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 What exactly is hope?  

 Why do we continue to have hope in the face of 

difficulty, or even despair?  

 As people with mental health challenges, many of us 

have had times of great suffering in our lives. So why 

hope? Where does it come from?  

 Can we cultivate hope? Can we sustain it? 

 

Hope is the thing with feathers 

that perches in the soul 

and sings the tune without the words 

and never stops at all.” 
Emily Dickinson 

 
 
 

ABOUT HOPE by Susan S. Standen 
 

Most people think hope is about the future. I 
don’t. 

I think hope is about the past. 
Someone once told me, “We expect what 

already happened,” and that hit home. I had 
endured struggle, so I expected struggle. I had 
experienced betrayal so I lost trust in the world, 
and in myself. I constructed a circular racetrack 
of failure, of running away, of confirming for 
myself what had always been true. If someone 
wasn’t quick enough to run me off the road, I 
slashed my emotional tires by myself.  

Hoping for anything better than the same 
old bad cycle seemed pointless. 

  People advised me to start small, build up a 
tiny pathway of minor, easy successes. I 

followed their advice. One step in front of the 
other. Wake up, get dressed. Go to a doctor’s 
appointment. Get my meds filled. If I walked the 
dog it was a banner day for me. Hurray, success! 
Throw me a damn parade. 

It didn’t work. Small goals made me feel 
small. Limping expectations for the walking 
wounded kept me in the same loop of failure. 
Only now I was failing at the smallest things, and 
succeeding at things that didn’t matter. A future 
life of crawling feebly through a mental health 
half-life filled me with dread. 

I couldn’t create a future I wanted from the 
shredded hopes of my past, so I decided to do 
something different: Create a new past. 

I began to write, and talk, and use my 
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creative instinct to paint a history based on the 
same facts but with different meaning. The fact 
that I had struggled and survived meant that I 
was strong. The fact that I had been betrayed 
meant that I could learn discernment about 
whom to trust. The fact that my life was 
peppered with running away meant that I had 
journeyed a lot of places. Each painful crash in 
my life had given me a lesson to learn. Through 
this lens my past became a teaching ground: My 
circular racetrack littered with broken parts of 
me became a winding road with wisdom at each 
branch. 

Through the old lens, I was a helpless, 
hopeless a victim of severe trauma and 
persistent mental illness. Through the new lens, 
I am a survivor with discernment, lots of cool 
stories to tell, and a heck of a lot of wisdom at 
my back—and more to gather. I don’t have to 
search in vain for hope when I have a universe 
that’s holding me up, letting me learn and teach, 
talk and listen, connect with other human 
beings in the deepest possible way.  

I don’t need to fear the unknown when 
there is a net that will catch me when I toss 
myself into it. Even when I die someday, I will be 
caught. I cannot fall out of the fabric of the 
world because I am one of its threads. 

Needless to say, I left my small, hopeless 
racetrack far behind me. I have big dreams now, 
with an expanded life full of friends, love, 
meaningful work, and a purpose in the universe. 

Hope wasn’t about creating a new future, it 
was about finding a new way to look at the past. 
I’m still doing what I always have: expecting 
what has already happened. 

Daily, I experience twists and turns and 
bumps and potholes and long glorious 
straightaways, driving slowly and cautiously 
sometimes, quickly and joyously at others. 
Curiosity pushes the gas pedal, wonder turns 
the wheel, love hums under the hood. I brake 
for small animals and dandelions and hurting 
humans along the road. I have no earthly idea 
where I’m going. 

And I believe I’m going to get there.  
 
 
 

A WOUNDED STAR by Vivian Sedney 

        
I gaze out my eyes, hopefully 

Awaiting a flowering of would-be possibilities, 
Walking into this wonder world, 

I stumble and fall, 
Fighting for treatment with respect, 
I receive stabs of pain . . . I inquire, 

Wanting to live, learn, and love, 
My tendency towards accepting the verbiage, 

I pass these days being inclined to be centered, 
alert, and aware, 

Yes! Lately I have been taught a lot from this 
world, 

Wanting the chance to express myself, 
Open my mouth and now speak, 

Expressing my hopes and dreams, 
Hopefully for my and other’s mental health 

recovery. 
 

--composed 26 May ’13 till now 

HOPE by Jeff 

 
It was April 10, 2019, and I got hope. For a quick 
ending. I sit here and wonder and don’t 
understand this class. I don’t understand a lot of 
things though. Don’t feel bad, I don’t 
understand a lot of other classes either. Hope is 
a four letter word. And all four letter words 
have cusses in them. Hope inspires people to do 
things they can’t do. Personally, I believe in 
angels. Maybe you will fly one day. Maybe 
you’re an angel right now; you got your wings 
and don’t know it.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

“Hope is a renewable option: If you run out 

of it at the end of the day, you get to start 

over in the morning.” 

--Barbara Kingsolver 
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THE BRIGHT SIDE by April Renee Lynch 
 

We may think about all that’s going wrong 
with our lives. Having been diagnosed by 
psychiatrists as Paranoid Schizophrenic, I have 
thought there were times in my past when, as 
the saying goes, “Things were so bad that down 
looked like up.” There was a time I remember 
when the only thing on earth I could count on 
was my monthly Social Security check. Once, 
while in the grip of circumstances that bounced 
me from place to place, I landed in a private 
home. 

With almost no money, forced to live with 
folks “on the edge,” who’d steal what few 
belongings I owned as they were coming to grips 
with substance abuse issues, fear of the 
unknown made me plan for the future. 

But while I lived in that house, my mental 
challenges became so severe that I lost the 
ability to read. I found that letters and words 
wouldn’t go together. I couldn’t make heads nor 
tails of a single printed page. I knew that if the 
opportunity to get out of this place presented 
itself, I wouldn’t be able to leave because I 
couldn’t read forms and contracts. It was also a 

big deal for me that, for the first time since 
before kindergarten, I didn’t know the alphabet. 

All my life, my thought has been, “I’ve got to 
push ahead; I don’t know what terrible thing will 
happen if I stop moving forward.” Eventually, I 
bought two books and slowly began trying to 
piece letters, words, phrases, and sentences 
together. Each day, it seemed to me, I traveled a 
slow 360 degrees, back through the learning 
process that had brought me relative peace and 
security at pre-school in my birthplace, Seattle, 
Washington. 

After months and months I was blessed to 
read again—I could escape a space that 
endangered my mental and physical health and 
safety. 

I think that the bad stuff can show us there’s 
more than one way to look at life. It’s true that 
having been in jail, on the streets, having not 
known what to do next, having been in places 
where sometimes we’re not welcomed by our 
neighbors, may lead us to think that nothing is 
going to turn out the way we want. But, if we’re 
alive and in one piece, there’s always a way up, 
always a way out. There’s always a Bright Side. 

 

TO THE WELLNESS CENTER by Wally Coppock 
 

If my heart could paint a picture, 

It would be a wondrous hue 

Of colors in a mixture portraying 

the love I have for you. 

But my efforts would not end 

And my work would not be through 

Til the colors and their blend portray 

The love I have for you. 

 

 

 

 

 

“Hope is important because it can make the present moment less difficult to bear. If we believe that 
tomorrow will be better, we can bear a hardship today.”  

--Thich Nhat Hanh 
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THE PURSUIT OF HOPEFULNESS by Alexis “Lexi” Wilson 
 

Who, what, where why is hope? 
is it the top of the mountain? 

or a downward slope? 
is it beyond the curve of a path, 

the split in the tree, 
a light in a bug, 

shedding skin then set free 
Does hope float as they say 

on a hot air balloon ride 
across a perilous sea 

to the other side 
living beyond insecurity, pain and doubt 

floating towards an oasis instead of going south 

avoiding the grave 
sprouting wings 
flying in the sky 

detached from old heavy things 
everything is new when you believe in you 

perception is a reflection 
that reconnects your floating mid-section 

you have a recollection of your positive memory 
collection 

Have a yard sale and sell your old ways 
ignite the light inside and come out of the haze 

Hope is the belief the future has better days 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

MY STORY by Denise Carpenter 
 

Hi, my name is Denise, and I have 
challenges—it took me years to even be able to 
say that—I am no longer ashamed of who I am. 
I’ve had the privilege to meet and get to know a 
lot of people just like me, some with different 
challenges and different lives than me. But I 
respect everyone; some are still here, some I 
have lost needlessly. 

We have all had to work hard on ourselves 
and fight hard just to get through what life 
throws at us. It did take me a long time just to 
realize who I am. I am me and I like me. 

I did have a very good role model my first 
seven years; some people didn’t even have that. 
I didn’t know at the time that my grandfather 
was trying to teach me about life and how to 
survive. I never thought that everything bad that 
happened to me in life would now help me 
understand the things I know. 

First time in my life, I took a class in peer 

support. I was privileged to have the two very 
good teachers and be taught by the best.  I am 
still learning from other good people; I am lucky 
to have them share parts of themselves with 
me. 

I know I have a purpose in life to do the best 
I can no matter what the circumstances. I will 
always continue to grow. Everyday there is 
always something new to learn and for that I 
will always be grateful. I will always keep 
challenging myself to step out of my comfort 
zone and try new things (except flying). And to 
always try to share and give back what was 
given to me by the most compassionate people I 
have ever met. 

For the first time in my life I finally feel like 
there is somewhere I belong and a lot I want to 
accomplish. When I was diagnosed with mental 
illness, I thought my life was over; little did I 
know it was just beginning. 

 

“Hope begins in the dark, the stubborn hope 
that if you just show up and try to do the right 
thing, the dawn will come.” 

--Anne Lamott 
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H.O.P.E. by Julia Cooley 
 

H - Have 
O - Only 
P - Positive 
E - Expectations 

 
When one looks at their life and only thinks of 

regrets and misery they don’t get the joy of the 
present moment. 

As I spend time here at the Wellness Center I try 
to spend time in the present moment which is also 
made up of the past and the future.  Maybe there 
are things wrong, or, really maybe, there is nothing 

wrong with me. Either way I have a great support 
team here and with Sonoma County Behavioral 
Health and that brings me hope. I try to live by the 
Buddhist saying: 

“When you arise in the morning, think of what 
precious privilege to breathe, to think and to enjoy 
love.” 

As I build hope and let go of the past, as I stay in 
the present moment non-judgmentally and as I 
express myself; I am on a journey of HOPE only 
bringing in good experiences and letting all else fade 
away. 

 

 

CHARM by Oscar Guzman 
 

Hope can be charming 
It can find you in 

the most unexpected 
of places 

 
Hope is a mistress 

that calls, and ebbs 
and flows with the 

tide or wind 
 

Hope is around us and 
is hidden in plain sight 

 
Hoping to give you 
what you need and 
reminding us that a 
strong sense of self 
is what hope wants 

of us 

YOU CANNOT SEE ME by Theresa Cone 

 
You cannot see me but I am here... 
I know you can feel my presence... 

I see that you have been lost 
in the fog, but the 

fog is clearing. You are finding yourself a purpose. 
I am the ghost of your past… 
I have seen your innocence. 

Your heart and soul has been 
damaged; I see the damage... 

the great love in you… 
Remember you are worthy 
and needed in this world. 

 
 
 
 
 

 

UNTITLED by Ryan Warry 

 
I hope I can pull my life together and fully 
recover from dual diagnoses and addiction. I 
hope I can get a driver’s license and a high 
school diploma. I hope to get a job working with 
my bigger brother. I hope to make a silverware 
ring business. I hope to stop smoking cigarettes. 
I hope to buy my own house and get my own car 
one day, and truck. I hope to invent boots and 
shoes that are heated and can be charged. I 

hope to get married. I hope to make amends to 
everyone I have hurt, discouraged, scared or lied 
to. I hope that my behavior will make people 
proud, not scared. I hope to help my family with 
anything they need. I hope to get a puppy for 
loneliness and depression. I hope to help people 
in need. I hope for world peace. I hope for a 
happy and free life. 
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HOPE is ... by Natosi Johanna 
 

Hope is a natural part of our being-ness.  It is 
what fuels our creative ideas, our universe’s 
evolutionary spiral.  It isn’t that we need to 
develop it; it’s that we need to remember it, to 
acknowledge its presence.  Hope is the 
heartbeat our becoming.  Hope fashioned the 
sprinkling stars and shaped our galaxies, 
planets...all of us on Earth.  Hope gives us 
connection, inspiration, and desire for goodness 
and compassion. 

Hope is a powerful, four-letter word...like 
love.  The best sense of hope is that which 
arises, of its own accord, from within.  One 
cannot conjure it up; hope is its own conjurer.  
Granted, hope does take us through a day often 
when there are no answers, no connections, no 
dreams...and, most of the time, this is enough to 
kick-start the vital energy we have locked within 
us.  

Hope is the partner of purpose; it demands a 
reason to be invoked.  A desire, a wish, or a 
belief that something good will happen is its 
inspiration.  Hope gives us strength to work with 
a heart that, even if not halfway open, can fling 
open the doors of lovingkindness to the 

awaiting universe.  We are the sanctuaries of 
hope that see despair and radiate joy, that hear 
shrieks and move toward harmony, that touch 
our fractures and manifest unbreakable sinews. 

Hope is the push into my deep delving.  
Trying things.  Discovering things.  Seeing things 
that need changing.  Aha!  The birth of Purpose.  
And then, we have the dazzling...daring duo.  
They walk together inside me.  True, hope does 
fade at times, and I am left floundering in my 
“what next” questions.  I am left reassessing, 
resting, gathering strength...until hope springs 
forth from my internities, and I act out of faith in 
my actions’ desire and goodness.  Yes, obstacles 
do arise, and I am left with musings of failure 
and frustration.  As I sit here, hope stuck in my 
throat, frozen to my seat— 

can’t mail the letter 
can’t apply for that job 

can’t notice the poverty,  
the joylessness, the pain 

of that child  
in the corner 

of the world. 
 ...Ah, hope shall arise again. 

 

MY TRIAL by Haley O’Conners 

 
Why do I walk so fast 
But not talk? I’m slow 
I’m quick I know not 

This I wish for 
All things that work 
To work together 
As it does without  
Trial I’m standing 

At the last end trial 
Of me if I’m being 
The perfect friend 

Am I good, they wonder 
As I look in I’m 

My only friend hoping to 
See again to be the  
Heart that saves the 
World that doesn’t  
See me too I’m only 
One girl lost at sea 

I breathe in I’m barely 
Me. I hope for a perfect 

Ending to all things 
Being within again 

All treads that send out  
Life to friends my end 
Again have faith I end.  
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WHERE IS THE HOPE by Kalia Mussetter 
 

Where is hope? 
The hope is in the contact, 

in the common breath 
reminding us— 

however different we may feel, 
we belong to each other; 

however different we may look, 
we share this air 

that fills us both with life. 
 

Where is the hope? 
The hope is in 

The strings of your guitar, 
the piano strings of mine 

moving together as we talk, 
making a harmony even in 

a dark, cold room 
It’s in the cadence of 
our beating hearts— 

the music that emerges 
when we are equal partners, 

not the leader and the dragged, 
in this difficult and complicated 

dance of healing 
 

Where is hope? 
The hope is in 

the warming sun of kinship— 
each time you listen deep to me, 

each time I listen deep to you, 
our voices stumble, 

regain their legs 
becoming stronger— 

truth is shared 
and understood 

 
Where is the hope? 

The hope is in the warp and weft 
of respect and mercy— 

the shuttle of attention moving 
back and forth between us, 

making slow and sure 
a weave of life 

both bright and strong 
to clothe our days 

 
Where is the hope? 

The hope is in the song 
of sorrow singing 

between your eyes and mine; 
that you can see and feel me 

even while my talk’s distressed— 
the mirror of your kindness 

opens up a gasp in me 
that I am not alone. 

 
Where is the hope? 
the hope is in the 

sweet forgiveness— 
the knowing that 
no matter what 

I might have done, 
or even worse, whatever has 

been done to me, 
I too can be held again 

in the arms of love, 
knowing I am not defined 

by the worst 
of my experience, 

but rather by my soul 
which is just 

the same as yours. 

Where is the hope? 
The hope is in 

the way that we can see 
each other— 

see that we are strong and smart 
and know a lot, can bear a lot; 

that even though we 
are sometimes 

cleverly disguised 
in rags and roughs 

and smells and despair 
of streets jails and hospitals— 

 
that even though we talk a lot, 
or way too loud, or not at all 

still we see each other— 
 

and in this being seen, 
we see ourselves again 

as we really are— 
whole and perfect and flawed 

like everyone, 
just like one among 

the rest of you 
humanity.
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ONE STORY OF HOPE by Gene Rice 
 

Burnt. Burnt remains. Looking at the burnt 
remains of his home hanging on to their old 
shapes - some of which were even now giving in 
to gravity's constant, consistent urging - Jeder 
felt small, insignificant in fact. How tiny his life 
syddenly seemed. All the loss! Not just the 
expense; all the loss! Specially the treasured 
trinkets, membrances of ancient memories; 
ooh, they were so very. . . . No: They used to 
seem so very important. “Some of the ashes,” 
he was thinking, “are from things I carried with 
me for half a century.” 

Tears blurred his sight briefly, till he 
remembered the short time he had before he 
had to get to the job. He paused, to change 
what he was thinking about back to what he was 
really here for – not to float off in some mystic 
fantasy of memories renewed. . .with regrets. 
Aye, there's the rub: There were so many 
regrets. 

So instead of making a manifest of all those 
mistakes, Jeder made himself pace the plan he'd 
plotted, the idea he'd had back home, 
beforehand. And it didn't take long to cover the 

small area, even looking closely at each and 
every square foot of the crunchy, crumbly, 
crumbling structure. 

And just as he was starting to leave, heading 
back toward the street, toward the car, the 
commitments, the meetings, and all the many 
other “adventures” awaiting him in this 
recovery – just as he was turning away from the 
burnt-up building that was now history, and the 
rancid reminders of what he'd once had, there 
was a gleam that caught his eyes; a spark, a 
flash of bight hope he hadn't noticed before in 
this heap of hopelessness! Immediately he 
headed for the spot it'd come from. When he 
got to the spot, it seemed to've disappeared, till 
he looked more closely. 

Kneeling in the ashes, he swept away a 
bunch of ashes, assorted debris, and dust to 
reveal the spot of brightness: A silver cross that 
he'd found years ago while on a walk with his 
wife, back before his new life had begun. Such a 
shiny bright delight. What a healthy happy 
hope! 

 

HOPE SNEAKS IN by Michael Goldstein  
 

I awaken reluctantly. My attempts to slip 
back into the disturbing dream I was having 
have failed. Here we go again, I say to myself. 
Now I have the responsibility to fill another day. 
One leg, then the other, swings over the edge of 
the mattress, my feet hit the carpeted floor. 

I stumble toward the bathroom, then veer 
into the kitchen. I'm rubbing my eyes, hoping 
that when I open them I'll be more awake and 
suddenly have energy for the day. Once again, 
this doesn't work. Oh well. Still feeling weak, I 
prepare my kitty's food, freshen his water dish, 
clean his litter box. All without joy. I press the 
button that turns on my computer. Then back to 
the refrigerator, where I gather 3 small eggs, 
boil them, then move to the couch. As I eat my 
breakfast I scroll through the news, reading 

about the disasters of the past day mixed with 
the expected disasters of today. My eyes glaze 
over. 

I feel intense lassitude. Inertia. Fatigue. I'm a 
concrete statue, stuck in this position forever. 

The idea of leaving home terrifies me. 
There's just too much to contend with out in the 
big messy world. Now the sun is too bright. 
Later the rain will come, too wet and cold. 
Drivers are speeding recklessly, horns honking, 
as they weave their cars and trucks in and out of 
the traffic lanes. Dogs are barking too loudly. 
Even my cat isn't being helpful- his kitten bipolar 
mania takes over and he whizzes back and forth 
while knocking things over and onto the floor. 

The day unfolds as it inevitably does. I sit at 
the computer, reading and watching while 
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slumped on the couch. The day lurches toward 
its end. The depression is relentless. I look 
forward to crawling back into bed, closing my 
eyes, and finally falling asleep. 

Much too soon, it's the next day. I groan 
loudly, swing out of bed, plop my feet onto the 
floor, step hesitatingly toward the bathroom... 
just like yesterday. Just like the day before. Just 
like the past week, month, year. I think, each 
day is just as bleak and hopeless as all the 
others. Will it ever end? 

But something feels subtly different this 
morning. I look out my window, toward the hills 
to the north. A few puffs of cloud drift 
overhead. Birds are chirping excitedly on the 
balcony railing as the cat chatters and gets 
ready as if to pounce. I smile, just a bit at the 
corners of my mouth—barely a smile—but it's 

more exercise than my lips have had in a long 
time. I boil my eggs. Today I notice the rich taste 
of the bright orange yolks, the smoothness of 
the whites against my tongue and the roof of 
my mouth. I think, shall I take a walk? 

This is very weird. 
I step out the door, looking both ways, then 

move forward. My steps lengthen. The sun 
warms my skin, it feels really good. I see that the 
leaves are moving as light breezes filter through 
the trees on each side of the street. A young 
man walks by me, I say 'hi', he acknowledges my 
simple greeting. 

Is this the feeling of hope? I remember 
having felt this way, so long ago. Maybe 
tomorrow will be better. Maybe my gloomy 
mood will lighten. Maybe, at least for today, I'm 
feeling hopeful. 

 
 

POEM ON HOOD MOUNTAIN by Gretchen Van Tassel 
 

My special love of nature! 
You have always been there! 

All the years! 
You help me feel glad when I feel sad! 

And 
O!  Boy! 

I feel such joy when I see you every day 
I want to say how much I love you, 

STILL beautiful Mountain 
Even though you got burned! 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
HOPE by Nate E. 

 
If I’m serious about recovery, then people will believe in me. If it weren’t for others showing me the 
way, I would feel there is no hope. My way only gets me so far. Asking for help is OK now. I trust others 
and I trust myself.  
 
 

Photo by Gretchen Van Tassel 

“Hope is like a road in the country; there was never a road, but when many people walk on it, 
the road comes into existence.”  

--Lin Yutang 
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SAFE PASSAGE (For Sarah) by Kalia Mussetter 
 

Into the arms of light 
my soul will glide 

like a silver fish shedding 
the smaller creek 

for the larger river; 
my fins will flash 
in that moment, 

current flowing me 
from little waters into big— 

soft, soft this funny 
tumbling will be, 

my soul 
long remembering 

helping out my body 
  

And then I will awake, 
ancestors all around 
open faces smiling 

into mine anew, 
old-earth slumber 

shaking from my eyes— 
soft, soft will the moments 

of my adjustment be, 
warm hands receiving me 
so familiar, newly blinking  
I will be, in this spacious  

gentle light 
  

Just like a babe I will be, 
resting easy in the 

blue blanket of  
this new place, 

my soul wet at first 
with the glide,  

the churn 
the shake of moving 

from my dear body— 
soft, soft I will feel, 

tender colors all around me, 
green and gold laughing 

their delight, 
love with my name in its mouth 

  
And then in all recognition 

stretching the limbs 
of my freedom, 

in brightening song 
my new adventure 

will begin, 
the tribe of my soul, 

friends and grandmothers 
circling all around me 

dancing all of us 
a new dance— 

  
soft, soft  my Creator’s 

welcome will be 
fulfilling all joy 

  

 

HOPING AGAINST HOPE by Kate Roberge 

During the time that this newsletter was being 
produced, our community was under threat. The 
Wellness and Advocacy Center, Petaluma Peer 
Recovery Center, Russian River Empowerment 
Center and The Peer Education and Training Program 
had all been slated to be cut out of next year’s 
Behavioral Health budget.  

In spite of our fears, and in many cases near-
despair, our peer community came together to fight 
the budget cuts. We wrote letters, visited our 

County Supervisors in their offices, and came in 
droves, week after week, to the county Board of 
Supervisors meetings. We spoke from the heart, one 
after the other, providing education about the lives 
improved and saved by these core services. 

And we were heard. On June 14th, the Board of 
Supervisors allocated 2.5 million dollars over two 
years to save Peer and Family Services programs. 
Advocacy works, and hope rising against all odds is a 
powerful force! 

  
  

 

Thank you to everyone who contributed to the contents of this Peer Education and Training (PET) Newsletter.  
To reach Peer Voices Now, contact: 

Kate Roberge 
Peer Education Coordinator 

(707) 483-7425 
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Earn a Certificate in Peer Support!!  
 

Peer Support Specialist Certification Training  
 

Coursework Includes:   
 

 Active Listening & Emotional Literacy  

 Communication Skills   

 Cultural Responsiveness  

 Ethics & Confidentiality   

 Boundaries & Self -Care 

 Facing Trauma & Addiction  

 Recovery & Resilience  

 Crisis Intervention and Suicide Prevention  

 Peer Advocacy & System Transformation  

 
 
 
 

Class Dates: August 6th , 2019, to November 5 th , 2019 
 

Class Times:  
Tuesdays (10 am-12 pm) 
Thursdays (10 am-12 pm)  

Fridays (10 am-1 pm) 
 

For more information and/or an application please contact:  
 

Kate Roberge 
Peer Education & Training 

2245 Challenger Way, Santa Rosa, CA 
(707) 483-7425 

kroberge@gire.org 
 

             
          

A program of Goodwill ~ Redwood E mpire  

>>>>>>> Applications DUE BY July 19
th

, 2019
  
<<<<<<< 

 

mailto:kroberge@gire.org
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Peer Support Specialist Certification Training!  
 

The Peer Education and Training Program 
(PET) offers a class in Peer Support Specialist 
Training, which helps prepare people with 
lived mental health experience to become peer 
support specialists. Students in this program 
study peer counseling, mental health recovery, 
co-occurring disorders, group facilitation, 
crisis de-escalation, communication, trauma-
informed care, emotional literacy, suicide 
prevention, cultural responsiveness, 
boundaries, and much more.  

The ultimate goal of the program is to 
encourage and support people with mental 
health challenges enter the mental health 
workforce, fostering a climate of mental health 
recovery in every place they are employed. The 
next Peer Support Specialist Training session 
will begin August 6th, 2019; applications are 
available now. The last day to apply for the 
class is July 19th, 2019.  For more information, 
please contact Kate Roberge, PET Peer 
Education Coordinator, at (707) 483-7425, or 
at kroberge@gire.org 

************************* *************  

Peer-Run Center Directory  
 
Interlink Self-help Center, 1033 4th Street, Santa Rosa............................................................. (707) 546-4481 
Petaluma Peer Recovery Center, 5350 Old Redwood Highway, Petaluma ....................... (707) 565-1299 
Russian River Empowerment Center, 15010 Armstrong Woods Road, Guerneville .... (707) 604-7264 
Wellness and Advocacy Center, 2245 Challenger Way, Santa Rosa..................................... (707) 565-7800 
 

************************* *************  

We value your input!  
Please complete our annual survey.  

 
1. What about this issue of Peer Voices Now! did you find interesting? Helpful?  _____________________  
 __________________________________________________________________________________________________  
 __________________________________________________________________________________________________  
2. How could we have improved this issue?  _______________________________________________________  
 __________________________________________________________________________________________________  
 __________________________________________________________________________________________________  
3. What subjects or peer issues would you like to see covered in Peer Voices Now!?  ________________  
 __________________________________________________________________________________________________  
 __________________________________________________________________________________________________  
 

************************* *************  
 

This survey can be dropped off at the Wellness and Advocacy Center or mailed to:  
 

Kate Roberge 
c/o The Wellness and Advocacy Center 

2245 Challenger Way, Suite 104 
Santa Rosa, CA  95407   

 
An electronic version of the survey can be requested online at kroberge@gire.org 

mailto:kroberge@gire.org

