
     Before the craziness of 2020 kicked off, I got to experience what it’s like to be in a residential 
behavioral center. From January to March, I served as a youth care worker. I went through a 
two-week orientation before officially working in the facility; it was a culture shock. 
     Every kid and teen I came in contact with had experienced some form of brokenness. Many 
of them had been abused one way or another, and almost every arm of the girls was covered 
with scars. I was called quite a few names that would have gotten my mouth washed out with 
soap growing up. For these kids, they were words that came 
out as natural as it is for me to breathe. I was a witness of the 
effects of sin. 
     At first glance, it’s easy just to get mad at these aggressive, 
cussing, impatient kids, but I worked at seeing the bigger   
picture. These kids were survivors. They were coming out of some of the worst, horrible circum-
stances that can be imagined. All of them had been hurt. Many of them backstabbed by people 
who were supposed to take care of them. 
     Yes, they were aggressive, but many of them had to learn how to fight at a young age in 
order to survive. Yes, they were selfish, but many of them learned that they had to look out for 
themselves because others wouldn’t. Yes, they were hard to be around, but many of them had 
grown up in unsteady environments. They had experienced people coming in and out of their 
lives as often as the weather changes; they needed to test to see who would be willing to stay 
with them. 
     Being a 5’9” male, I made an easy target for many of the guys to pick on. Young men on the 
unit were aggressive both to release some frustrations and to not be the bottom of the pecking 
order. I connected with a few of them, but I was better at relating to the preadolescents, or ‘pre-
ads’ as they were called, (two boys younger than 10-years-old), and some of the girls who were 
on suicide watch.  
     The pre-ads kept me on my toes. They were full of energy. Though they showed signs of 
abuse, they were still kids who enjoyed watching cartoons, coloring, and playing ball in the gym. 
One of them would frequently shout out profanities and would run up and down the halls when 
we transitioned to meals, school, or meds. There were a few times I heard coworkers say, “I’m 
glad he’s not my kid.” That may have been true, but I hoped he didn’t hear them. He had al-
ready been a victim of a family member, and I hope he wasn’t growing up hearing how others 
were grateful that he wasn’t their son. Though he gave me plenty of exercise, there were also 
times we bonded through Lego building and talking about sharks. 
     There were a couple of times I was responsible for monitoring a room of girls who were on 
suicide watch. Because I was kind and just willing to listen to them, I was able to have several 
conversations about how important they were and that there would be at least one person who 
would care if something happened to them. It was tough having to watch them, and making sure 
they weren’t going to abuse the crayons they were using to color, but I also remember a time 
when two of the girls just started singing hymns that a chaplain had taught them. 
     Because of time commitments, I was unfortunately unable to stay at the facility for long, but I 
got a taste of this culture. It’s one which is in desperate need of hope and love. It is most defi-
nitely a mission field, and I can’t wait for the day that I can return to a behavioral facility, to love 
on these kids and share with them the hope of Christ. 
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For the wages of sin is death, 
but the free gift of God is  

eternal life in Christ Jesus  
our Lord.           –Romans 6 


