parents and the court to

request permission to stay locked up until the debate was over. Fortunately, permission was

granted.A teaching assistant in the Cupcake Unit had kept track of the points and announced

that the girls had won by onehalf point. But in the midst of the girls celebrating their victory,

someone calculated the points again and discovered that the boys had won instead.At first the

boys wanted to claim victory, fearing that they were being cheated. But Paul and I persuaded

them to be gracious about the mistake and that we were all winners. Their grumbling subsided

considerably when they realized that we had ordered enough sandwiches and drinks for both

the winners and losers.Later, I found out that a local reporter had taken twenty of the debate

questions back to her office and quizzed her “educated” co-workers for the answers. They only

got three right.Painful as it may be, a significant emotional event can be the catalyst for

choosing a direction that serves us–and those around us– more effectively. Look for the

learning.–Louisa May Alcott, American novelist and poet, author of “Little

Women” (1832-1888).CHAPTER 4JOURNALS–WHERE WE COME FROMThe first time I ever

did Triple C, me and my homeboy was just kicking it, smoking some herb.5 He asked me if I

had ever done Skittles. I said no, so we went andstole a box of them and a bottle of whisky. We

popped the pills and drank the whole bottle. What I did that night was what I was missing my

whole life. On Triple C, I was God. I could steal anything, talk my way out of anything, and I

didn’t really have to sleep.5 For the uninitiated, Triple C is also known as Coreciden HPB, an

addictive over the counter drug. See “Triple C, Addictive Cold Medicine, Being Abused by

Teens,” Jason Knowles and Barb Markoff, ABC 7, Eyewitness News, November 25, 2014.

There are two types of education… One should teach us how to make a living, and the other

how to live.–John Adams, second president of the United States (1735-1826).CHAPTER

1WHAT IT LOOKS LIKE AT ROCK BOTTOMToday Mr. Rose said something that really, really

inspired me. I don’t remember his exact words, but it was something about how we haven’t

reached rock bottom yet. He is always honest with us and he said that he realizes many of us

cadets haven’t reached the bottom of our screw-ups. He went around the room and after

asking certain people if it was okay to share their backgrounds, he pointed out how some of

them have not reached rock bottom yet and probably won’t until they’re faced with prison time.–

Journal #5, 16-year-old femaleFor many years, I taught teenagers who society describes as

being “at-risk.” It always struck me that the term was inadequate because the risk isn’t only

theirs but society’s as well. These are youth who can destroy the futurenot only for themselves

but for their families, neighbors and many other innocent victims. They drink, take drugs, steal,

assault others and sometimes commit murder. And in the midst of the chaos and despair they

may cause themselves and others, some are desperate to change but don’t see a way to either

re-direct their lives or cope with what they’ve done.One of my first at-risk students, Reggie, was

one of those who longed to start over. I met Reggie while on my first teaching assignment at a

local high school after performing undercover police work for over two and a half years. A class



clown, Reggie struggled academically but still gave me his best. He called me one day to tell

me that he had been caught vandalizing the tires of several vehicles. He wanted to make

restitution to the victims.I told Reggie not to contact the victims, that the juvenile court would

administer restitution and that, in the meantime, he should try to stay out of trouble. He

continued to insist he had to make amends while I insisted he should leave it to the court. A

short time later, Reggie was found by his mother hanging from a tree in their front yard. I was

shocked and heartbroken for both him and his mother. What I hadn’t realized was how

important it was to Reggie to clean the slate, how he was crying out for help, and how

desperate he was for a new start.Change for these kids is particularly difficult. Often, they have

to hit rock bottom before they even try. Hitting rock bottom is personal. For some, it could mean

getting caught and released for shoplifting or intoxication while for others, it could mean a drug

overdose or using a lethal weapon to commit a crime.The overall theme in my classes at the

juvenile hall facility (“JDF” or “the hall”) and later, at the Alder Grove Academy (“AGA”), was

that there would soon be no more free rides— the second and third opportunities that we so

often give those under eighteen in our juvenile delinquent system. They were nearing

adulthood, a time when they would be held accountable for their actions and inactions.What I

taught was what I believed then and now. Choices matter and poor choices lead to poor

outcomes. As difficult as their lives might seem, they were the masters of change. It was still

possible to make choices that would lead to a better, happier future—one where they were

successfully accountable to themselves and society.AccountabilityThere are three skills that

are the foundation for teaching accountability—order, structure and discipline.1 Most at-risk

children lack adult models and resources exemplifying at least one of these three skills if not all

three.Too often, we associate order, structure and discipline only with military and police

institutions. In reality, they also underpin personal relationships, good parenting, and a healthy

work life. But it all starts with parents or other guardians. Without adults who can demonstrate

accountability in daily life, most children have no idea that accountability is a sustaining

principle for healthy personal growth.1 The latter is two-pronged: first, one must be self-

disciplined to accomplish one’s goals and, second, having an understanding of self-discipline,

one learns to respect society’s need to use disciplinary techniques to maintain a civil

society.Some of my peers criticized my approach to at-risk teens as overly strict or even

militaristic. Interestingly, the same teachers often complained of disciplinary problems while I

had few. I won’t bother to deny that I have a cop mentality when it comes to determining who,

among my students or cadets, might be more likely to spend their lives in poverty, drug rehab

programs or prison. But I also have a teacher mentality when it comes to using law

enforcement principles to effect change among troubled youth. This was the basis of my

doctoral dissertation and the topic of my first book.I don’t pretend to offer a panacea for all at-

risk teens— there were many I failed to help. However, I learned early in my teaching career

that many of my students substituted one or more of their teachers or staff for one or both of

the parental figures that had eluded or disappointed them in the past. While students often

described me as a “father” figure, they regarded one of my female aides as being a “mother.”

So it wasn’t surprising that the staff and students regarded themselves as members of a family.

Though most of them might not be able to articulate why they used these terms, I think it

amounts to familial shorthand for the love and leadership these children seek.Clubs and

GangsThere is no mystery to a child’s longing for family. If they can’t receive a healthy balance

of love, encouragement and discipline within the family, they look for it elsewhere. Too often,

elsewhere is not membership in the Boy Scouts, 4-H or on a baseball team but, instead, with

other peers who experiment with drugs, alcohol, sex or crime.It’s a matter of belonging.



Working organizations, whether they are gangs or clubs2–including the armed forces, police

and those with beneficial social purposes—are strikingly similar structurally. Membership

usually requires allegiance to a group purpose, willingness to be ranked or qualified,

participation in programs, rewards of some kind, wearing uniforms or demonstrating affiliation

with some form of physical indicia, i.e., scarves, pins, tattoos, t-shirts or even bumper stickers.

Quitting the organization may be simple—you stop showing up or cease paying dues—or

rather complicated. Not complying with orders might lead to exclusion or penalties of either a

civil or criminal nature depending on the purpose of the organization.The police and military

are based on the same concepts— brotherhood and sisterhood, mutual support of acceptable

behavior and goals, and a system whereby disobedience results in a range of disciplinary

measures or exclusion.2 For our purposes, I’m using the words “club” and “gang” to distinguish

two types of groups whose memberships include teenagers. Though this oversimplifies

whether any particular group or organization has a criminal purpose, I refer here to clubs as

organizations that help teenagers become mature and responsible citizens in a civil society

while gangs promote various degrees of disruptive, destructive or criminal conduct.In the

ClassroomIn the classroom, I believe in teaching from a place where parenting and military

and police standards intersect. There were many who claimed that my approach was too

extreme, too stern, and that these children needed a more conventional approach. But the

reason that these students became my responsibility was because the conventional high

school educator could not relate to them. These teens were simply unable to engage

productively in a traditional educational environment. As a result, they were suspended or

expelled and sent to the juvenile hall or AGA because they caused classroom disturbances,

confronted authority, refused to attend school and were periodically arrested for alcohol and

drug use, assault or other crimes. For these kids, the conventional approach clearly did not

work.In a 2006 poll, respondents rated fighting, violence and gangs in American schools as the

most pressing problems facing their public schools and pointed to lack of discipline as a

significant secondary problem. A nationwide survey of teachers, students and police at around

the same time found that all constituencies believed schools were being compromised by

disruptive, aggressive behaviors and classroom violence. In spite of our recognition of these

classroom issues, teachers rarely receive the training they need in classroom management

and the de-escalation of violence.As any good police officer on the beat will attest, on-thejob

conflict management skills are extraordinarily valuable. Though our current political and social

struggles may cause some to disagree, well-trained police and properly administered police

departments, in particular, have an arsenal of strategies for de-escalation, community

involvement and leadership. So why not utilize retired and working police to train our teachers

to use the same skills? The same rationale can be used to hire former military personnel as

educators.I am not suggesting that we turn our teachers into a police force. What I do suggest

is that teachers have the opportunity to learn particular skills that would help them establish

their authority in the classroom. Similarly, active or retired members of the armed services are

ideally suited for many elements of teaching. Moreover, they excel at community building,

organized physical activities and leadership. Why not put them to use as well?By utilizing some

of the principles promulgated by societally beneficial organizations—principles that I applied at

the JDF, the Alder Grove Community School and the Alder Grove Academy–we can forge

better and more cohesive classroom management practices, new community bonds, stronger

schools and, ultimately, turn more troubled teens into happier, better educated and civic-

minded citizens.What sculpture is to a block of marble, education is to the human soul.–Joseph

Addison, English politician and writer (1671-1719).CHAPTER 2JOURNALS–IN THE



BEGINNINGWe got a new teacher named Mr. Rose and he is a lot stricter than that dumbass

other teacher we used to have. He was a cop before he became a teacher andhe’s coming

from the JDF.He is asking us to write our life story so that maybe we could help other kids like

us. If anyone is reading this I hope that I can help, but I am not a good role model since I got

arrested by the cops for drinking. I have not written for a long time since I got arrested by the

cops. You see I don’t want to be here or at any school. I just want to get drunk or high and the

hell with the world. The other day I brought in my water bottle and I had vodka inside. We never

had our stuff checked until now because of what I did.Mr. Rose gave us a writing assignment. I

was already drunk and can’t remember what the shit we were supposed to be writing on.

Anyway Mr. Rose starts walking down the rows of desks and looks at my essay. Hell, my letters

even looked strange to me, so I guess I shouldn’t have been surprised when Old Cop Rose

stops and looks down at my paper. He must have smelled the booze or seen my red eyes.

Anyway I got hella scared and jumped up and started to run to the back of our old classroom.3I

ran past Ms. M’s office and finally reached the back door. It seemed to take forever to reach it.

Once outside I ran towards the drainage ditch and the creek that was by the school. I jumped

into the water and hid under the bridge expecting Mr. Rose to be coming after me. But no one

came and I stayed there for I don’t know how long and then got out and dried off.I found out

later that Rose did not chase me but instead broke down laughing. I guess while I was trying to

run down the hallway to the back of the class I was banging into the walls.Now that I am back,

we cannot bring anything into the classroom if it is open. Mr. Rose also searches us. He can be

mean, too. A girl (no one likes her) came to class with a Starbucks coffee. Mr. Rose told her to

either drink it outside or throw it out. She refused so Rose grabbed the cup and poured it out.

She got pissed off and he suspended her. From that point on all of us knew he was not going

to put up with our shit.–Journal 32, 16 year-old male3 “Hella” could mean “hell, yes” or “hell of

a good–” or “hell of a lot of–” The students also used the term “hecka” to signify the same

phrases but substituting “heck” for “hell”It all started not too long after my sister and I joined the

kids at Alder Grove Community School—this was before it became a military academy. Since

day one, before Mr. Rose arrived, I felt as if I was just sitting in a room with a teacher but not

learning diddlysquat.I would go home every day with the same answer to my mother’s

question: “How are you, honey? Did you learn anything in school today?” I always replied with

“NO.” I know it may sound strange to tell your mom that you learned nothing at school, but it

was the truth. I would go there and just eat or paint. Isn’t that what kindergartners do? Am I

right or wrong? Frankly, I’m surprised that we didn’t have a naptime too!To my dismay, they told

us that we were going to have to suffer with him for the rest of the year. But that all changed

when the teacher left. I think that was one of the happiest days of my life!I remember sitting

patiently in my chair, thinking about who the next teacher would be. All I knew was that he was

coming from juvenile hall. Everyone mentioned a “Mr. Rose,” but I had no idea who they were

talking about since I had never been caught and placed in juvie. I just had random thoughts

going through my head, wondering whether or not he was going to be a good teacher and just

hoping—for all of our sakes—that he was going to teach us more than art education.Sure

enough, a smiling, jolly (and life-changing!) Mr. Gary Rose came struttin’ in. From the moment

he walked through that door to the second he opened his mouth and introduced himself, I knew

I was going to like him. Within one week, I went from a teacher who didn’t teach me anything to

the most excellent teacher in my life. If anyone else has had him for a teacher, you have my

guarantee that they’d say the same thing.–Journal #5, 16-year-old femaleI was expelled from

Placer High School for truancy and fighting and I was sent to Alder Grove Community School

before it became an academy. They had a teacher here who only had us do art stuff all day



long. I think most of us hated it.One day, Ms. M told us that our teacher was leaving and a new

teacher was coming over from juvenile hall. None of us knew who the new teacher was, but we

were ready for someone new. Ms. M said we would love him. We said, “We’ll see.”The first day I

walked in and saw him and heard him, I knew we would have a totally different teacher. His

name was Mr. Rose and besides being a teacher, he also used to be a cop. He told us that he

had heard about some of the problems at the school and that he had no idea how long he

would be here. (He also said that we would not be doing art!)After a few weeks, we realized

that Mr. Rose was a no-nonsense kind of person. He was quick to jump on us if we started

acting out and he also praised us when we performed as expected. But this was nothing

compared to what was going to happen at the school after he returned from a trip to Russia.

When he got back, he showed us pictures of a country we never heard of called Belarus. He

had met his girlfriend there and she and her family took Mr. Rose to a part of the country where

the Nazis had gathered up all of the townspeople and burned them alive.I will always

remember him saying that history must be studied since it tries to repeat itself. He talked about

the skinheads he had had in juvenile hall and how he put them in a foxhole with a black soldier

and how the other person’s color, race, or religion did not matter as long as they stayed awake

to protect each other.–Journal #16, 17-year-old maleI was sent to the first Alder Grove

Community School before it was a military school. I had been expelled for fighting and later I

was accused of trying to extort money from another student. Whatever the circumstances

were, I was expelled and sent to Alder Grove Community School.When I first arrived there was

an older teacher there who had been there for years but then she left. What followed was a

string of teachers. Then one dayMs. M told the class that the next day we would have a new

teacher named Mr. Rose who was coming over from juvenile hall. I heard Fernando announce

that he knew Mr. Rose and that we would really like him BUT be ready because he was a

former police sergeant and did not tolerate people who did not give their all. I thought, “We

shall see.”The next day, Mr. Rose showed up. In fact, he was already at school way before any

of us and had our agenda printed on the board. Wow! We now had to do algebra, English,

science, history, economics and he wrote, that “if we earned it,” we would get P/E.4Before I

knew it, we were actually doing schoolwork and the time flew by. You had to pay attention

because if he thought you weren’t paying attention, he called on you. I had a hard time staying

awake in class because I stayed up late the night before.4 “PE” or “P/E” refers to “physical

education,” i.e., organized sports and exercise or some kind of recess outside. The word got

around to those students who had been cutting class that we had a no nonsense teacher and

that they had better start showing up for class. He even told us the first day that he had been

informed that there were a few trouble makers in the class and that once he found out who they

were, they would be out of here. I don’t know how he did it, but the next day after he made that

statement, probation showed up and took a student away. It was like Mr. Rose was a man of

his word.–Journal #31, 16-year-old-maleI came into this world on the twenty-fifth of December

— I’m a Christmas baby—but I feel I was cursed from the day I was born.We had very little

money while I was growing up. I always had to wear second-hand clothes. Sometimes I would

wear the same clothes for two weeks before I would wash them. I took a lot of shit at school for

being a poor, white-trash slob. I never had any real friends. I was the kid that had to run home

after school so I wouldn’t get beat up.I was raised in the Auburn Greens—that’s where they put

all the trash that other cities and towns don’t want. It was the perfect place for organized crime.

The Mexican Mafia ran the drug movement through the Greens, and I saw drug use and gang

violence on a daily basis.When I was in the fourth grade, I was introduced to weed and alcohol.

I loved it but I always wanted more, so I learned how to steal for profit so I could support



myself. As time went on, I made decent pocket money and I started to dress nice. I learned that

fear was a way to earn respect. Girls treated me better and I loved it.By the sixth grade, I was

getting high and fighting every day. For the first time in my life, I felt good about who I was. I can

remember always getting drunk at the river with my cousin when I was eleven years old. We

would go to different parties every night. I had so much fun. Sometimes, I would go days at a

time without food or sleep.I eventually started selling dope for the Mexican Mafia so I could

supply my habit. I was making good money, but most of what I made went right back to them.

When I was twelve years old, I started to rob houses. I was living the good life and for once I

thought that I had real friends. I had it all—money, power, and a woman.I got arrested five days

after my thirteenth birthday because one of my so-called “friends” snitched on me for burglary. I

served fifty days in juvenile hall. Because I was so small, I was put in with the little kids in C-

Unit (A-Unit was for the big boys—the ones on their way to the California Youth

Authority).When I got out, I was placed on probation, given a 6:00 PM curfew and was drug-

tested every week. I still smoked pot and dope every day. I fooled my probation officer for three

months before I got caught for a dirty drug test.During the time I was out, I tried to blow up a

car with a pipe bomb because the owner owed me $5,000. As I was strapping the pipe bomb to

the gas tank, the cops showed up and I had to run. I thought that I got away clean, but the cops

found my fingerprints and I went back to juvenile hall. I got a good lawyer, though, so I only got

sixty-five days.I was out for ten days when I got arrested again. I went back to juvenile hall for

robbery. This time, I had to do forty-five days in the hall. After that, I was locked up here and

there for a few days at a time but I never got locked up for selling dope.I was finally placed in

R.A.F.T. (Rap Around Family Therapy). I was given five chances to get my life together, but I

would smoke dope every night and I wasted my five chances pretty quickly. Not long after my

fourteenth birthday, I was arrested for a dirty test for meth and I was sent to a juvenile

detention facility called Fouts Springs for nine months.–Journal #3, 17 year-old maleHe who

opens a school door, closes a prison.–Victor Hugo, French author, poet, and playwright

(1802-1885).CHAPTER 3FROM ANIMALS TO CUPCAKESI’ve played a number of roles in law

enforcement over the years, but as well as I felt I did those jobs and as much as I enjoyed

them, few things compared to the challenge ofbeing a high school teacher for the kids I called

the “A–Unit Animals” at the Placer County JDF.These were older male juvenile delinquents.

You never know if you can connect with high-risk students who are very manipulative. They will

look you in the eye and say how thankful they are for all the help and education you have given

them and then turn right around, commit a crime, and violate their probation.Perhaps because

of their youth, some crimes have more to do with self-sabotage than establishing a criminal

record. One young man broke into one of our schools and got stuck in the air conditioning duct

where the police and fire units rescued him. Another committed a home burglary and dropped

his wallet inside the house.Unfortunately, most juvenile criminal activities do not have amusing

endings which might mark the end of a brief, errant streak. Instead, they often amount to

repeated acts that include the sale or use of narcotics, car theft, weapons possession,

burglary, arson, assault and battery and gangrelated violence.My A-Unit boys often continued

to commit crimes after their release and were frequently returned, albeit involuntarily, to the hall

in Auburn. Probation officers did not count these violations of probation as a new offense, but I

did. When one of my students would return to the hall after promising me that he would not get

in trouble again, I called him a liar as soon as he re-entered the classroom.I am sure many of

my colleagues in education would frown at such a tactic, but it worked more than once. When

accused of lying, a student would hang his head and look at the floor instead of at me. With

few exceptions, most would later apologize to me.Of the other units at the JDF in Auburn, the



two I was most involved with were the C-Unit and “Max.”Nicknamed the “Cupcake Unit,” C-Unit

housed females—most of whom loved the name–and younger, less sophisticated males.

However, the girls in C-Unit were often in custody because they had committed crimes as

serious as their A-Unit counterparts. I recall only three females joining the A-Unit boys for

school. Though they had a teacher, they caused problems and had to be placed in the A-unit

for their education.Life outcomes for the girls were as unpredictable as for the boys. One young

lady was in C-Unit for using morphine prescribed for her grandmother who was in hospice. The

granddaughter had been expected to supervise its use for her grandmother. Fortunately, her

deviant behavior amounted to a teenage hiccup and she went on to marry a submariner and

have a family.Another girl was in C-Unit for possession of cocaine. When she joined a

California Conservation Corps fire unit, she received an award for bravery in a firestorm. Later

though, she was convicted and sent to prison after being arrested when she acted as a “mule”

for her drug-dealing boyfriend.Hardcore and SophisticatedProbation was pretty good at

determining what males needed to be placed in C-Unit or A-Unit. Though we often referred to

kids as “hardcore” or “sophisticated,” they aren’t always easy to distinguish.I regard hardcore

kids as those who are destined for prison. Many are gang members or come from a family

where one or more relations are serving time. Hardcore delinquents expect to spend their adult

life incarcerated and seldom care how many charges result from beating up someone they

dislike. Their alpha male dominance is all-important.Sophisticated describes those alpha males

who are bullies or predators in relation to the weaker, more naïve boys. The latter are in

custody for stupid crimes like shoplifting, petty theft, or hitting a teacher. Because the alpha

males don’t want additional charges brought against them, they often manipulate the less

experienced offenders to commit a crime on their behalf.As “bad” as they were, the boys in A-

Unit couldn’t compete with the Max-Unit which housed the most violent and hardened

offenders regardless of their sex. Their offenses included rape, child molestation, armed

robbery, home invasion, attempted murder, assault with a deadly weapon, major drug deals,

kidnapping and felony assault among others. Each delinquent had his own room containing a

toilet and sink. There was a common area outside of these cells that doubled as a “dayroom”

and the classroom. At times, the Max unit became the unit to house those who were extremely

ill, pregnant girls, suicidal individuals, and those kids who would be assaulted if housed in

general housing.Nurture and DisciplineI have always admired Principal Joe Clark and the way

he turned around East Side High School, but it was one of his quotes that I not only firmly

believe in, but also followed at all three academies. That quote of “discipline is not an enemy of

enthusiasm” is so true, and became the foundation for our academies operating under the

principles of order, structure and discipline.When I first worked at the hall, students were

allowed to lay on blankets in the classroom and would sleep instead of doing their classwork. I

believed they played on the softness of some of the well-meaning teachers who treated them

as younger and more innocent children who should be nurtured.I didn’t necessarily disagree

with my peers’ analysis— many of these kids had been abandoned or were abused. They

desperately needed love and attention. But I also believed that nurture without age-appropriate

discipline and consistent expectations of behavioral adjustments condemned at-risk kids to an

at-risk adulthood.So I put a stop to laying on blankets on the floor and to sleeping during class.

If they did not do the work I assigned, I sent them to their rooms, denied them physical

exercise with the rest of the class, and wrote a letter to the court.That got their attention.The

Great DebateAs a substitute teacher for the Alternative Education Department at PCOE, my

friend and fellow teacher of delinquents, Paul McDaniel, was often in charge of the Cupcake

Unit while I taught the A-Unit and Max-Unit boys.Paul and I had become close friends and



confidants. While my background was in law enforcement, Paul had been a sergeant with the

United States Air Force and served in Vietnam on three occasions. Our similar career

experiences led to similar educational philosophies. We both believed that by integrating

consistent disciplinary measures with a challenging academic routine, many of the nation’s at-

risk teens could learn to be accountable for their lives.During one summer at the hall, we

decided to demonstrate just how academically capable the kids could be and have some fun at

the same time. We agreed to hold a debate between my Animals (A-Unit) and the Cupcake

Unit(C-Unit). Food tends to motivate kids that age so we promised that the winning team would

enjoy a feast of sandwiches and drinks. To pay for the food and other expenses, the probation

office requested donations from Placer County public defenders and private attorneys who had

represented some of the kids.In the enclosed exercise yard, we set up a long table for each

team. Before the debate, the girls learned that the boys had made a poster to stretch across

the front of their table stating “A-Unit Animals.” Not to be outdone, the girls made a poster

identifying themselves as the “Cupcake Unit.” The local press showed up, as did some

attorneys, the Juvenile Justice Department, and members of the probation office.Each unit had

over 150 historical events to remember including issues surrounding each event. The audience

soon realized that the kids loved showing off what they knew. While the debate was in

progress, a probation officer approached one of the best female debaters and told her that she

had to leave the debate because she was due to be released immediately. Instead of leaving,

the young woman requested that the probation officer contact her parents and the court to

request permission to stay locked up until the debate was over. Fortunately, permission was

granted.A teaching assistant in the Cupcake Unit had kept track of the points and announced

that the girls had won by onehalf point. But in the midst of the girls celebrating their victory,

someone calculated the points again and discovered that the boys had won instead.At first the

boys wanted to claim victory, fearing that they were being cheated. But Paul and I persuaded

them to be gracious about the mistake and that we were all winners. Their grumbling subsided

considerably when they realized that we had ordered enough sandwiches and drinks for both

the winners and losers.Later, I found out that a local reporter had taken twenty of the debate

questions back to her office and quizzed her “educated” co-workers for the answers. They only

got three right.Painful as it may be, a significant emotional event can be the catalyst for

choosing a direction that serves us–and those around us– more effectively. Look for the

learning.–Louisa May Alcott, American novelist and poet, author of “Little

Women” (1832-1888).CHAPTER 4JOURNALS–WHERE WE COME FROMThe first time I ever

did Triple C, me and my homeboy was just kicking it, smoking some herb.5 He asked me if I

had ever done Skittles. I said no, so we went andstole a box of them and a bottle of whisky. We

popped the pills and drank the whole bottle. What I did that night was what I was missing my

whole life. On Triple C, I was God. I could steal anything, talk my way out of anything, and I

didn’t really have to sleep.5 For the uninitiated, Triple C is also known as Coreciden HPB, an

addictive over the counter drug. See “Triple C, Addictive Cold Medicine, Being Abused by

Teens,” Jason Knowles and Barb Markoff, ABC 7, Eyewitness News, November 25, 2014.Me

and my buddies found this abandoned house where we could keep all our stolen shit, smoke

and party. I was never home after that—it was like I was always fighting with my family anyway.

I was popping pills, smoking, and getting wasted pretty much every day. I had more alcohol

than I needed, but I just kept stealing more.I was tripping really bad on all the drugs one day

because I had taken at least forty-five—maybe more. I remember I pretty much woke up in

Taco Tree over by 84 Lumber. I took more drugs while my buddy went to buy two supernachos.

Me and another friend weren’t hungry, so we walked up to 84 Lumber to use their phone. The



guy who was working there was being hella cool—he knew I was tripping bad. I told my friends

that they could leave because I was gonna call my mom and she’d pick me up, but I knew I

wasn’t gonna call her.I called a buddy whose house was right nearby. He said I could go ahead

and walk over to his place and chill in his room. He came home later with this kid—we called

him “Ass Master.” When I was looking at him, he turned into a big fat weasel. I got hella scared

of him. Then I decided that I wanted to go to my buddy’s house in the Greens, which is through

Chana Park.I told my other buddies I wasn’t gonna go with them. I tried to make it to the

Greens, but suddenly I couldn’t walk. I somehow made it to one friend’s house and he pretty

much carried my ass all the way through the park.When I got to my other friend’s house in the

Greens, I chilled there for a while. His mom knew what kind of shit I was doing and she knew

everything that was up with my mom. I chilled there some more and then called my mom and

she came and got me.My life was all fun—it was all a big rush. But I finally got caught. Now, I’m

trying to get my life back together.–Journal #8, 17-year-old maleBack when I was a freshman

in high school, I was a good student and I got everything done. Then, in my sophomore year, I

started messing around with drugs, including Vicodin and Ecstasy. I have been clean for about

eight months, but alcohol has been a big thing for me.I got introduced to alcohol as a freshman

and I got very drunk at age fourteen. My brother (who is two years older than me) drank too.

We began drinking together—Wild Turkey, straight up.When I was fifteen years old, I was

messing around with a matchbook and some matches. I started a grass fire—the flames got

out of hand and I couldn’t stop it. The cops rolled up and then the fire trucks came. I got

arrested for arson. They took me to city hall and fingerprinted me, then they called my parents.I

don’t get along with my parents. I live with my dad and my dad’s girlfriend. I feel like my dad’s

girlfriend hates me. They have a daughter, who is my half-sister. She’s seven. My brother is

twenty-one now and he’s already out of the house. I think my dad’s girlfriend wants to kick me

out so that they can have their own little family. I don’t even have a job or any transportation…–

Journal #11, 17-year-old maleMy dad is in prison. He’s been gone since I was twelve years old.

He was arrested for trying to rape my sister. I live with my mother now. She has to work seven

days a week just to support us.I first did drugs when I was thirteen. I got the drugs from friends.

I did marijuana, crystal meth, and cocaine but I have been clean for two years. I was also first

arrested at age thirteen—for disturbing the peace. I threw popcorn on the floor at school. The

vice-principal was called and he told me to pick it up. I said, “Fuck you. I’m not doing shit for

you.” I was sent to juvenile hall for a couple of hours.The second time I was arrested it was for

hitting the same vice-principal. I went back to school, but a couple of days later I got in trouble

with the vice-principal again. I was on a bus and the vice-principal told me that I had to get off. I

said, “Fuck you. I’m not going with you.” I got up and smashed him in the face and spit on him. I

was expelled. Most of my arrests have been for assault and battery and they were gang-

related.When I got out of juvenile hall, I started hanging out with the wrong people—gang

members. I got drugs from them. The next thing I knew, I was a gang member, too. I hung out

with them when they shot, stabbed and jumped people.I don’t like being a gang member. My

mom really wants me to quit. I’ve been thinking about leaving but I worry that if I quit the gang,

they will go after me or my family.–Journal #9, 17-year-old LatinoFouts Springs was considered

the hardest locked boot camp facility in California. There were five white boys, fifteen Mexicans,

and ninety-five blacks. When I was there, I considered myself a peckerwood. I was a skinny

white kid and I didn’t like blacks. Even though I only weighed 105 pounds, I was involved in a

physical confrontation every day. I had no friends in the camp, but then one day a black kid

actually saved me from getting jumped. From then on, I realized that I could like some blacks.I

dropped out of that camp after four months due to bad behavior. It was probably the hardest



four months of my life. I was placed back in the hall and stayed in the A-Unit for three months

before I was sent to Camp Singer—another boot camp—for six months to a year. After seven

months, I was eligible to graduate from Singer, but I didn’t have a home to go back to, so I was

placed in a foster home instead.After just twelve hours, my new foster parents decided I wasn’t

welcome in their house. They felt that I was going to corrupt their family. It didn’t matter, though,

since I was arrested yet again and sent to a group home in Tahoe for one year.I only stayed in

Tahoe for three months. I would sneak out every night and get drunk. When the summer came

to an end, I ran from Tahoe and I went back to my hometown of Auburn. I tracked down my

girlfriend and I went to stay with her in Rocklin for a little while. I got back to smoking dope

every day. I started to go off the deep end—and fast.My girlfriend and I got into it over my drug

use, so I left and moved back to Auburn. I ran into a friend of mine and he said I could stay with

him but I had to quit smoking dope first. So I did stop for a while, but I started up again and was

smoking weed and drinking all day, every day.I was trying to stay out of custody long enough to

spend the holidays with my family, but in December I was arrested by the Placer County

Sheriff’s Department. I was 16 years old. I was sent to Camp Singer for the second time. I

completed the program in six months—with flying colors— and I was finally allowed to return

home.Once I got back home, I started drinking every night again like a fool. I thought that I was

trading one evil for a lesser evil since I had given up dope for alcohol. I would steal so I could

drink more. I got real drunk one day and came up with this bright idea about how to get some

money. I stole a Sacramento Bee newspaper stand. Some guy watched me put the stand into

the car and called the cops.In September, I had to go before the judge yet again. I was told to

go home and come back the following week to serve twenty days. I got off easy this time and

felt I had to celebrate my good luck. So, I went out and stole a bottle of Captain Morgan. I got

caught by a UPS driver who took down my license plate number. The cops pulled me over and

arrested me at gunpoint. This stunt got me locked up for another eight months—this was on top

of my twenty days. I got out two weeks before summer break.The first day I got out, I went to a

meeting with Narcotics Anonymous. I wanted something different this time around. I would go

to a meeting every day and it worked for a little while, but then I would start to drink again. We

had a birthday party for one of my friends and everyone was drinking and having fun, so I had

to have at least one beer. Then I had another, and another, and so on. From that day on, I was

drinking every day.–Journal #3, 17-year-old maleEvery morning I wake up with my mother

yelling at me. I know she means well—she only yells at me so I can get my life straightened

out.My stepdad is a different story. He’s an alcoholic jackass and I hate him with all of my heart.

He verbally abuses my mother on a daily basis. Every day after work, he goes to the bar down

the street from our house and drinks for about three hours. Afterwards, he comes home and

treats everyone like shit. Every time I see him, I want to beat the crap out of him because of the

way he treats my mom and the rest of us.He is the reason I get up so early and come to

school. He’s also the reason I don’t go home until ten or eleven at night. I just don’t want to be

at home when he’s awake—I don’t want to deal with his shit.So, because of him, I am often out

on the street and having a great time. Every day is like a big party for me and my friends—and

until I reach what Mr. Rose calls “rock bottom,” that is the way it is going to be. Just going

around, looking for a party, looking for a babe…that’s pretty much my life right now. I think Mr.

Rose is right—only you can decide if you want to clean up your act.–Journal #22, 17-year-old

maleI was expelled from E.V. Cain Middle School. I had been in the bathroom, talking on my

cell phone with a friend, before school started. I was calling another friend, telling her to come

to school, when the bell rang, so I had to hang up my phone and go to class.When I went in to

my first period class, my teacher said that the vice-principal wanted to see me in his office right



away. I had a feeling it was something bad. I went to his office and when I sat down, he told me

that I was on in-school suspension.I asked him why and he said that because I hadn’t come in

for after-school detention, I was now on in-school suspension—whatever the hell that was.So, I

was sent to ALC (that’s a class for bad kids). I had to sit in a cubby. I couldn’t turn around or

stand up or I would get into trouble. Later, at lunch, I had to walk down to the cafeteria with a

teacher because I had to eat with her. She was the person that was watching me. A couple of

minutes later, two of my girlfriends came up to me and said that they were also in trouble with

the vice-principal. They said that he was going to call the police and that they would probably

have to go to juvenile hall because they had drugs on them.I told them that they could say it

was all my fault and they agreed. I realize now that what I said was a mistake but I wanted

them to like me. Sure enough, the vice-principal called me in and had me give him all of my

stuff.A police officer came to the school. He asked me a lot of questions, and I answered them

all. I was surprised because the officer left me alone for about twenty minutes. Then he came

back in, took out his handcuffs and told me I was under arrest. I was scared. Tears started

running down my face and I was shaking. I knew this was the biggest mistake I’d ever made

but we always learn from our mistakes, right?The cop took me and one of my girlfriends to

juvenile hall. A probation officer separated us and I got searched by a female probation officer.

Then I had my picture taken—first my left side, then my right side, then I looked straight

ahead.The probation officer also scanned my hand and fingers. After that, the probation officer

took my shoes and socks and they put me in a small room by myself. It was very cold there.

Later, I got to call my mom so that she could pick me up. She did not come for a long time, so I

had to stay in juvie for seven hours. I was so happy to see my mom.Three days later, my mom

and dad and I went to E.V. Cain to see if I was suspended or expelled. I asked when I could

come back to school and they said, “Not until January.”My parents tried to homeschool me. It

only lasted for one month. My parents regretted making the choice of homeschool because I

got up and walked around whenever I wanted to. Sometimes I did my assigned work, but I

mostly hung around outside. I really pissed off my parents, but I didn’t care.–Journal #13, 15-

year-old LatinaEducation is our only political safety. Outside of this ark all is deluge.–Horace

Mann, American educational reformer dedicated to modernizing U.S. society

(1796-1859).CHAPTER 5WE ALL BLEEDIt was November, 2005. After working for several

months, I’d finally agreed to much-needed knee surgery. While inserting a breathing tube down

my throat beforesurgery, the anesthesiologist had discovered that my vocal cords were

inflamed. I wasn’t surprised since my voice had become quite raspy. She urged me to give my

voice a break while I recovered from knee surgery. As a classroom teacher of twenty high-risk

juvenile offenders, I didn’t bother to ask how I was supposed to go to work and not raise my

voice.Still, I had no choice but to stay at home and be quiet for a few days since I couldn’t walk

without crutches. Paul McDaniel, a close friend and our primary substitute teacher for

Alternative Education at the hall, stopped by to see how I was doing recovery wise.He was also

there to discuss what we’d do for the kids housed at the juvenile hall facility over Christmas.

Inspite of our law enforcement and military backgrounds, we believed that everyone, no matter

how callous or hardened, is always a little bit of a kid during the holidays. Even when we were

confident that particular JDF teens would end up in prison later in life, it saddened us to see

them incarcerated over the holidays and not even receive visits from friends and family.So Paul

and I had played the parts of Santa and his elf, respectively, for a number of years at the local

JDF. With a year-round white beard, Paul was a natural as Santa and I always enjoyed seeing

how delighted students were to see me dressed as Santa’s elf.Santa and his elf would enter

the room with a cart holding Christmas treats, and then Santa (Paul) would ask if the kids had



been naughty or nice. Then, acting surprised in his realization that the kids were in the JDF,

would say, “Hey, wait a minute…why are you guys in here?”Pretending that we were

embarrassed about being in the JDF with “bad” kids, Santa and I would head for the door while

the kids laughed at Santa’s mistake. But Paul and I would stop at the threshold and, with some

help from JDF staff, start serving egg-nog, root-beer floats, ice cream, cake, and candy. We’d

also give them some inexpensive gifts including books, puzzles and some table games that

could be used by all the students for their break times. What is most powerful is that the kids

have always remembered our effort. As older teens and adults, they have thanked both of us

time and again.While we talked about our Christmas Eve routine, we halfwatched and listened

to the morning television news and, in particular, for any news about the murder of a California

Highway Patrolman the day before. Thirty-seven years old and a 16-year veteran of the

highway patrol, Officer AndyWE ALL BLEEDStevens had been working a stretch of road near

Woodland, California when he’d pulled two vehicles over. A farmer on a tractor watched as

Officer Stevens waved the first vehicle on and approached the second. According to the farmer,

shortly after the officer reached the driver’s side of the vehicle, a shot rang out and Stevens fell

to the ground. The car raced away. Stevens died immediately, a bullet through his head.Officer

Stevens’ murder was on both our minds. Although Paul and I were dedicated to helping

troubled kids make better choices, we also want the bad guys caught and punished, especially

when they kill cops who are just doing their job.Law enforcement was in my family’s blood. My

uncle was an officer with the Pleasanton Police Department in California. After hearing stories

about his work I was inspired to join. My brother, three cousins, son and daughter were or are

in law enforcement. My sister was the secretary for a local chief of police.Though I was no

longer a cop and didn’t know Officer Stevens, my law enforcement background as well as that

of my family made his death personal. Among those of us who are or were committed to law

enforcement, when one cop bleeds, we all bleed.“We have a breaking news item concerning

the killing of CHP Officer Andy Stevens.” The broadcaster’s words cut through my conversation

with Paul. “Two individuals have been taken into custody in the parking lot of a hotel in the City

of Rocklin.”Who’s the idiot, I wondered? A picture of a handcuffed young man with a shaved

head appeared on the screen. Two anxious looking cops were on either side of him.The

broadcaster went on. “The police have identified the alleged shooter and his girlfriend—”I didn’t

hear anything more. “Oh shit!” I said. “Is that who I think it is?”“Sure enough,” Paul said.I felt

sick. One of my former students had been arrested for the murder of a cop.What we learn from

others becomes our own reflection.–Ralph Waldo Emerson, American essayist and poet

(1803-1882).CHAPTER 6JOURNALS–FAMILY TIESInever get too close to anyone because I

am scared that they’ll leave me like my dad did. I’m scared that someone will act mad at me

and kick me down the stairs like mydad did. I’m scared that when I do get close to someone,

they’ll turn on me. I believe that everyone’s insecurities and doubts come from their childhood.

If traumatic things happen to a person when they’re little, it affects how they grow up. It affects

how they treat other people. It affects what they believe and how they live their lives.

Hitting Rock Bottom New Beginnings for risk youth, Hitting Rock Bottom New Beginnings

for you, Hitting Rock Bottom New Beginnings for risk students, Hitting Rock Bottom New

Beginnings for life, Hitting Rock Bottom New Beginnings for animals, Hitting Rock Bottom New

beginnings quote, Hitting Rock Bottom New beginnings church, Hitting Rock Bottom new girl,

Hitting Rock Bottom new york, Hitting Rock Bottom new world, Hitting Rock Bottom new jersey,

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/e/Eamo/OPMw/bQrvy/Hitting-Rock-Bottom-New-Beginnings-for-At-risk-Youth


Hitting Rock Bottom new orleans, songs about hitting rock bottom, the good thing about hitting

rock bottom, why hitting rock bottom is the best thing, hitting rock bottom meaning, hitting rock

bottom in your 20s, movies about hitting rock bottom, hitting rock bottom in a relationship,

hitting rock bottom meme, success stories after hitting rock bottom, hitting rock bottom, hitting

rock bottom mentally, hitting rock bottom emotionally, hitting rock bottom with alcohol

Paula Howell, “Incredibly real!. I read your book this morning. I laughed, I cried and finished it

in one sitting. As a parent of one of your students, I was a little apprehensive to read it, afraid of

the memories it would bring up for me but I feel it is good for me to remember where our lives

were headed in order to keep on the right track! I can't thank you enough for all you did for the

youth in our community. My daughter is going into her 6th year of college and is doing very well

and I feel you played a big part in her love for learning. Thank you so much Mr. Rose, for giving

my daughter the stability she so needed in her life and being such a great role model. Hoping

there will be more books in the future!”

Janice M. Richardson, “Straight from the heart. Reading the raw honesty from teenagers who

had such hard lives tell their personal stories was a heartbreaking eye-opener. With the help

of Gary Rose and others, they were given opportunities to have something they so badly

needed...hope for a better future.  This book was very well written.”

Ebook Tops Reader, “My new favorite story. Great book. Not only what the kids went through

but the teacher that genuinely cared about his cadets is inspirational. I will recommend this to

all my friends and family.”

P.M, “A++. Loved it from start to finish”

Janine Zaruski, “Five Stars. Great book. Very moving and inspirational.”

sheila volarvich, “Should be required reading for all young people!. Amazing book, should be

required reading in all high schools”

Debra S McGee, “Great book. Conflicted rating. Part of me wants to leave five stars and the

other wants to leave three. I split the difference.Why three?The book needed a tinge of format

editing.But mostly, for all of the good that these kids got out of the program this seems like a

brag book.I'm willing to bet that if we saw every single entry from all sources it would not be

quite so complimentary. I personally felt that he took full credit for the hard work these kids did

to get where they ended up. Not saying he's a bad guy but the students are the stars here.The

five: Even if we were only given the entries that aligned his ultimate goal, the kids were fearless

in their journals. THEIR opening up about their lives to the point that they ended up here was

brave.Owning up to mistakes is vital to get on the right track.I went through basic training. I was

too tired to do.must about anything but sleep for the four hours I got.The kids...they way they

bonded and learned to work together was inspiring. I choked up a bit in p!aces. I think I was

just more drawn to learn about them.Its a good boom but I couldn't get past the self

aggrandizing in some points”

Hopper, “Turning troubled lives around. "Hitting rock bottom" is the story about Alder Grove



Academy for troubled youth. The story is about youngsters with a history of drug usage,

physical and sexual abuse, lack of parental supervision, and anti-social behaviors. The author

describes how their lives were turned around in a military-style academy, with structure, rules,

and love that provided them with what they could not find at home. Even though it did not work

for all students, the academy turned around many lives.This book includes contributions from

the academy students. Hearing their first-person journals adds an extra dimension to

understanding their stories. This book is not light reading but interesting.”

The book by Ken Jeremiah has a rating of  5 out of 4.1. 33 people have provided feedback.
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