What would you do if someone you loved died? Presumably you would cry, if you were the crying type, drown yourself in memories, and prepare for the funeral. But what if someone told you that you couldn’t attend the funeral of someone you loved very much. Someone whom had influenced you greatly? What if you had worked hard and did everything someone asked to earn the privilege of attending the funeral, despite the fact that one shouldn’t have to earn this…, it’s family, one should be allowed to grieve the death of their family members without jumping through hoops. Nevertheless, when one commits a crime, they learn to work for everything, even the right to attend the funeral of a family member whom they loved very much.

After being souped up and told numerous times that you are going to be able to attend, and doing all the right things, suddenly the one thing you’ve worked so hard for is snatched away from you…how do you feel? 

You’re grieving…depressed, and everything you’ve worked for is down the drain and why? You can’t understand. It feels as if everyone is lying to you. These people don’t really have your best interest in mind, and they don’t really care about you. You’re in pain, your loved one died and you need to grieve, how can you do that here? For one day, just one you need to be with your family. The people you know love you. To see your grandfather one more time, even if it’s at his graveside, just to say your goodbyes. You know what you did was wrong, and you pay for it every day, but do they have to take this from you too? How could they?

What would you do? How would you feel? Can any of us really answer that question unless we are placed in that situation?

I’d like to think I’d react in a sane and rational manner…because I’m a good and upstanding citizen who tries to do the right thing in all I do…however, if I were in that situation I can see myself becoming someone I’m not. I think there are situations that we all can sit back and imagine ourselves becoming someone that we aren’t. Situations of duress that would make us react in a way that goes outside the realm of our natural character.

The problem is that once an action is committed, society wants to sit back and judge by a set of written guidelines and a few specific pieces of information. Maybe a few bad choices and a few opinions of people who knew a person in a situation that was not ideal. Let’s face it, is anyone really going to act like themselves in Juvenile Detention? Their freedoms are taken away…they are angry, confused, wily teenagers who are going to act out.

Should we excuse the behavior? Well, no, but perhaps work toward hiring people who understand it, and wish to help them understand it. After all, I was always taught that one goes into prison or a juvenile detention facility as punishment not for punishment. However in my time working for both adult and juvenile facilities, this has not been my experience. 
Can you put yourself for a moment in time in the life of a seventeen year old boy. One who is scared, lonely, confused and flat out doesn’t know what the hell to do with the anger inside of him. Why is he angry? He’s not even sure he knows, but he is. And it’s an emotion he has to face. 

It seems as if everyone has it out for him. Who can he trust but himself? He’s got a family that loves him and he wants to make them proud, but he doesn’t see how. He doesn’t know that there’s a life out there for him that extends beyond the trouble he’s been in. All he knows at that moment is that he has failed them…and in his mind, that makes him destined to fail again, after all, he is his father’s son.

Grief makes him do things he doesn’t necessarily mean to, act out in ways he might not otherwise have done. He’d been working hard to get home. Promised his mother he’d be good this time, and he hadn’t wanted to let her down. All he really wanted to do was make her proud of him…but he no longer had control. Anger and grief were powerful emotions and they had overcome him in a place where he felt no one cared.

Wasn’t this a place where people were supposed to help him? To care about him? So how come it felt like they were hurting him? Some of the staff taunted him, like they were there to get him to fight…why didn’t they want him to succeed? Some simply just didn’t care. Oh there were good ones, the few that there were, but even now, his anger had built his wall so high even the staff he had started to trust couldn’t penetrate it...he just wanted out of here. 

It wasn’t all that hard to get sent to the Psych hospital…pretending to hear voices, and acting crazy. He really didn’t have to act, he was going insane with the pain that was eating away at him. Depression began to overwhelm him and he started to just not care anymore. Did it really matter? Did he? Did life? What was he ever gonna be anyway? His life wasn’t going to amount to shit, he knew that…there wasn’t a single person in this world that believed in him…not even himself.

When he got to the hospital his longing to go home intensified. It would be easier to get out of here than it would the treatment center, and ultimately, if he could just get home for even a day it would help him to finish off his time, get back on track, he just needed to see his family if only for a day. That was all he wanted. 

When the idea arose to leave the hospital, he jumped on it—there was really no thought or no planning involved. It just kinda happened. Home. The word rang louder and louder in his head. It drove him on…pushing him to leave despite the fact that he knew there would be consequences. He’d walk from here if he had to…he just wanted to go home.

Turns out he didn’t have to walk. He didn’t really know how it came about…whose idea it was. Confused, angry, grief stricken, he had but one goal and there was his means to get there. Two women in a car. Before he really knew what he was doing he had told them to get out of the car and he was behind the wheel. Both of the women ran back up on the car and asked for their purses. He threw out the purse nearest him, he wasn’t interested in that…he had but one goal, and it wasn’t to hurt anyone. He didn’t want her purse. He didn’t really even want her car. He’d bring it back to her…he just wanted his mother…his family…someone he could trust. 

Seventeen years old, still just a scared kid, not really grown enough to understand the implications of what he was doing. He knew it was wrong, but more prevalent in his mind was the fact that his grandfather had just died. Someone who had a meant a whole lot to him…and it hurt…and he wanted to go home. 

Can you put yourself in his place…even just for a moment?

It was too late to turn back, no choices left now, it wasn’t like he could get out, apologize and walk away. Could he? Sitting next to him, a person much like himself, just a scared, angry kid, urged him on, feeding the anger, the grief, and now one more emotion—fear— to add to the already explosive mix of emotions that a seventeen year old boy just barely had a grasp on.

It was the fear that made him put the car in gear and drive away from that hospital. Fear of so many things…fear of who was, what he was becoming, where he was going, where he had been, what he had lost, and most of all everything he had missed…what more could be taken from him? A question he couldn’t fathom the breadth of the reality of the answer to when adrenaline pumped through his body, as lights lit behind him and sirens wailed. Faster…home. How had a simple desire to be with his family led to this?
* * * *
The sound of the cell clinking shut had such finality…What had he done? 
He closed his eyes, hoping that he could wish it all away, but when he opened them, he was still behind bars, and he had a feeling that was where he was going to stay for a long, long time. How had his life gotten so messed up? This wasn’t really where he’d wanted to be. All he’d wanted was to go home? Why was that so wrong? He hadn’t wanted to hurt anyone, not really. In fact, he hadn’t. He didn’t lay a finger on anyone. He didn’t wreck that car, he didn’t do anything except try to get home…at least that was the way he saw it in his seventeen year old mind muddled by anger, grief, and not just a little fear.
What must his mother think? He’d heard the helicopters above following the chase…surely it had been broadcast over the news. He only hoped she hadn’t seen it, that she didn’t know. Maybe he’d be given the chance to call her before they broadcast it all over the news. He didn’t want her to find out that way. How could he disappoint her this way? He sank down in the corner of the cell, head in his hands, and mentally berated himself for all the things that could have been that he was now sure would never be. 

Failure! The word rang loudly over and over again.  It wouldn’t leave him alone. And I don’t know about you, but I have been in that place at least once in my life before. A place so dark that it hurt so bad to even glance toward the pinprick of light that might be shining at the end of the tunnel, so you keep your eyes carefully averted, afraid of what you might see and the pain the light might cause. And eventually if you stay in the dark long enough, you become so weak, so blind that you begin to think that light doesn’t exist. That’s where he was on that night. And you would think that was rock bottom, oh you would think…but it gets worse. Because as one by one people he thought he knew and loved began to abandon him…he realized that failure was no longer just a word, it was his reality. 
It hurts when no one is there. When the people you thought you could count on, count you out. And what can you do when you’re behind bars, not really because you’re a bad person but because you made a bad choice. And who hasn’t made a bad choice, especially at seventeen years old. He was just unlucky enough to get caught, and well okay, his mistake a big one, but still, just a mistake, nevertheless.  
How does one come to terms with life, when life is staring back at them from a cage? Was he a beast? Really that bad? If so then he’d just take his life. Who’d care anyway? At least that’s what he thought. There was no one, absolutely no one that wanted him around, and fat chance he’d see freedom for a long time anyway so what did he have to lose?
Rock bottom…that’s where he was, yet still, something inside him wouldn’t let him commit the one act that would get him out. His mother had worked so hard to teach him right and she was so disappointed in him…that was all he ever did anymore…disappoint her. What he wouldn’t give to make her proud of him again. How could he do that from inside a jail cell? It certainly wasn’t by taking the cowards’ way out. 

He couldn’t think. His mind raced. He needed something, something he had been searching for, yet hadn’t been able to find. Drugs hadn’t brought it to him, boostin’ cars hadn’t brought it to him, he didn’t have it in him to really hurt people, so the assault charge on him, yeah that hadn’t done it for him either…and now he had serious shit to deal with…and, that hadn’t done jack for him either except destroy his life. What did he have now? Nothing. Not even his own family respected him anymore.
Punishment? Hell, no one could punish him more than he was punishing himself. Nevertheless, he couldn’t do the one thing he knew would destroy his mother more than he already had. He had to face his consequences like a man, despite the fact that he felt like a scared little boy, and the reality was…that is in fact what he was, just a scared little boy who’d gotten in over his head. 

