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I’ve been crying
Imagining this dreadful 
Night
You’re in my mind

My mom talks
About the car crashes
Slamming the news
She said 
So many people have their lives ended
In cars
And I thought 
Of your car

Your car
The car
Without rain
The car 
That escaped
Took me away
From my daily nightmares
The green Subaru 
Driving to my dreams

It’s been a year
Since I met you
But the hoops I’ve jumped 
Through
To reach 
A version

Kaleidoscopic Amidst The Chaos

Of myself
That could endure
The rains
Slamming 
The windshield
In the dead of night

You installed it

And I think
Of your car’s 
Interior
The beige padding
And the colorful
Hair
You rocked
In the driver’s seat

I think
Of the colorful
Joy
You carried
And the 
Vibrant 
Conversation
Telling me
Life was so much more
Than the itinerary
I’d been repeating
For 17 years

And I think 
Of the rain
How it was slamming
At two in the morning
And a driver
With a mucky brain
How he slammed
Into your windshield
And before we knew it

You were in the hospital
A hospital
I bet
Has no color

The driver
Sits 
In a grey cell 
But I wonder
If that’s enough 
The jail cell
Isn’t painted red
It doesn’t have
The curse words
Scribbled in my brain
Scrawled on it
It doesn’t reflect
The rage
I’m feeling
When he tried

To take 
Your rainbow

I’m getting
Drenched in rain
And I’m hoping you aren’t 
Too

I’m hoping
You remember your legacy
When the news hits
That your windshield
Isn’t the only damage

They say 
That cheesy saying
Of dealing with rain
And getting a rainbow

But I’m raining
And thinking
What happens 
When the person
Who was the rainbow
Collides
With the rain

I am elated to present this eighth issue of the We ‘Ced publication. We ‘Ced provides a stage for Merced youth to share their experiences  and elevate their voices through journalism. We ‘Ced youth know 
that there are institutional and systemic forces that make some appear “crazy,” but mental health issues do not define us. The present state of affairs regarding mental health resources in Merced - such as 
lack of access to a crisis center, validating gender identity, juvenile justice, grief and sudden traumatic life changes - are reflected in the lived experiences of local youth. This past year has given the cohort a 
kaleidoscope of experiences regarding mental health that have been deeply felt. The following is a collective response from the youth, dedicated to our program coordinator Jen Ramos Eisen and their late 
husband Joshua Eisen, to whom we are honored to dedicate this publication.

Facebook: /wecedyouthmedia/
Instagram: @wecedyouth
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The clocks tick as each day gets harder for the broken rose. 
Pressure of the day was coming, 
the day where the broken rose planned to end everything. 
Life my powerful mother gave me, life as the broken rose 
knew it was crumbling like broken glass falling to the floor 
after being shot down. 
All the broken rose knew is soon to be taken from her 
by the system 
the broken rose would soon be in a cage 
stepping off the bus as she arrives to school 
the broken rose sits in class as she  waits  for the teacher 
she  is coming  closer to what she thought would be her fate 
she  had everything planned 
but with every story comes a plot twist and that twist hit 
hard when it came. 
Everything happened so fast. Things happen fast and for her 
things twisted before her eyes could ever adjust.
Then as she watched she saw herself being handcuffed 
the thorn against her will 
forced into the office of the school. 
Rose sat in front of the big thorn 
Her mother stood with no reply because she couldn’t say 
anything 
the broken rose  couldn’t use her voice  
as her shock started to wear off the broken rose realized 
that life isn’t playing cards within her favor 
a young broken rose  of faded colors 
help is what the broken rose needed 
her voice is what she needed 
but after what happened it has been taken from her 
like a thorn who takes a big  roses water 
the broken rose did her time 
and got out the feelings only the broken rose and you can 
imagine 
Being in the system, she  felt no type of mental support 
to water within that pot. Lack of sun ,the lack of being 
thoughtful, the lack of wanting to know her truth 
the only justice served for the once young helpless, lonely, 
broken, depressed broken rose who was struggling to even 
want to live
Was that the broken rose grew from the deeply cracked 
concrete.

The BrokenRose: 
out of many
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“What?” I thought to myself. “What does it mean?” 
I was alone in my room watching my favorite show. 
I was about 8 or 9 years old. The show that I was 
watching was not for my age but of course, I didn’t 
know that because I was watching it on youtube in 
bad quality. 

That’s when I started asking myself those questions. 
I had stumbled on something that one of the 
characters said that I didn’t know of but I knew it 
meant something “Bad” or “Inappropriate.” That’s 
when all hell ran loose. Randomly, my body started 
to shake uncontrollably and my heart started to 
race.

I felt a whole wave of uncomfortableness and 
fear had just hit me. Hard. And I was struggling to 
breathe and stay calm while a black sea of darkness, 
fear, and the unknown pulled me down. 

Without warning, I screamed out to my mother 
and, without an answer, I ran to her and hugged her 
close because I knew if she was just there everything 
would be alright. After a few seconds of hugging her, 
I finally got in control of my body. Even though I was 
still shivering, I told her what happened and asked 
her what it meant and what was going on with my 
body. Calmly and without giving it a second thought, 
she told me that I was experiencing anxiety. 

At some point, my dad chimed in and told me about 
him and his family. He told me about his mom and 
how she has it. 

Looking back, I realize that I’ve had anxiety all along. 
At 3-4 years old, I experienced it without knowing 
what it was because I was so young. It came up, 
for example, when I was little and it was time to 
celebrate my birthday. Like most kids, I dreamed 
of celebrating my birthday at Disneyland. At first, 
I didn't know what I was getting myself into. I just 
knew I was a kid and most kids liked Disneyland.

So I went, but i really like it because everything was 
big, fast, and looked super scary. I only remember 
going on 4 rides and I did not like any of them 
because they gave me fear.

I didn’t know it was anxiety because the moment 
happened so fast that I couldn’t catch my breath or 
had the time to feel like something was not right 
with me 

After that, I didn't think much of it. In fact, I was kind 
of confused about it because what was it? It wasn’t 
a disease that you could cure and it didn’t affect 
my body physically, only mentally. So, I just went 
through life.

When I got to elementary school, even though I 
had parents who supported me, I didn’t have coping 
skills. I’d have an anxiety attack during school, I’d 
call my parents. It was so new to me, I couldn’t deal 
with it - I had to get away from it. Even though I 
overlooked it, it was catching up to me, FAST. I was 
in a race - I was in the lead - but my anxiety was 
quickly catching up to me. 

One of the biggest things that gave me anxiety is 
overthinking. For example, I could just be sitting in 
class when it happened. Someone could have said 
something perfectly normal and  my kid mind would 
run a mile a minute. I’d think of the worst case 
scenario and make up so many continuous questions 
in my brain that would be unanswered. That would 
send me into a panic, and that panic would start 
anxiety. I would have some small physical reactions 
that would drive me so far down fear avenue that I 
would start asking for ways that I could get out of 
the class to call my mom. 

LIVING IN AN 
ADULT WORLD
NATALIA STEWARD

Feeling trapped was another sign of my anxiety. This 
would add on to my general anxiety and send me 
into a frenzy or panic where I couldn't think straight.

Sometimes I feel like I’m not like some kids in 
Merced, who grew up in rough lives, in rough parts of 
town. I was sheltered. There are other people around 
me with harder lives. 

Even my parents had hard lives and they never 
expected me to have anxiety because of the life they 
gave me. They didn’t want me to suffer the same 
challenges they did but instead to enjoy life instead 
of being scared of it. There were moments where 
I put myself down because I was comparing my 
challenges to others. 

But this is not something you can really compare 
because at the end of the day, everyone has their 
own challenges. And this one is mine.

“That’s when all hell ran 
loose. Randomly, my body 
started to shake uncontrollably 
and my heart started to 
race. I felt a whole wave of 
uncomfortableness and fear had 
just hit me. Hard.”
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 My name is Steven Rice. I’m one 
of the thousands of students in 
Merced County. Everyone has 
gone through struggles at different 
levels and through the years of 
high school. Struggle creates our 
uniqueness and builds our narrative 
of what life brings us. As a Senior 
moving towards adulthood, I’m 
always reflecting on how my mental 
health has changed throughout the 
four years of life. Each year, in my 
perspective, was like a stage that 
has so much change in everything I 
perceive, and especially my mental 
stability.

Everyone’s story of their high school 
experience is different in many ways, 
but by explaining my story of how 
my mental stability has changed and 
fluctuated through the years, I hope 
that everyone or most people will be 
able to relate.   

Mental Health’s 
Glow Up
Steven rice
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Freshmen year was the golden year. Of course, when I reflected from 
the most recent years, I figured out that everyone was at a certain level 
of innocence. My freshmen year was my exposure to how I experienced 
everyone’s mentality of mental health through social norms. It was as 
if everyone was trying to adapt to what seemed right no matter how it 
affected others mentally. Personally, Freshmen year was not devastating 
to me mentally but the societal stigma was that if you acted out of the 
ordinary or didn’t make a name for yourself, you were looked down 
upon. This created an environment around myself and others, eventually 
my mentality changed into not believing I was significant as I knew I am. 
It sounds cliché but it really was the biggest factor of my first year and it 
really did build a perspective and change the way I acted and believed in 
my home life.

Sophomore year is an odd year. It’s where social constructs play a huge 
role and I  still had innocence in the aspect of mental health and many 
other important factors but I wasn’t new to how the high school , social 
constructs pressured myself greatly into how I was “supposed” to think 
and act. The astonishing part is that sometimes I really didn’t know 
that I  have acted or done something out of pressure until you really sit 
down and ponder on why, what and why I did what I did, said what I 
said or thought about what I thought. This was my year was when I was 
informed what Mental Health was all about. It didn’t take long for me 
to understand that knowing about mental health was not the key, but 
rather understanding what and how mental health affects people made 
all the differences. By nature, I was a deep thinker and my actions were 
always thought through thoroughly so understanding my own mental 
health with the issues I had with my family and my current relationship 
really gave me the understanding of how to manage my own health.

Junior year is where everything & anything can happen. It seems like everything 
comes at me all at once even if they aren’t huge tragedies. So many people, 
emotions, and preferences are acknowledged and it started to alter my mental 
stability based off how I react and interact to situations.  In my own Junior year 
I was very stressed out from balancing all the school work and my home life. It 
seemed like nothing was going right. I began to run away from home a lot. I was 
suicidal. In my mind I saw very little faith in my future and I couldn’t find help 
until it was almost too late. This year was the first time I was ever introduced 
to or accepted help from a councillor who dealt with helping students who are 
distressed mentally. Of course they were helpful and they reminded me that 
there were people who cared and needed me in my life at the time, but the fact 
that this kind of help was so isolated, hidden in a small room on the campus 
and never talked about in the years i’ve been there, made me curious about 
what the school values and how they handle situations relating to mental 
health.

The Last year...the defining year. It’s when you have seen all my fears, 
accomplishments, and regrets many times during my years of childhood and 
now the time has come to decide in my mind, body and soul who I’ll be. My 
mental health plays a big role in these last parts of high school. From the past 
years, understanding struggles and how everything I do is almost a mental 
battle. The worst part that I've realized is that so many societal standards turn 
away people who need help or even advice because seeking help is a weakness 
to society. I used to think that if people saw me being emotional or not right to 
the standards of society, they’d see it as being vulnerable or a sign of weakness. 
I’m not saying that crying all the time is the right thing to do, but talking about 
your emotions with close friends and family, and explaining how exactly I feel 
- even if it’s horrible - is the most courageous and relieving solution. It’s much 
better than bottling up my emotions or putting a mask up to my close friends to 
front a façade about how I am. Personally, my knowledge and acknowledgment 
of mental health has changed my actions and thoughts for the better. Even if my 
life is still hard and complicated, at least I know now that if I need help or if I 
can help others who need guidance I would gladly do so...

Year one

Year two

Year three

Year four

“Struggle creates our uniqueness and builds our narrative of what life brings us. As a Senior moving towards 
adulthood, I’m always reflecting on how my mental health has changed throughout the four years of life.”
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To be lonely is an easy thing. Being alone is another 
matter entirely. To understand this, first one must 
understand the difference between loneliness and 
being alone. To be alone means that you are not 
in the company of anyone else. You are one. But, 
loneliness can happen anytime and anywhere. You 
can be lonely in a crowd, lonely with friends, lonely 
with family.  You can even be lonely while with 
loved ones. Feeling lonely is, in essence, a feeling of 
being alone. As though you were one and you feel 
as though you  will always be that way. Loneliness 
can be one of the most destructive feelings humans 
are capable of feeling. Loneliness can lead to 
depression, suicide, rage and hurting friends.
 
Generally in some cases loneliness can be traced 
back to low or below “average” self-esteem. Lonely 
people may think of themselves as unintelligent, 
unattractive, broken, unwanted, not worthy of 
good things, unable to do anything right, or socially 
isolated. Unlike many other emotionally hurting 
people, the chronically lonely usually know what 
is wrong. Like many others they don’t believe they 
can do anything to fix it, or, circling back to the low 
self-esteem, may also believe they are not worthy of 
happiness. It takes the strong support of good friends 
or other loved ones to help the lonely conquer their 
feelings. 

Simply trying to counteract low self-esteem verbally 
will not do it, though, in their down state, lonely 
people will see the person supporting them as 
just trying to be nice or sparing their feelings. The 
lonely must be shown in more subtle, yet clear ways 
that they are not the useless person they perceive 
themselves to be.

For example, with a person who feels particularly 
unloved and unwanted, someone close to them 
should try to take a little extra time to spend with 
them and try to set aside a little extra time to talk 
to them. Nothing special needs to be said or done. 
Simply spending time willingly and without having 
to be asked allows the lonely one to see that they 
are loved, worthy of being associated with and that 
there are people who care about them. They don’t 
have to feel like you just want to be there for them 
because you feel bad for them or sorry for them. 
They want to actually feel like they are cared for and 
going to be taken care of. 

Isolation can also happen based on stress. To me, 
what’s most momentous about the biology of 
loneliness is that it offers concrete proof, obtained 
through the poets and bluesmen and movie directors 
who for centuries have deplored the ravages of 
lonesomeness on both body and soul were right all 
along. As W. H. Auden put it, “We must love one 
another or die.” Loneliness varies with age and poses 
a particular threat to the very old, cutting their lives 
shorter. But even among the not-so-old, loneliness 
is pervasive. 

Who are the lonely? They’re the outsiders: not 
just the elderly, but also the poor, the bullied, the 
different. Surveys confirm that people who feel 
discriminated against are more likely to feel lonely 
than those who don’t, even when they don’t fall into 
the categories above. Women are lonelier than men 
(though unmarried men are lonelier than unmarried 
women). The less educated are lonelier than the 
better educated. The unemployed and the retired 
are lonelier than the employed. A key part of feeling 
lonely is feeling rejected, and that, it turns out, is the 
most damaging part. 

Sometimes you feel lonely no matter how many 
people you have around you. You can even have the 
whole universe there for you, but you still feel lonely. 
Nobody can normally change that because you are 
just you. You can seem like the happiest person alive 
on earth, but when alone you just seem as isolated 
as you really are. There’s a lot of overthinking that 
you may be doing. Stop all the over thinking that 
you do. The past can always somehow come back to 
haunt you. 

I was once in a dark hole at the point where I didn’t 
care about myself or others. As a Latina, I was 
caused this feeling due to a culture that reinforced 
my existence to serve others without regard for 
myself. It didn’t just hurt me emotionally, but also 
physically. The thoughts I had were mainly suicidal 
because I was already giving up.  The thought that it 
was my responsibility to put everyone else before me 
and just let myself be used in order to fit in or keep 
everyone safe. 

Now, to overcome everything, those feelings and 
thoughts,  I just focus on myself and on how I can 
find a way to leave everything behind and look for 
success. Not to make someone else proud, but my 
very own self. I can seem strong, we all can seem 
strong. There is always this one spot deep down 
that’s really weak. We got to believe in ourselves 
and move on. We can stay strong by taking care of 
our mental health and not drowning in our own 
thoughts. 

The main goal that I set for myself is not to let 
others take advantage of me. I take care of my 
mental health. I don’t let anyone take control of my 
mental health. If you feel alone, talk to someone. 
Go to someone who you are close to and talk to 
them about your problems. Always go to someone 
that you trust, you don’t want to talk to someone 
who can tell others about your private reflections. 
Another way to overcome being isolated and feeling 
lonely is to seek the emotional support that you 
need. You can go to counseling, parents, or therapy. 
It’s a really good way to take care of yourself in 
every situation possible. This is a way that I keep on 
moving forward and not looking back to my past. I 
have to let go of everything bad and negative that 
has haunted my entire life to start fresh and just be 
happy being me. If I was able to overcome a really 
bad and negative situation then, with the right 
support, so can the majority of you.

Embracing The 
Outlier
Karina Guerrero
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Most days tests cause nervousness to strike in my brain like a 
whip to the skin
But anxiety burns, anxiety is the sting after the bee has stung 
Anxiety
Causes red faces, and dizzy minded…
People 
Most days “nervousness” makes me shiver like the harsh wind 
blowing cold air through my hair
Whereas anxiety is the wind that knocks me off my feet
They go flying 
The most I miss of childhood memories are those nights where 
anxiety didn’t pull at my bed sheets 
Eager to depress me to the worries of tomorrow 
Most nights I guess i’m nervous of my own thoughts that keep 
me up 
Whereas the unexpected students walk through unspoken hall-
ways 
And when those forbidden doors open strikes anxiety to let 
loose like a dog off its leash in my brain
What I mean is I cant walk through my own school;
Scared 
Of the unknown that may not even happen 
But in words that you will understand 
I’m just nervous about a math test next period 

-Lyrical 

Anxiety is not just nervousness 
Lyrical Adams 

This Sigil is a seal, a meaningful reminder that anxiety cannot control you, define you, and keep you hostage in your mind. The sigil dates as far back as humans using and drawing images to 
infer intention, a latin drawing to mark meanings. As for this, the sigil brings you the power to stand up to anxiety, understand it, and leave it behind, because you are stronger than your anxiety.
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Five deaths, two years, 
one campus 
Rachel Livanal
On September 24th, 2018, El Capitan High School 
(ECHS) was struck by an astounding incident: a 
young senior, Riley Hanson, tragically died in a car 
accident. Riley was the second student to die in a car 
accident that year, with Virgilio De Leon, graduate 
from the class of 2016, dying tragically in February. 

Katy Escobar, Riley’s sister, describes the change in 
every students’ emotions as she explains, “A lot of 
teachers, a lot of students couldn’t comprehend it 
until they saw how it affected a lot of other students 
that knew her personally. I feel like the school was 
just kind of in a cloud for a long time.”

Thankfully, this thunder cloud hovering over ECHS 
was met with many resources. Escobar describes 
tremendous school support in both the remembrance 
of Riley and in grief. Counseling was given to 
students who needed it for a week after the incident, 
and a morning announcement called for a moment 
of silence. During the year, the school dedicated 
a football game to her with the release of yellow 
balloons, planted a tree, and dedicated a bench 
to the sweet, loving teen who showed not just 
excitement in her involvement in extracurriculars 
such as Color Guard, but also for the overall feeling 
of making others happy. But, while Riley received and 
continues to receive support for her memory, other 
student deaths have been received differently. 

Over the course of the school year, two more deaths 
tragically hit the campus: Bryce Boggs, a graduate of 
ECHS who died of cancer, and Anthony Giron, who 
died of a genetic disease a few short weeks after 
graduating in 2019.

Angelina Giron, Anthony’s sister, believes his death 
wasn’t met with the same acknowledgement as 
Riley’s was, explaining, 

“As far as the school, I’m not really sure who was 
really impacted by it, because the school didn’t really 
do anything for him except the football game and 
that was pretty much it.”

When the school campus filled with students for 
the 19-20 school year, the news of Anthony’s death 
had already spread over social media and through 
word-of-mouth over the summer. Coach Frank Solis, 
a paraprofessional, otherwise known as an aid in 
assistance to teachers on campus and varsity football 
coach at ECHS had known Anthony for his assistance 
of the team over the years.Solis describes, “The one 
thing he kept begging me for was a uniform. He...
[wanted] to buy his own uniform, number 23, that 
was his favorite number. It was only right for us to 
give him the uniform.”

A football game was dedicated to him, and Coach 
Frank presented the set of uniforms to Anthony’s 
family, which Anthony’s mother buried him in. But 
while Angelina was grateful for the short bout of 
memory for her brother, it wasn’t the same as the 
large scale remembrance for the first death. Giron 
thought her brother would receive a moment of 
silence, but the intercom announcement never came 
in. “I was kind of confused,” she said, “But I wasn’t 
going to say anything because I just didn't want to 
push it.” She explained that she didn’t want people 
to believe she wanted “everyone to know that [her] 
brother passed away.” Anthony Giron hasn’t received 
any other remembrance since. 

In the last few months, ECHS experienced its most 
recent death, but without the tool of social media, it 
is safe to say it would have gone unnoticed. Jayzhan 
Gilmore, another recent graduate of El Capitan from 
2018, died because of an act of violence. When the 
news slowly broke out from close friends and family, 
it spread slowly through everyone’s Snapchats and 
Instagrams. Many who knew Jayzhan were shocked 
and in grief.

Dillon Greenwood, a friend of Jayzhan’s and current 
high school senior at ECHS  explains, “From what I 
hear, he got killed over like seventy-five dollars… 
there’s no reason to take someone’s life for that 
much money, there’s no reason to take anyone’s life 
over any amount of money. 

Jayzhan Gilmore, poses for Prom pictures

Anthony Giron, left, with his two sisters 
(photo credit to Nick Nicholls)
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Especially someone like him. All he did was good in 
his life and all he wanted to do was make people 
smile.”

ECHS’s response to their fourth student death was 
silence. When the news initially came out of the 
vicious attack, Jayzhan was still technically alive, 
but pronounced “brain dead” by the hospital. It was 
only a week later, after his final pronouncement 
of death and a Candlelight Vigil, held by We’Ced 
Youth Media, that Jayzhan’s death was announced 
on the intercom, not for a moment of silence, 
but for information regarding the details of the 
event.  “I think we could’ve done a better job at 
[acknowledging Jayzhan] or supporting [the] family,” 
said Greenwood. ”I know how he died wasn’t the 
best way and it wasn’t for the best reasons, it 
might’ve been gang or drug-related, but he’s still an 
alumni from the school, he still went to the school 
all four years, and he made a huge impact on a lot of 
people’s lives, a lot of people who went to El Cap.” 

All of these deaths impact the student population 
as a whole, but there is one quality that impacts the 
ones closest to the victims: equity in establishing 
remembrance. Schools are required to enforce 
policies when tragedies occur, as long as they are 
part of the district. The Merced Union High School 
District’s (MUHSD) “General Crisis Intervention 
Checklist” requires receiving verification from both 
the authorities and the family before notifying the 
students, making an “official announcement,” and 
bringing in trained staff and a “Crisis Response Team” 
to support grieving students. 

Mr. Shaw, the principal of ECHS, followed many 
of these rules, laying out a plan every time a new 
death occurred. After being notified, Shaw met with 
student support supervisor Brenda Olmos, school 
psychologist Carie Nichols, as well as the counselors, 
to flesh out the estimated impact on students. The 
reasoning behind Riley’s significantly larger amount 
of resources was that they believed her death 
affected the entire student population, whether they 
knew her or not. 

Riley was a current student at the time of her death, 
and she was very involved on campus, while the 
other students were not attending at the time of 
their death, and some were not too involved in 
school-related extracurriculars such as a club or a 
sport.  
Olmos explained, “I have not known of other 
students passing, not during the school year at 
least. I do know of other students that have passed 
who had recently graduated, but I was not aware 
of many students passing.” As far as another loss in 
the future, Olmos says, ”If it’s a situation where lots 
of students are coming up and saying that they’re 
having a difficult time then we would prefer if the 
students had a bigger space.”  For the other deaths, 
the group reached out to the students they believed 
were the closest to victims to evaluate their mental 
health. 

Shaw outlined the on and off campus resources 
available, with an emphasis on the school counselors 
to whom students are assigned their freshman year. 
These counselors follow a class all the way through 
their four years of high school, and create a deeper 
relationship with the students. Shaw believes 
students should go to their counselors for any type 
of mental health resources they want, whether it’s to 
find a support group, personal counseling, or just to 
vent. This year, all counselors have begun to choose 
one day a week, Monday through Thursday, to stay 
after school to be available to all students. 
Mr. Shaw does actively listen to students. When 
told about the lack of advertisement about these 
resources, he stated, “Maybe that is something we 
need to work on.”

Jake Leonardo, a friend of Anthony Giron’s and recent 
grad from ECHS and Buhach Colony High School, felt 
that the difference in treatment may have had to do 
with the involvement in extracurriculars. 

Riley was highly active on campus: she was in 
colorguard, a leader, and an excellent student in and 
out of the classroom. She was a figure of the motto 
on campus: “learning, loving, eading,” and “leaving 
her own legacy” before the tragic accident occurred.  

Both Anthony and Jayzhan were known on campus, 
with Anthony participating in the school Broadcast, 
digital media club, and an assistant to the football 
team, and Jayzhan playing on the basketball team 
for a number of years, but was it enough? Does it 
need to be enough?

Angelina Giron comments, “They set the bar really 
high when Riley passed away, and now there’s 
other students that are passing away that aren’t 
receiving the same credit. Even though she was well-
known, each student should probably get the same 
treatment to be able to be honored and know that 
everyone left the same legacy.”

Other reasons for the amount of support could be 
if they happened to be an enrolled student at the 
time, the cause of death, or the family's wishes in 
publicizing the news to the students. 

Grief is a huge part of everyone's life. Whether it is 
a family member, teacher, parent, or pet, grieving is 
essential, but also the coping resources used with it. 
Not often do so many students at one school pass 
away in such a short amount of time. When this 
kind of death happens so frequently to a student 
population, it affects the mental health of every 
individual in some way. 

Greenwood said, “I think the school could do a 
better job at really getting their voice out that they 
are here to help us, and we can get to [anyone] if we 
need any questions or healthy coping mechanisms.”
When asked how the school could choose to raise 
awareness for a death on campus, Leonardo replied, 
“If they played on a sports team, give them some 
kind of remembrance. If they swam, if they ran a 
club, give them some kind of remembrance.”

All of these possible solutions and improvements 
could greatly benefit both ECHS and the school 
district as a whole if tragedies like these were to 
happen again, but how can these ideas actually 
come into effect? Investigating the issues is part of 
the solution, but the only way to ensure change 
happens, is if it is brought to the school’s attention 
by the ones affected the most: the students. It is up 
to the students to take that biggest step in change. 
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One hundred thirty-one miles 
Since that blade was 10 feet away
the bleach was only downstairs under the sink 
And the pills in the medicine cabinet were calling to me
One hundred thirty-one miles between me and what they 
say will help
From the Valley to the Bay
How did I end up here?
7.4% of high school kids will attempt suicide this year 
I’m one of the 2.4% of children who need a doctor because 
of my attempt 
One of the more than 60% of kids depressed from 14 to 17 in 
the US 
If I’m a girl just another one of the 9.3% to try 
A boy and just another of the 5.1% to say goodbye 
9.8% if I’m a POC 
And 6.1 % if I’m a caucasian teen 
Because no one saw the signs 
Talking and writing about suicide doesn’t mean I’m suicidal, 
does it?
Because pushing close ones away doesn’t mean anything? 
Because who cares if my mood swings and I binge drink?
My self-medication was not premeditation? 
Yeah, I felt hopeless but so does everyone at my age, right? 
It’s okay to not sleep at night 
For my body to bear the scars of my fight? 
For me to gamble with my life? 
Giving away my things was not a sign?
A sign that fell in front of blind eyes 
I’m one hundred thirty-one miles away
All alone in the Bay 
Getting help that wasn’t available to receive
Help I know I need
It’s the same help that’s isolating 
The same help that’s hurting me

Miles to mental health

This graphic is a screenshot from Google Maps showing the treatment centers 
in California, notice Merced doesn’t even pop up because the treatment 
centers are all too distant for it.

Stephanie Gurtel
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In my history class, a fellow student came dressed in 
her traditional Southeast Asian regalia and shared 
the story of her family traditions that have been 
carried on from her ancestors. I would not have 
known of the deep roots she values if I had not 
attended class that day. This experience opened 
my eyes to the diversity in the Central Valley. For 
example, I live in Atwater where people speak many 
languages and have a variety of social practices. Yet, 
because of policies and social expectations, many 
Central Valley residents lack visibility. In this article, 
I will focus on the experiences of undocumented 
immigrants. As they take their journeys alongside 
friends and allies, they find ways to hold their heads 
high.

Undocumented immigrants face challenges. 
According to immigration attorney Carolina 
Castañeda, there are many reasons to fear the 
uncertainty of undocumented status in the United 
States. She explained that during a tour of the 
Sandy Mush correctional facility, she and other 
attorneys inquired about the Merced Sheriff’s Office’s 
communication with ICE and the officers did not 
know how to respond. Castañeda said, “We know 
the sheriff’s office calls ICE when someone they 
believe to be undocumented is released from jail.” 
Recently, Tanya Golash-Boza, Professor of Sociology 
at the University of California, Merced and member 
of ICE Out of Merced, wrote an op-ed for Merced 
County Times calling for accountability. She said, 
“We want to know if the Sheriff is complying with the 
California TRUST Act, which sets a minimum standard 
that limits the Sheriff’s ability to hold immigrants 
in jail when they are not serving time or awaiting 
sentencing. A significant associated problem is a 
refusal to meet with the ICE Out of Merced group.” 

 

Another obstacle is the criminalization of 
immigration attorneys. Castañeda says, “They’re 
trying to pass laws that even myself as an attorney 
would fall into so that I would basically be 
committing a crime just by helping undocumented 
folks with resources or helping their cases.” 
Additionally, “Announcements [of new immigration 
policy] are being made on Fridays mostly between 
4:00 pm and 5:00 pm when nobody is working, so 
nobody really pays attention.” Because of this, says 
Castañeda, it’s difficult to comply with the new law 
because “there’s no time to fix the [legal] packet to 
defend undocumented persons.” The same goes for 
journalists when documenting the border crisis. 
        
Recently, I have spoken with Rubi Salazar, 
an undocumented person who said, “Being 
undocumented was my biggest secret. I didn't even 
talk about it to my closest friends. It was something 
that was kept between my family. To be honest, I 
didn't even know that there were undocumented 
people just like me. I only knew about 2-3 youth 
who were like me but that was it. Besides that, it 
was a big secret that we had in our family and it was 
really never shared.“ Even though she had this fear, 
being in the Youth Leadership Institute (yli) gave her 
a voice that she thought she didn’t have. Also, yli 
allowed her the chance to make community change, 
even though she can’t vote.

Despite the obstacles faced, Rubi had talked about 
finding resources that have helped her and other 
undocumented youth. Rubi says, “My brother is a 
U.S. citizen and I think because of him we were all 
able to get Medi-Cal, so services were not that hard 
to access.” Rubi also talked about the public charge 
rule, a rule that was already decided and denies a 
green card to folks wanting to adjust their status if 
they access public benefits, especially if they come 
from the federal government.

Being able to learn about the culture of my peers 
at school motivated my curiosity to learn about 
different cultures as well as my own. I did not 
anticipate that this curiosity would lead me down a 
journey of uncovering the plight of my undoumented 
peers. Knowing their struggles navigating unjust 
systems across the country has left me feeling an 
immense responsibility to use my privilege as a 
documented citizen to hold local and statewide 
officials accountable for keeping marginalized 
communities safe and supported, and ultimately, to 
abolish non-essential government bodies, such as 
ICE. Yes, Ive learned that being undocumented comes 
with many uncertainties for them and there are many 
who understandably live in the shadows, like Rubi 
had experienced, for safety. Looking forward, there 
are also waves of folks coming out of the shadows 
to demand that their human rights are upheld. I will 
continue to be amongst the ocean of people whose 
voices are crashing at the doors of injustice.

Taking a Journey 
Alongside culture
Cyana PRice-Gilkey
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Tolerance vs 
Acceptance
Hannah Sanchez

“Tolerance is a dismissive: ‘I 
can live with it, even though 
I don’t really want to’,” says 
Oliver Mook when asked 
to describe how they view 
tolerance. The dictionary 
has a similar definition 
for the word: “Tolerate: 
to allow the existence of 
[something] that one does 
not necessarily like or agree 
with.” When asked how 
they view acceptance, Oliver 
says, “acceptance is actively 
being comfortable with 
whatever it is.” Acceptance’s 
true definition is also 
quite close to this, being 
defined as agreement with 
[something]. 

Hannah Sanchez, the writer, and owner of the first testimony is pictured above
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When it comes to LGBTQ+ people, youth or 
otherwise, one of their biggest worries is whether or 
not they’ll be accepted. If they come out, will they 
still have a place to stay? Will their parents still claim 
them as their child? 

These questions, and the many that accompany 
them, are detrimental to anyone’s mental health, 
especially someone on the younger side. “LGBTQ+ 
youth whose families accept them are 50 percent 
less likely to attempt suicide than those whose 
families aren’t supportive,” Dr Caitlin Ryan and the 
Family Acceptance Project finds. 

Acceptance from friends and peers is important to 
LGBTQ+ youth as well. In my own experience, if I 
feel like a peer isn’t accepting of my identity after 
I’ve come out to them, I’m more likely to become 
stressed out around them, which is detrimental to 
my mental state. If I feel a teacher isn’t accepting, I’m 
more likely to do bad in that class. 

However, in every situation there is a gray area. What 
if someone says they’re accepting in face, but not in 
practice? This is when they’d fall into the “tolerant” 
category. 

For example, I came out to my mother in sixth grade, 
and she’s known I like girls ever since. She said she 
accepts me, and that because I’m her daughter, she 
still loves me. Coming from a very religious family, 
this was everything I’d ever wanted to hear. I’m in 
tenth grade now, it’s been around four years, and 
I’ve come to terms with the fact that my mother is 
tolerant of me, not truly accepting. 

Her tolerance is seen through her asking me if there’s 
any boys that have caught my eye. And telling me 
that she’d be satisfied with any boy I bring home so 
long as he respects me. 

For an even clearer example, when I asked her if she 
remembered that I came out to her, she told me “I 
don’t judge you because when you die you’ll have to 
answer for your sins like the rest of us.” Things like 
that don’t sound very accepting, however, because I 
wasn’t outed to the rest of my family or thrown out, I 
can’t exactly say she isn’t accepting. My mother falls 
into the tolerant gray area.

This has had a clear and negative effect on my 
mental health, and it will likely continue to until 
either my mother becomes truly accepting or I leave 
for college. When things like this are said to me, it 
makes me feel guilty and shameful for being who I 
am. Guilt and shame to the degree I feel should not 
be held by any highschooler or person in general.

When Oliver Mook was asked about their experience 
dealing with people being tolerant of them, they 
shared their experience with me.
“Someone I deeply care about, who was almost 
a parental figure to me, dismisses my attempts to 
talk about the feelings I had toward someone of 
the same gender… It felt weighted and heavy when I 
tried to talk to them… The way I viewed my sexuality 
became negative and uncomfortable.”

Acceptance from parental figures is important, 
but equally important is acceptance from peers at 
school. Students spend up to eight hours at school, 
most of their friends are made there, so it’s very 
important the environment is supportive. 

A student who attends school with me, who has 
asked to remain anonymous, shared words he’s been 
told from tolerant or unaccepting people. 

“Suck it up,” 

“You’re going against my religion,” 

“You’re not my concern,” or “You’re confused.”

When it comes to LGBTQ+ people, 
youth or otherwise, one of their 
biggest worries is whether or not 
they’ll be accepted. If they come 
out, will they still have a place to 
stay? Will their parents still claim 
them as their child? 

When surrounded by words like this for up to eight 
hours a day, five days a week, no one can blame you 
for becoming stressed. 

Thankfully, the student was able to grow past the 
place of pain from being misgendered. “It hurts, but 
I’ve come to accept some people are just like that 
and don’t really care [about] how anyone on the 
transgender spectrum feels.” 

While the people I’ve interviewed and I have all been 
able to come to terms with the fact some people 
will take longer to become truly accepting of our 
identities, not everyone has. Being told someone 
is accepting then having to see them not be can be 
difficult on anyone’s mindset. 

There’s no real way to fix this issue, all one can 
do is explain to the person how their behavior is 
negatively affecting you and hope that they are able 
to grow to a place where they can be truly accepting. 

“Suck it up,” 

“You’re going against my 
religion,” 

“You’re not my concern,” or 
“You’re confused.”

When surrounded by words 
like this for up to eight hours a 
day, five days a week, no one 
can blame you for becoming 

stressed. 
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What does mental health support look like to you?
Has participating in YLI supported your mental wellness? If so, how?

Yesenia Pacheco, 19, 
Voicewaves

I think mental health support is to just be 
there for that person.  That they know that 
you are there for them and that you are that 
safe space for that person.

Collin Lee, 16, 
Friday Night Live

YLI has given me support through the 
friendships I have made within Friday Night 
Live members from across Fresno County. 
Creating a support group for when thing are 
not going well, knowing we have each other 
backs and will care for each other.  :)

Luis sanchez, 17, 
Voiceswaves

Ernie Martinez, 18, 
Fresno Boys and Men of Color

Mental Health support can be several 
things to me and not solely based 
on a specific criteria. For me, it is the 
ability to connect to an activity, a 
family member or a friend that I feel 
comfortable sharing my thoughts with. 

Yes ! As a member of The Fresno Boys 
and Men of Color, all of the different 
activities I’ve participated in have been 
phenomenal. Whether it be the YLI 
spring jam, healing circle with BMOC, 
a general meeting or even virtual yoga; 
I’ve always come out of everything 
feeling great and gaining the knowledge 
and understanding that there are other 
people fighting for better communities 
for not only us but future generations to 
live, learn and play. 

To me mental health support looks like, 
being able to talk To someone that can 
listen even when we are stuck at home 
because we are stuck with the same people 
and it gets boring and repetitive sometimes. 
We can talk to others online find ways to 
keep us busy form the pandemic and helping 
us adjust our new way of life (for now). 

It’s somewhere I feel safe, but not where I’d go 
to seek mental health support. Being involved 
in a community itself I’d say supports my mental 
wellness, more so than other parts of my life, but 
in any big way.

Being understanding and genuinely going out of 
your way to become aware of someone else's 
well-being.

Yes it has helped, it helped by letting me 
help other by letting them know whats 
going on in the city and that puts me at 
ease, also the work is fun and I’m learning 
lots from them.

We ‘Ced is a project of Youth Leadership Institute, which builds communities where young people and their adult allies come together 
to create positive community change that promotes social justice and racial equity. Read below the responses from participants who 
demonstrate that mental health impacts youth not just locally but statewide. 
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Ernie Martinez, 18, 
Fresno Boys and Men of Color

What Mental Health Support looks 
like to me is constant listening to a 
person or asking what would help them 
the most. Keeping an eye on changes 
in their behavior or signs of a type of 
disorder that they might have, would be 
supportive as well.

Juan Sanchez, 16, 
Youth Community Advocates

Mental health support looks like friends 
and family being there for you and you 
letting yourself breathe and going easy 
on yourself. Putting yourself and your 
mental health first.

Evelyn Tang, 16, B.L.I.N.G.

Yes, participating in YLI has supported 
me in my mental wellness. The adults 
there check up on me and make sure 
I know I’m in a safe place where I can 
share anything and that if I’m in need of 
any resources, they are there for me.

Nereida Nieto, 17, Youth Community Advocates

In order to have stable mental health we 
all need to feel support in some form; 
some receive it from a professional, 
others look for it in relationships 
either romantic or friendships, lots of 
individuals actually even feel supported 
by their pets. To me, mental health 
looks like being able to be at peace with 
yourself and the people around you, to 
be able to take pleasure from the small 
moments that sometimes we don’t see.

What mental health support looks like to me is  
having resources that are affordable and reachable 
for whenever someone need it. Whether that is a 
support group, counseling or something else.

Participating in YLI has supported my mental 
wellness because it has given me a way to 
distract myself and an outlet to do things that i’m 
passionate about.

Alejandro Ruiz, 21, 
Merced Rise and Lift

Socorro, 16, Coastside Youth Council

Mental health support looks like having a space where open and honest discussions about our circumstances 
can be held. It looks like being given the language needed to express emotions like anger and grief. 

Rise and Lift has given me a space where I can learn lessons of responsibility and forgiveness from my 
elders and peers. We are encourgaed to reflect on our personas, and to articulate our experience with the 
confusing process of growing up. 
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The Team
Our program would not be possible without the hard work of our youth group. We ‘Ced reporters are the backbone of our organization. Every cycle, We ’Ced engages 12-15 young people, ages 14-24, who come from a variety 
of backgrounds. While most reporters are of high school age, we have worked with youth as young as 13 and college students. Not everyone is not pictured below, but read on to get to know some participants from our 
most recent cohort!

My name is Cyana Price-
Gilkey and I’m 16 and I have 
been in weced for 2 years and 
I’m passionate about making 
change in our community.

Hi, I'm Stephanie Gurtel a 
17 year old college bound 
senior. I have lived in Merced 
my whole life and have been 
in Weced for 3 years and am 
passionate about building the 
feeling of community and the 
medical field.

My name is Lyrical Adam. 
I am 17 years old and I’ve 
been in We ‘Ced since the 
beginning of 2020. I am 
passionate about my writing, 
especially poetry. It’s where I 
can connect with myself in a 
safe space.

My name’s Chase Bertotto 
I’m 21 years old and been a 
part of weced for a year. I’m 
passionate about music and 
art.

My name is Rachel Livinal, I am 
18 years old and have been in We 
’Ced for over a year now. I have 
been producing media since my 
freshman year of high school. My 
interest in media sprouts from 
issues that I feel need to be heard, 
and I plan to become a radio 
or audio reporter some day. My 
dream would be to work for NPR.

My name is Steven Rice. I’m 
17 and I’ve been in We’Ced 
for 2 years. I love admiring 
the world around me. I adore 
photoshop, poetry, and music.

My name is Nati. I am 13 
and I’ve been in We ‘Ced for 
about 6 months now. I am 
passionate about bettering 
health care for all in Merced 
County.

My name is Akina Jeanelle 
-Lorraine Westmoreland.  I’m 18 
and I have been in WE’CED for 
2 years and some of the things I 
am passionate about is making 
change in my community and 
world.

My name is Karina Vivas. I am 17 years 
of age. I’m a senior at Yosemite High 
School in Merced, California about to 
graduate. I’ve been a part of We’Ced 
for over a year. In this short period 
of time I’ve learned so much, from 
leadership skills to team bonding. I am 
really passionate about sports, helping 
others, being a leader, & also caring 
for others. etc.

My name is Hannah Sanchez , 
I’m a sophomore at El Capitan 
High School. I usually produce 
creative writing pieces and 
first person narratives. I’m 
really passionate about 
painting and birds.

Karina Akina
Westmorland Vivas

Hannah
Sanchez

Natalia
Stewart

Steven
Rice

Rachel
Livinal

CyanaCyana
Price-GilkeyPrice-Gilkey

Stephanie 
Gurtel
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Adams
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