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Here’s what I know is true. When it comes to mentoring, if
you have nothing but Christ… you have more than enough.



It is the summer of 1999 and I am thirteen years old.
My mother has just dropped me off at Crystal Peaks for the
afternoon. I walk up the gravel driveway to go and meet Kim for
the third time this week. As I walk up the drive, I see the
paddock on my left. It holds a few horses, rocks, dirt and some
old juniper trees. On the other side is just an open area with a
new unfinished fence line. Toward the top of the driveway
stands a very small tack room, a hay barn and a few newly
planted trees. Freshly laid sod scraps have been tightly pressed
together like green puzzle pieces. There is nothing glamorous
about this place, but something “hopeful” keeps calling me
back.
I’ve been coming to Crystal Peaks for a year now and
I’m here to ride my horse, a little Arabian
mare named “Liberty.” She was
once a starving horse and
her name was given as a
faithful declaration of
what her new life
would become.

W O O D F O R D

“Libby” was my best friend.
Kim greets me with a smile and a hug. “How was your day at
school?” she asks. While answering her questions, we walk back to
the tool shed and pull out some power drills. Together, we set off
to finish the fence we had started earlier in the week. She’s the
only person in my life that asks me these kinds of questions. She’s
the only person in my life who seems to really care about my
answers.
After twenty minutes of working side by side, she asks if I’d like
to bring Libby out for a ride. Seeing that we only had about ten
more rails to go, I decided, “Let’s finish the fence first. If I don’t get
to ride today that is okay, I can ride her tomorrow.” Kim smiles.
We continue to build the fence, side by side.
Even though our session today is made up of only completing
the fence, we get it finished. I’m proud to be a girl who knows how
to use a tool belt and power drills.

Continued on page 2

One thing I’ve learned while growing up at Crystal Peaks is this:
time invested in another’s life is more valuable, more important,
and more meaningful than any material thing.
Continued from page 1

Although I’m unable to ride Libby
today, as Kim is leaving for her next
appointment, she encourages me to pull
out my favorite horse and spend some
time grooming her. Many people see Libby
as simply a small, bay Arabian. But, today,
she’s just the right size for me to wrap my
arms around her neck and cry. No
one—except this tiny bay mare—really
knows what’s happening in my life.
As it gets later in the evening, I know
my mother will be picking me up soon.
Before anyone sees, I wipe away my tears.
As I slide the halter off my little friend’s
face, I whisper to her, “I’ll see you
tomorrow.” My mom pulls up in her
brown minivan and reminds me to sign up
for the next day. I smile. Running over to
the hay barn, I hurry to write my name on
the old dry erase board. Right before I get
into the van, Kim quickly comes over.
With a big hug, she lets me know she’s
excited to spend more time with me.
We arrive home to find my older
brother and younger sister rollerblading in
our cul-de-sac. It’s only us now. My father
walked out on our family a couple months
earlier. On this night, I spend the evening
fighting with my family. In frustration, my
mom sends me to my room early. Tonight,
like many other nights, I sneak out of my
room and go to the kitchen. I’m looking
for something, something to end the
chaos, something to take away the pain,
something to kill myself with.
I wonder, Will this be the night that I
finally follow through? Down the hallway I
hear a door close. Silently, I grab a sharp
knife and run back to my room.
Curled up in bed, holding the knife
close to my chest, I sob. Thoughts scream
inside my head. I fight to block them out;
they just get louder and louder, all

2

shouting the same question: what is there
to live for?
In the midst of my dark storm, a dim
light of hope flickers.
I’d promised Libby I’d be back the next
day to spend time with her. If I could just
make it through this night and the
following day of school, I would be able to
be free again.
Slowly, I place the knife on the dresser
next to my bed. I leave it close, just in case
I can’t make it through the night. I cry
myself to sleep.
This personal storm continued for years.
In the midst of depression, suicidal
thoughts, cutting, eating disorders and
many other dark struggles, I only had one
hope. If I could make it through the
weekend, another day of school, another
night at home, I would be able to see my
horse and spend time with Kim.
There was something different about
this little ranch, something different about
the people there. I felt safe, quiet and at
rest. I felt free while on the back of Libby,
something that I couldn’t find anywhere
else. My parents had tried many different
recourses to help me: counseling, church,
youth group and the like. But it wasn’t
until my mother found Crystal Peaks that
I started to have something to live for.



Now, in 2012, I’ve been at the ranch
for nearly fourteen years. I’ve participated
in sessions. I’ve been a volunteer. While
teaching them to ride, I’ve spoken hope
into the hearts of broken children. Today,
I am the Director of Operations.
One thing I’ve learned while growing
up at Crystal Peaks is this: time invested in
another’s life is more valuable, more
important, and more meaningful than any

material thing.
As this Christmas season approaches
and the world continues to yell, “Buy the
biggest gift! Spend the most amount of
money! Find the super toy that will
entertain the kids!…” I would encourage
you to give more than just the physical
gifts. Give the gift of your time. This will
change a life.
A small ranch in Tumalo, Oregon
invested in me and it helped save my life.
At that time, there was nothing glorious
about Crystal Peaks, it was little more
than a rock pit. But Troy and Kim prayed,
they asked God to use what they had. God
answered that prayer and started to stream
His hope through them and into the lives
of those who came to the ranch. The time
they poured into me helped point me back
to the hope of Christ.
Had I been given the chance as a
thirteen year old to choose the latest cool
gift or—to spend more time at the
ranch—I probably would’ve chosen the
material gift. However, deep down inside I
was dying. I was starving for someone to
love me just as I was. I was starving for
someone to care that I was alive. Like
Libby had been, I was starving for
someone to find me… and I found that
Someone at the ranch. Because, it was at
the ranch that I found Jesus Christ.
As a kid, I thought I was going to
Crystal Peaks to visit Kim and the horses.
I realize now that disguised in those
physical things was what truly kept me
coming back—the hope of Jesus Christ.
This Christmas, you might not think
you have much to give, but I urge you to
give your time. Offer your ability to ask
questions and listen, investing in the life of
another. You never know, your gift… just
might save their life.

You’re Not Alone!
T I F F A N Y

God brought me to the ranch nearly
four years ago in an unlikely way. He used
the horses and the staff to help save my
life. Then He shaped me into a leader.
The Lord has given me a story that now
He’s helping me to share.

P

As a child, I felt a large weight that I
could never shake. I believed I was not
only unloved, but felt too I was a burden
to all around me. I was ten years old when
these feelings intensified, collecting more
and more heaviness. That year, my sister’s
boyfriend committed suicide and the last
words I spoke to him were, “Bye-bye. I
hope I never see you again.” I blamed
myself for his death and honestly thought
that somehow, someway, it should’ve been
me that died.
Things continued to spiral downward
and I spent the next few years learning
new ways to harm myself. In the
beginning I would only use my words to
lie to myself by saying, “You are nothing,
nobody wants you, you aren’t worth
anything.” After this didn’t seem to bring
pain anymore, I figured out that I could
hurt myself by hitting my body,
but eventually the blows
stopped stinging too. At
that point, I was beside
myself as to what
I should do to
make it okay for
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me to even exist. So, I started cutting.
Cutting was something very different
than everything else I had done before. I
became addicted. The more I did it, the
more I couldn’t imagine not doing it. But,
the more I did cut, the more I hated myself.
At thirteen, I reached a point where I
was done trying and decided that
particular night would be my last. It was a
Sunday. I chose to go to a home fellowship
I had been attending for a while, deeply
desiring to be hugged one last time.
To my surprise, at the gathering, an
older girl named Kelsie—who I had never
even met before—asked me if I was okay.
Then, to even more of my surprise, I
found I wanted to tell her the truth. But
when I tried to speak, I couldn’t even get
the words out. So I typed it out on my
phone and showed her.

Kelsie sat me down and told me she
understood because she too had struggled
in this way. And then she told me that I
was loved. When I returned home, I
resolved to hold on through the night. If
Kelsie could make it, then why couldn’t I?
The following week I received an e-mail
from Kelsie inviting me to come to SAGE,
a girls group that met at Crystal Peaks. At
first, I honestly did not want to go. I was
confused as to why a stranger would care
so much about me. But even still, I went.
A month later I received another e-mail
from Kelsie asking if she could mentor me.
I felt even more confused because I was no
longer a stranger to her—she knew my flaws
and my issues—yet still chose to pursue me.
So again, I agreed.
In that year I was given a refuge, I began
to trust, and most importantly, I accepted
Jesus into my life.
The following two years I had a
different mentor, Laurie. She walked
alongside me as I started to question what
it meant to be a Christian and what it
meant to be confident in who Christ made
me to be. God used her to teach me that I
didn’t need to always apologize for
everything, especially when I’d done
nothing wrong. Laurie also taught me how
to accept the truth that God loves me and
has blessed me with people in my life who
love me too.
Continued on
page 4
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Not Alone !

Continued from page 3



After being mentored for three years, it was evident my life
had dramatically changed. Instead of being equipped with tools to
hurt myself, God began equipping me with love and compassion
for other hurting people. I knew that I was being called to serve,
and I felt like God was calling me to serve the children and
families at Crystal Peaks Youth Ranch. I applied to become a Full
Time Volunteer and was accepted.
Since I’ve become a volunteer leader here, I have been blessed
to give back to the place that God used to not only preserve my
life, but to bring healing to my heart.
This season I was privileged to work with a girl whom my
heart really connected with. This sweet girl was very insecure and
full of apologies. While riding, she was constantly saying “sorry”
for something. She would say “sorry” for saying sorry, and then
say “sorry” for saying sorry for being sorry. This is how it went
for most of the session.



I remembered all the times I was overwhelmed with “sorry
attacks.” Laurie would place her hand on my knee and remind me
that I was okay. And sure enough, I found myself stopping this
young girl’s horse, looking up at her, placing my hand on her
knee, and telling her that she was really okay and that she didn’t
need to be sorry. I explained to her that I understood how she felt
because I used to do the same thing. You could see her whole
body relax as she thanked me for understanding and told me she
was so glad to know she wasn’t alone in this.
That day wasn't the only time I have gotten to share a part of
my story, but that experience has stuck out the most. Without
my mentors I doubt I would’ve known how to walk beside this
struggling girl as I did. My heart felt so glad in that moment
because I knew that part of my story had been used to help.

What makes Jesus’ birth
meaningful to you?
Madison, Age 9: “Jesus came to earth when He was so
perfect, and He loved us.”

Aubrielle, Age 7: “It reminds us of what He did for us
and how much He loves us!”

April, Age 33: “It is usually when I am celebrating Easter
and Christ’s great sacrifice and conquest over sin, that I
am able to fully grasp His birth. When Jesus willingly
came to earth as a baby, He took upon Himself the
fullness of humanity. His sacrifice began there when He
submitted to becoming one of us in physical form, and
in so doing allowed us to draw near to an awesome,
nearly-unfathomable and loving God.”

Fiona, Age 13: “It’s important to me because if He wasn’t
born, I wouldn’t be saved.”

Michael, Age 7: “It’s meaningful that He came to save us.”

Kacie, Age 11: “To me, it’s good to know I can be saved.”

Kierra, Age 12: “I think it is cool that God chose to have
Jesus’ mother be just a commoner and not a queen. He
was born in a stable and not a castle. God did all these
for a purpose.”
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Riley, Age 15: “Well, Jesus’ birth is meaningful to me
because it’s the beginning of His plan to save us.”
Daniel, Age 17: “It’s a new hope. A time of rejoicing
because He came to show us His inconceivable love for
us and to be the One to give us a second chance.”

Ben, Age 14: “I feel Jesus’ birth is meaningful because it
is a demonstration of God’s perfect love.”

CPYR 2012
‘I came that they
may have life
and have it
ABUNDANTLY."
Jo h n 1 0 : 1 0 b ( N A S )
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Jesus is. I see His character displayed in
these people and it affects me. You can tell
it’s Jesus affecting them—and I want to be
like that. Jesus has used my time in the
various programs here at the ranch to
change me. I don’t know who I’d be if I
hadn’t come here.
Being a part of PICK UP THE
PHONE has particularly influenced me.
When I’m with the group I feel like I’m
with a bunch of buddies. I’m doing
something productive and helpful by

P h o t o : K a t i e Ja c o b s e n

P h o t o : Re d O w l P h o t o g r a p h y

I’ve always loved coming to the ranch.
I first came out to Crystal Peaks when I
was twelve years old. Now at seventeen,
I’m still here every opportunity I get. The
leaders have been a huge driving force for
my continual return. Every time I come up
the ranch’s long driveway, I see something
of great worth, the warm, smiling face of
someone who just wants to be my friend.
I’m greeted by those who love the person
they see. I now recognize that each of
those individuals reflects their Savior.

D A N I E L

In my years at the ranch, I’ve been a
part of the session program, a volunteer
and a member of PICK UP THE PHONE
(a boys discipleship group). This summer
I had the honor of coming on staff to help
out the facilities team. As a staff member,
I’ve had the opportunity to be like those I
first saw when I was twelve.
My leaders, the people I work with and
those who come here all show me who
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serving someone with a smile on my
face—it’s just priceless. Last year, when
we built the deck for Pam—it wasn’t just a
deck—we were building love and support
for someone whose family was going
through a lot. My mentors have been a big
part of shaping this time.
There is so much I admire about my
leaders and their mentorship of me.
Jeff W., Jeff G., Stan and Marshall respect

me. I’m not just a kid, I’m part of a
team—I’m part of their team. I feel safe
because my leaders don’t have expectations
of me being anyone else but me. I don’t
have to be fake—I can be open and just
who I am.
Now, being on staff and one of the
oldest members of PICK UP THE
PHONE, I get to share these same things
with the younger guys. I strive to be more
of a leader and to help the others feel
comfortable with who they are. I want
members of PICK UP THE PHONE to
be able to say that I’m their friend and to
be able to trust me. I want them to
experience what I’ve experienced.
I’ve encountered being mentored as a
kid here, and now I get to share this hope
with others as a staff member. Each person
has a story to share and each story shows
me what my Jesus is all about. He gives
love and peace to those who have a broken
heart… and THAT’S what I’ve loved
about my time at the ranch.

Thank You!
w

Yes! I would like to shoulder with
Crystal Peaks Youth Ranch to support
children, horses and families in need.
Please use my donation for:
 Where it is needed most
 Rescue the Equine
 Mentor the Child
 Hope for the Family

2012 has been many things for Crystal Peaks. It was a year of
great challenge, matched by God’s even greater grace. It has been a
time of deep personal growth for each of our staff, and for Troy
and I as well. While at times, growth can be difficult, we have
worked hard to welcome the assurance of the maturity it heralds.
Even within a fluctuating economic climate, we have seen
steadfast faithfulness amongst those who’ve chosen to support this
ministry. Troy and I are so keenly aware of the financial sacrifice
of the many who’ve helped to sustain the children, families and
horses that call Crystal Peaks their own. It is our continued prayer
that our Amazing Lord will make the truth of Luke 6:38 come
alive within your lives: that your gifts will return to you, pressed
down, shaken together, overflowing into your laps to make room
for more.
Friends, you’ve blessed us. Troy and I, with humble hearts full
of gratitude, wish to thank each of you.
Merry Christmas Dear Ones,
with Much Love,

Troy and Kim

 Empower the Ministry
 Potential Property Expansion
 Endowment Fund

Payment Method:
A check payable to Crystal Peaks Youth
Ranch or CPYR for $__________
Send donations to: Crystal Peaks Youth Ranch,
19344 Innes Market Road, Bend OR 97701.
You can also make your donation at
www.crystalpeaksyouthranch.org
with your credit card or PayPal account.
Name____________________________
Address __________________________
City _____________________________
State ___________ Zip______________
Phone ___________________________
e-mail ___________________________

Please make my donation a gift
 In honor of:
________________________________
 In memory of:
________________________________
 Please send gift acknowledgement to:
Name____________________________
Address __________________________
City _____________________________
State ___________ Zip______________
Phone ___________________________
e-mail ___________________________
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Crystal Peaks Youth Ranch Co.
(541) 330-0123
19344 Innes Market Road
Bend, OR 97701
www.crystalpeaksyouthranch.org

RETURN SERVICE REQUESTED

2013 Calendar
Our 2013 CPYR Calendar is now available. Order now to receive
our colorful calendar filled with some of our favorite pictures, fun
kid-quotes and inspiring Scriptures.
To order, click the “Calendar” link on the homepage of our website,
www.cpyr.org. Or, you can mail in your request to 19344 Innes Market
Road, Bend, OR 97701.
The calendar is our gift to you.
For those who would like to make a donation to offset the cost of
production and shipping, there is an option to do so on the order form.
Each calendar cost approximately $7 dollars to produce. We hope you
will be as deeply blessed by this gift—as much as we have been
preparing it for you.

Merry Christmas and a very Happy New Year!
from your Crystal Peaks Family.

Be sure to check out our brand new state-of-the-art website filled with
interactive opportunities, stories, videos, pictures and news!

www.cpyr.org

