
 My daughter Shelly was born in Anchorage, Alaska, 

on April 3, 1966 and she died in Anchorage, Alaska, on 

November 5, 1983.

               Shelly was a 17-year-old senior at West Anchorage 

High School, on the honor roll and played the flute in the 

school band.  She was also a Pink Lady Volunteer at Providence 

Hospital and she had an after-school job at 50-Minute Photo.  

She also had a summer job with Anchorage Daily News in the 

customer service department.  She was a beautiful and happy 

girl.  She had a boyfriend, but the love of  her life was the 

animals she took care of.  She had several cats and a dog.  She 

loved every animal she came in contact with and talked about 

being a veterinarian since she was four years old!

               But…………….

                           She never graduated from high school.

      She never became a veterinarian.

      She never got married.

       She never gave me any grandchildren.

Her life ended the day Steven St John, a 27-year-old man 

chose to drink & drive.  He had been drinking all afternoon 

and into the night.  He left a bar at midnight & drove the 

wrong way on Minnesota Drive, coming off  the Raspberry 

Road exit, with his

 headlights off, hitting my 

daughter’s car head-on.   

His blood alcohol level 

was .320.

She was killed instantly.

          

The Story of...

The Forget Me Not Foundation was founded in 2005, when Nancy 
and Royal Bidwell decided it was time to do something to stop the 
insanity of drunk driving in Alaska.

               “This is not what I imagined                                                                                                                                         

April 3, 1966 - November 5, 1983
Shelly Reed

Shelly with her favorite 
cat Joey.



He not only changed my life, my family’s life, all her relatives’ 

lives, but the lives of  all her classmates, her fellow workers, 

and her animal friends lives as well.

            It makes you wonder how my daughter Shelly would 

have changed the world.  How many other people’s lives 

would she have touched?  How many animals would she have 

loved and saved?

             Imagine having to attend your daughter’s funeral in 

November……..and leaving there without her, knowing you 

will never see her again.

             Imagine enduring the trial in April to convict the 

drunk driver.

             Imagine attending your daughter’s graduation at the 

end of  May and seeing an empty chair with a rose on it.

             Imagine her 19-year old brother accepting her 

diploma.

             Imagine two days after her graduation, the family 

gathered again, to bury her, now that the ground is thawed.

      This is not what I imagined when my daughter was born.

                                                                  Nancy Bidwell

Nancy with her 
children, Kenny 
and Shelly in 1967

Alaska lowered the legal  blood alcohol limit from 0.10 to 0.08 on 
September 1, 2001.  Governor Tony Knowles signed this into law in 
an attempt to  crack down on drunk driving crshes in Alaska.an atempt 

          when my daughter was born.”

Shelly’s Kindergarten 
picture.  North Star 
School 1971

Shelly’s Easter Bike.  She didn’t like 
having to wait for the snow to melt!



     “Everyone smiles in the same 

ANGEL-SHINE
By Nancy Bidwell

Shelly’s smile made me laugh; it made me sing...........................

She made my life a very special thing.

With a twinkle in her eye, and a giggle on her face....................

No one will ever take her place.

Her eager zest for life was a true delight.......................................

I cherished her; I loved her with all my might.

Now in God’s loving arms, out of  harm,......................................

Her face aglow with angel-shine, she’s the image of  eternal charm.

Driving under the influence doesn’t just affect the person behind 
the wheel.  It affects the whole community...  

Because of the frozen 
ground, the family had 
to wait over six months 
before they could lay 
Shelly to rest at Angelus 
Memorial Park Cem-
etery on May 25th, 1984. Nancy stands by Shelly’s 

Highway Fatality Memorial 
sign, installed in 2008.



     language.”        -Shelly Reed

Shelly, with her date, 
at her junior prom.

Inside of  crashed car that Shelly was driving. Shelly’s crashed Pontiac Firebird.

...if you can’t grab hold of this reality, then PLEASE don’t grab 
hold of the wheel.

Shelly with her brother Ken, who accepted Shelly’s 
diploma at her graduation ceremony.



  

Alaskan Teen Mini Stories 

I got a DUI a couple of  years ago and I didn’t really think it was a big deal.  I was almost home and I hadn’t 
killed anyone.   But when I got my second DUI, it made me think about what if  I had killed someone.  So 
now I still drink but only drink at home.   Bob

My mom and dad had a scare one night when the 
cops showed up at the house next door.  They thought 
the cops were coming to our house.  I was out for the 
night at a party and they thought that I might have 
been hurt or something.   They were so sad to find out 
that the boy who lived next door had been killed by a 
drunk driver that night.  I didn’t know him very well 
as he was several years younger than me.  But I had 
seen him playing ball with his dog a few days earlier.  
Drunk Driving is such a stupid thing to do!  I get mad 
when I hear about someone being killed by a drunk 
driver.  I will never drink and drive, even when I’m 
over 21 years old.  Teen in Alaska

My mother called me to come pick her up from a 
bar in town.  I was 15 and didn’t have my license 
yet, but I got the key to my dad’s car (he was out 
of  town) and went to get her.  At least she didn’t 
drive home drunk.
Kenai teen

I smelled alcohol on some kids in my class at school.  
My mom said I should have told the teacher or an 
adult, but I didn’t.  I hate to rat on people.  
Wasilla Teen

What do you do when your older sister sneaks back 
into the house late at night and she is drunk?   I 
didn’t tell my mom but should I have? This wasn’t 
the first time either.   She got grounded once and 
told mom she would never do it again.   But she 
has.  I bothers me that she drives home drunk.  
I’ve been hearing a lot lately about drunk drivers 
killing people.  I don’t want that to happen to my 
sister.  
Juneau teen

I was a big time partier and always got drunk at 
parties.  We would drink to see who could still be 
standing at the end of  the night.  We had a couple 
of  houses to go to for parties.  The parents didn’t 
care if  we drank and passed out there, because at 
least we weren’t out on the streets.   But one night 
a good friend of  mine died from Alcohol Poisoning 
and I got scared that it could happen to me!  So I 
cut down on drinking and didn’t go to any parties 
for awhile, but then I really wanted to party with 
my friends again, so started going to parties again.  
I didn’t drink as much though.   So I did learn a 
valuable lesson and my friends and I have made a 
pack to stick together when we drink and take care 
of  each other.  Plus we won’t binge drink or play 
any drinking games because you forget how much 
you’ve had.  We are careful drinkers now.  I hope 
other teens will read this and cut down on drinking 
too.   Alaskan Teen



Trenton Kyle Crowell June 4, 1978- October 26, 20099

After graduating from Soldotna High School, Trenton enlisted in the U.S. 
Army.  He completed his first full term of  service, and reenlisted.  He served 
in Germany, Turkey and Kuwait.  He received the Army Achievement Medal, 
Army Good Conduct Medal, Armed Forces Expeditionary Medal, Army Ser-
vice Ribbon, Overseas Service Ribbon, Expert Marksmanship Qualification 
Badge with Rifle Bar and Expert Marksmanship Qualification Badge with 
Grenade Bar.  Trenton was honorably discharged  in 2001. He continued his 
drug use thru this time. Trenton then went to work for drilling companies 
on the slope.  He started as Roustabout/Floorhand, working his way up to          
Driller from 2001 to 2009.

I should have taken him to the hospital, but didn’t 
realize how serious it was. I was very lucky he 
didn’t die from alcohol poisoning that night. 
Trenton was very well liked.  He developed a 
sense of  humor, and entertained his, and his 
brothers friends.  I would find them laughing so 
hard, holding their stomachs and rolling on the 
floor.  He was very active in sports, played base-
ball all thru school, and always made the All Star 
teams. He played hockey for KPHA and made the 
competition teams, also playing for high school.  
His freshman year at Skyview High School he 
played on the varsity team.  Marijuana very 
quickly became boring.  He moved on to bigger 
and better drugs.  He didn’t like to drink alcohol, 
because it made him want  “more” of  a high. His 
drug of  choice became Cocaine for many years.  
Trenton had friends that used, and he had many 
friends that did not.
Trenton’s father and I divorced his senior year. 

“Trenton died in his bedroom from an overdose of Heroin”

He continued his use of  drugs, and always managed to pass the 
UA’s.  He knew every trick there was to pass, or, if  he didn’t think 
he would pass the test, he made up an excuse not to go to work.  
The guys he worked with all liked him, because of  his great per-
sonality. 
I would find Trenton so high he couldn’t walk, talk, or even hold 
his head up.   We talked numerous times about his addiction. He al-
ways told me he could stop if  he wanted to.  When his grandmoth-
er was here visiting, and saw him high, she told him she would 
give her life for him to be clean.  He said, “Don’t worry, Grandma 
you don‘t have to do that, I can do it on my own.“  
He would get clean for weeks, even months, and then all of  a sud-
den, off  he would go again and get high. Then there were times 
he would come to me crying, saying he needed help.  By the time 
we would get finished filling out the paperwork to admit him to 
rehab, he would change his mind.  His sister made arrangements at 
a Veteran’s hospital, and he said no. 

When Trenton entered middle school, he began 
experimenting with drugs, mainly marijuana, to 
begin with.   The first time I found it in his room, 
he was just leaving  for a hockey trip to Anchor-
age.  I was mortified.  I called his coach and said 
I did not want him to go.  His coach said, “Can’t 
you find some other way to punish him?”  I went 
and got him.  The next time I found marijuana, 
I took Trenton to CICADA for counseling.  His 
counselor was new, fresh out of  college, no drug 
experience of  her own. .  She kicked Trenton out, 
because he said he was not going to stop smoking 
pot. Trenton told me if  I ever tried to put him 
in rehab, he would leave and I would never see 
him again.  I believed him.  He also came home 
extremely drunk, and throwing up. 



I bought him a one way ticket to
Longview Washington to stay with his 
father. Trenton had worked for years, and 
didn’t have a dime.  Little did I know that 
Longview is one of  the easiest places to 
get Heroin. 

Once again, Trenton’s sister made ar-
rangements for him to go to Oregon to 
the Veteran’s hospital for rehab. He could 
stay as long as needed, at no charge and 
they would train him for a job.  He said 
okay.  His father drove him there, and 
when he was checking into the hospital, 
they told him he needed to be there six 
months to a year.  Trenton said no. 
It wasn’t long until he met up with 
former classmates that were living in the 
Seattle area.  He used, then he would be 
clean for a couple weeks, or a month.   

My husband and I visited Trenton on  
October 13th.  He looked good and had 
been clean for a month.  

October 26th 2009,  Trenton died from 
an overdose of  Heroin in his bedroom.  
His girlfriend was there, but thought 
he was asleep. She was high too. Tren-
ton has five nieces that adored him.  He 
loved to play with them, bring them “Bug 
Juice”, and do the “Wiggle Walk” (a little 
thing he made up to do with them).  They 
now have no Uncle TT.  There is a little 
nephew that never got to meet him.  And, 
he has a brother and sister, that no longer 
have their brother. I no longer have my 
son. 

                    “He always told me he could stop if  he wanted to.”

“I would find Trenton so high he couldn’t walk, talk, or hold his head up.”

I ask Trenton what made him use, when 
he had been clean for a period of  time. 
He said, “Mom, you get the craving, 
and you tell yourself  no, don’t do it…..
you’re going to embarrass yourself, your 
friends and your family, don’t do it!  And, 
without even realizing it, you’re doing 
it.” The addiction takes over your mind.  
I know some of  the dealers that Trenton 
would buy from and called and gave the 
names to the police. I would see some 
of  them and they would say “Hi, how’s 
Trenton?”  When in reality, they had just 
sold to him.
Trenton  used prescription pills along 
with the other drugs.  He even had a 
Soldotna doctor meet him at the back 
door of  his clinic to give Trenton some 
pills.  He had arthritis, so had easy access 
to pain pills.  He became addicted to 
Heroin.  He told me there were times he 
would be snorting and shooting up at the 
same time.  He overdosed many times, 
but always had someone there that would 
get him up and moving, or take him to 
the hospital.  Several times he was taken 
from the Anchorage airport because he 
would  be passed out.  The last time he 
did that he was arrested because he had 
paraphernalia on him.  He lost his job,
but his attorney got all charges dropped. 
They would not hire him back on the 
slope. People told me to use tough love.  
I couldn’t do it.  I could not stand the 
thought of  my son dying, being cold or 
hungry, or lying in a ditch somewhere.  
He told me he could not stay here, be-
cause he knew as long as he was in Kenai 
or Soldotna, he would be high.



Not a day goes by, that I don’t ask myself  
if  I could have saved Trenton from this 
horrible addiction, if  I had been harder 
on him.  Trenton tried to fight it,
but the drugs are stronger than people 
can imagine.  The addiction won Tren-
ton’s battle. There is not a minute in the 
day that I don’t think about my son. His 
sister misses his phone calls and visits.  
The pain doesn’t stop.  We say crying is 
just a daily thing.
I never in my wildest dreams, thought I 
would write a letter giving my permis-
sion to cremate my son.

My son died from an overdose of  Heroin 
when he was 31 years old.  

My son died from an overdose of  Heroin 
when he was 31 years old.

Trenton is my middle child, he has a 
brother, three years older, and a sister 
2 years younger.  He was very shy as 
a child, and very selective on who his 
friends were.
Marijuana seems like such a harmless 
drug, such a harmless “high”.  Well, 
it doesn’t take long until that “high” 
isn’t enough.  You will start looking for 
something better, something to take you 
a little higher.  Before you know it, you 
are hooked, addicted, you can’t just “quit” 
like you thought you could. The drugs 
take over your brain.  Many drugs you 
take once, and you are addicted.  My son 
was very “normal”, all his life.  He did 
things everybody else did, riding bikes, 
skate boarding, roller blading, sports, 
dates, military, jobs, and had a lot of  
friends.  At a high school hockey game 
when Trenton scored a goal, some kids 
setting in front of  me said “Can you 
imagine how good Trenton would be if  
he wasn’t high all the time?” 

 “The addiction takes over your mind”

“Once you start, it is very hard or impossible to quit”

At Trenton’s Celebration of  Life, we 
ask for donations instead of  flowers, to 
be given to the DARE program.  We 
used that money to donate a bike for a 
special award.  We donated money for 
a bike the next year, too. This bike is to 
make the students think about where it 
came from….why it was donated.  It is 
in memory of  my son, who had so much 
potential, who was loved by so many, 
and who threw his life away, with drugs.

So you see, just drinking a little, or just 
trying marijuana, or any other drug, is 
the first step to becoming an alcoholic, 
or drug addict.  Once you start, it is 
very hard, or…impossible to quit.  It 
may be your first step to the end of  
your life.

Trenton, you are loved by so many, so 
much more than you could ever imagine.



My brother passed away from a drug overdose. There are no words to describe how 
much pain that caused me and my family. He never got to meet my son.  I thought 
that he would be the one to teach him to play hockey. I told him one time that my 
biggest fear was taking my kids to his funeral. That fear came true. I would give 
anything for Trenton to show up at my house right at bed time and get my kids all 
riled up. I would give anything for Trenton to call me and ask “what’s for dinner.”  I 
would give anything to have to buy him groceries again. I would give anything for 
him to show up just to talk with my husband and  I to tell us his crazy stories. I would 
give anything to have him back in my life. Trenton told me that he didn’t want me, 
our mom and our grandma to cry over him anymore. This is the most I have cried in 
my life. I know that if we could rewind life he wouldn’t have done the drugs that he 
chose to do that night, but we can’t rewind life. He was an amazing brother & uncle. 
When someone dies it doesn’t just kill them, it kills a part of everyone in that family. 
We love and miss you Trenton, aka Uncle TT.
 

Maggie  Tapia
9-6-2011

      “Trenton had so much potential and he threw his life away with drugs and alcohol”

“When someone dies it doesn’t just kill them, it kills a part of  everyone in that family”

My brother proudly served his country as a mechanic in the Army.  He spent time 
in South Carolina, Germany, Turkey, and Kuwait.  He wasn’t a huge fan of serving 
overseas but he completed his enlistment.  Trenton loved being a Roughneck on the 
drilling rigs, unless that meant working in Prudhoe Bay.  He absolutely hated the cold 
weather.  Trenton was an extremely hard worker; in fact, I have never met anyone 
that had anything negative to say about his work ethic.  

I would guess that Trenton has seen and done things that most of us couldn’t imagine.  
He told me that one time while he was on R&R in Germany he got jumped by 3 
skinheads…they beat him up and stole his wallet.  When Trenton told me that story, 
he laughed the entire time.  I couldn’t quite figure out why it was so funny…

Trenton was probably the wittiest person I know.  He taught his nieces to call him 
“Uncle Tea Bags” much to the dismay of Maggie, Jared, Wendy and I.    When it 
came to electronics Trenton was always tinkering with something.  He would take 
apart his stereo and put it back together just because he was curious of what made it 
work.

I wasn’t always the best big brother.  I think Trenton and I fought more than we got 
along as kids.  Trenton was a freshman when I was a senior.  So he had to deal with 
not only being a freshman but also his jerk brother and his jerk brother’s jerk friends 
all the time.  Trenton won most of my friends over once high school hockey started.  
As a freshman he impressed them with his skill and heart.

I can’t imagine what it’s like to lose one of your children and I hope I never have to 
experience it.  Mom and Dad, please do not question anything you ever did in raising 
Trenton.  You were and still are wonderful parents.  I love you Trenton.

From your brother,
Jason

Trenton was my partner in crime growing 
up.  I think we would sit around and think 
of things to do to get under my parents skin.  
We spent our formative years playing around 
the house, whether it was wiffle ball in the 
yard, hunting rabbits, riding snowmachines, 
or playing baseball, we were always doing 
something.  We spent a lot of time playing 
hockey on the pond and Trenton grew up to 
be a very good hockey player.



“I can’t breathe, I can’t breathe,” I’m yelling as my voice turns to a whisper.  I’m so scared and I hurt so bad.  I thought I just had 
the wind knocked out of  me, but soon realized how badly I was hurt.  I can hear my 6-year-old brother screaming, “How are we 
gonna get home, how are we gonna get home?”   Thankfully he wasn’t hurt, just scared out of  his mind!  

My older 17-year-old brother helped me out of  the back of  the van.  I was so cold and shivering.  Also a man with blankets 
stopped and helped us all.  We have never been able to find him to tell him thank you and we hope he reads this and comes forward.  
My whole family wants to thank him!

We were on our way home to Wasilla.  We had been in Kenai at the Boys Basketball Regionals watching my 17-year-old brother 
play for Colony High School.   Colony had come in second place!

I can remember everything up to the  helicopter arriving, then I guess I blacked out!  I woke up in the hospital.  I had four broken 
ribs, a punctured lung, a ruptured spleen and a ruptured bleeding liver. I finally got out of  the hospital on my 13th birthday.

When I got out of  the hospital I found out that my 77-year old grandmother had died.  She was sitting in the front passenger seat 
and had been unconscious after the crash.

My mother had been driving and she had her leg broken in two places.  She remembers seeing the other vehicle, a truck, cross the 
center lane and head straight for her, but she couldn’t get out of  the way.  We heard that the other driver broke and arm and a leg 
too.  We think the driver fell asleep while he was driving and that’s why he hit us.

Asleep At the Wheel?

My 9-year-old sister was also hurt in the crash.  She had a 
nasty cut above her eye and I remember seeing the blood 
running down her face.

My dad and my other 17-year-old brother, (I have twin 
17-year-old brothers) the basketball player,  had driven a dif-
ferent vehicle home and were already there and waiting for 
us.

I hope that sharing my story will remind people NOT to 
drive when they are sleepy.  Look what can happen!  If  you 
are tired, please pull over and take a nap or let someone else 
drive.  

I really hope that the Good Samaritan who stopped to help us 
reads this story and contacts the Forget Me Not Mission and 
they will contact me. 

Written by Kristi, now a 17-year-old senior 
at the Career and Technical High School in Wasilla.   



Crash Caused by Drunken Texting in Fairbanks  
November 18, 2011

 Roger Dean Ostbloom, 40, was sentenced to serve two years in jail in what may be the first Interior 
prosecution for driving while intoxicated and distracted by a cell phone.
 A head-on crash occurred on Phillips Field Road on an early Sunday morning in Fairbanks, Alaska. The 
accident is said to be caused by a text message and a driver under the influence of  alcohol.
 The driver, Roger Dean Ostbloom, was reported to be texting while driving. While his eyes were off  
the road, his Ford F-150 pickup drifted into the oncoming lane of  traffic. Ostbloom looked up to see that he was 
about to collide with a Chevy Avalanche.
 Fairbanks police arrived to the scene to find both vehicles had suffered severe front-end damage. The 
driver of  the Avalanche, Adam Strom 20, was rushed to Fairbanks Memorial Hospital with a fractured  hip, 
torn tendons and ligaments and other injuries to his back and shoulder.  Ostbloom however, was not hospital-
ized. 
 Ostbloom stated that he was texting and noticed the oncoming Chevy instantly before impact. Strom 
declared that in an attempt to avoid the collision he slowed down. Ostbloom was slurring his speech and smelled 
of  alcohol. According to a chemical test he had a breath-alcohol content  slightly over the legal limit at 0.097. 
 Ostbloom was charged with driving under the influence and felony second degree assault. He was also 
charged with driving a motor vehicle with a screen device operating, which is a law that makes it illegal to text 
and drive. 
 Superior Court Judge Michael McConahy said jail time was necessary in this case to show societal con-
demnation for the new crime of  driving while distracted by a cell phone, a growing issue because of  the popu-
larity of  text messaging.  Before the sentencing, Strom spoke about how Ostbloom’s actions changed his life.  
“To call this an accident would be a mistake,” he said.  “I’m not sure what to call it because it was caused by one 
person’s lack of  responsibility and it has dramatically changed my life.”
 Strom serves in the Army and said the accident was more traumatic than both his tours in Iraq.  He’s 
now in the process of  being medically discharged from the Army.  The long list of  activities he used to enjoy 
but now finds painful because of  the accident include driving, hunting, fishing, sex and even going to the movies 
because he can’t sit comfortably for more than 20 minutes at a time he said.
 Though it has been against the law to text while driving since 2008, texting arrests remain rare in 
Alaska. Only two people were arrested for the offence in the past year, however, neither of  them were involved 
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My Perspective on Underage Drinking

University of   Pittsburgh’s Cathedral 
of  Learning has 2,529 windows.  It is 
the second tallest education building 
in the world at 535’ tall with 42 floors.

Sean and friends Halibut fishing

             Sean and fellow AFJROTC

“After witnessing underage drinking consequences,
I believe that the risks of  underage drinking
   far outweigh any reason you want to drink”

My name is Sean Crafts. I’m a South 
Anchorage High School 2011 graduate 
and currently attending the University 
of  Pittsburgh. I’d like to share my per-
spective on underage drinking. 

The University of  Pittsburgh has its 
students complete a mandatory online 
course called “Alcohol Edu”. Alcohol 
Edu is an arduous series of  surveys, 
video scenarios, and quizzes that inform 
students of  the costs of  underage 
drinking. However, I found that many 
people just texted or listened to music, 
disregarding most of  the information. 
After being in college for nearly four 
months now, I realized that no amount 
of  alcohol education could compare to 
seeing the real consequences of  alcohol. 

It was one of  the first weekends of  
college. I remember walking back from 
Dave & Andy’s Ice Cream Parlor with 
some friends. Entering the doors of  my 
Residence Hall, I saw a girl being rolled 
out in a stretcher, alcohol poisoned. 
That night, no matter how much I 
thought about it, I couldn’t understand 
why she would push herself  so far. 
Why did I go out to get ice cream and 
she alcohol? Regardless, I thought she 
was very fortunate to have friends who 
notified the authorities. After witness-
ing more and more alcohol poisonings, 
I realized just how dangerous underage 
drinking can be. 

Even if  you don’t drink to the point 
of  sickness, there are still some risks. 
Besides being marked with an underage, 
you can ruin your relationships with 
others.  

A sweet and bright girl lives on the 
floor above me.  She once brought me 
tea and cookies when I was sick.  How-
ever, one Friday night, some friends and 

I was getting ready for bed when 
she walked into the men’s bath-
room.  She was very intoxicated and 
struggled to put her words together 
as she asked if  she was talking too 
loud. I recommended that she go to 
sleep. She smiled and grabbed my 
crotch. Upset, I forced her to go to 
her room before she did anything 
that could get her into serious 
trouble. The next day, she was ex-
tremely embarrassed around me and 
she should’ve been. This was not the 
only humiliating incident that hap-
pened to her because of  alcohol. Her 
floor became known as the desperate 
floor and her friends resented her 
for it. All her heartbreak could have 
been avoided if  she refused to drink. 

Still, I can understand wanting to 
drink before 21. If  used appropri-
ately, alcohol can lighten the mood 
of  social gatherings and make 
things such as flirting easier. But, 
after witnessing underage drinking’s 
consequences, I believe that the risks 
of  underage drinking far outweigh 
any reason you might want to drink. 

Furthermore, you’d be surprised to 
learn that many students in college 
share the same opinion. One day, I 
will enjoy the effects of  alcohol. But, 
currently, there is too much poten-
tial for me, and you, to risk. 

So before you go to college and 
come to the point where someone 
offers you a shot, know that the 
consequences of  alcohol are real and 
could change the rest of  your life. 
No matter how self-assured you are, 
remember when you’re under the 
influence, you’re not yourself.



Teens Tell Their Stories

Alcohol has a big impact in the villages. It is very addicting once you start. It is a very hard habit to break. I have seen 
the effects of alcohol on my Mom and Dad. When they start drinking, they end up getting into fights. It not only 
affected me, but my brothers and sisters as well. What we’ve experienced was called domestic violence. These things
can change you.  I didn’t hate my parents but I was very scared for me and my brothers and sisters.  I also was very 
worried about my parents and afraid they would kill each other.  But they haven’t yet.
-B.

In April of 2010, my best friend and I lived in a small town called Gouvemeur, north of Buffalo, New York. He had fallen 
into peer pressure and plunged into a deep and dark trip of depression. He started drinking alcohol, at first it wasn’t 
often. Then he started drinking daily and soon started dipping and smoking weed and tobacco. Eventually, it got to snort-
ing substances I believe were cocaine. Not only did my friend lose all of his friends, but also lost scholarships, a record 
deal, his family and his life. It had affected me very strongly and I’m sure it affected all of the residents of  Gouvemeur as 
well.     
-Carl

Alcohol is a very dangerous liquid that affects people 
in many different ways. Alcohol is one of the many  
reasons why citizens are dying today. It changes 
the way you look, feel, act, and think. Some of my 
friends are involved with alcohol. They have either 
dropped out of school or are planning on it. Also, al-
cohol is another main reason why car accidents have 
been increasing lately. Surprisingly, people think 
that alcohol is a way to make you feel better about a 
situation in which they are going through. Another 
is people think that drinking alcohol is cool! They 
think that now, but I wonder if they will think that in 
the future?
-W.

Alcohol makes you a LOSER. Some people try to be nice to alcoholics by telling them its ok, just quit. The facts are that 
if you start drinking like a mad man in high school, you are going to be a loser for the rest of your life. I had a friend 
that went to Lathrop, he wasn’t the smartest kid, but was in JROTC and did the right things. He wanted to join the Army 
to serve his country but he lost his focus one day and just started drinking. I don’t know if it was because he was 
depressed or if he just thought it was fun, but he screwed up bad. Now he doesn’t go to school, he can’t join the Army, so 
he is stuck. People need to tell alcoholics how it is because if you don’t scare them into cleaning up their act, that’s just 
one more loser on the streets begging for money for his next bottle. 
Anonymous

My dad was always drinking and he was always mad 
at everyone.  He started to age and now he looks like 
a zombie.  He finally quit and hasn’t had a drink in 
two years.
-S. 

Why do my parents drink?  
They fight when they drink.  I hate it!
I just shut my door and turn up my music.
-A.



  Are You Listening?     Does Anyone Care?

Alcohol, Poison, Diseases and More; You started it, but the question is; when will it stop? Hurting others, denying what 
you know is the truth, speaking lies, and not caring about the risks. You’re trying to make it seem like you’re cool, but 
inside, you’re dying, silently crying, and afraid to even take the first sip. It may not seem like it’s affecting the person hand-
ing it to you, but really it is. They hold that bottle to seem braver and to act like the leader. They have their own issues and 
their own fears. They smile in shame and laugh with sorrow. But they have the guts to face you and act like everything is 
ok? You know everything isn’t. You’re afraid to go home and face the consequences that are there waiting for you. Your 
family cries and argues with you over and over again. When the truth is, they were caring the whole time. But yet, you 
don’t listen. In your head you’re just thinking about what to do next, or what you should say. Every time you speak, the 
person yelling at you doesn’t even hear the words you say. They are too busy thinking about everything they need to say. 
They can only yell so much, hoping you got the point. You go to your room. Most of us run away yet again. When we 
finally get to a place where we feel safe, we think about what we’ve done. How we wish we wouldn’t have done it, and how 
we wish we could take it all back! Some of us laugh and act like it was a one-time thing, yet later in life are addicted. “Only 
weekends,” some say. A weekend can lead to so many broken rules! Everything can change. 
It’s your body, your life, but it’s never too late to change.
-C. in Fairbanks

My Dad drinks. Not as much as he used to, but he still does. Alcohol causes many problems with families. My experi-
ences with alcohol have only been about my Dad. Whenever he’s been drinking, I can always tell. He gets mad about most 
things without having been drinking, but when he’s been drinking, he gets furious. Any little thing will set him off. It is 
sad. He can’t control it after he drinks. But he can control how much he drinks... and he chooses whatever amount he 
wants. I find it scary when he drinks, because there’s been bad experiences before, and so I always think...”What’s gonna 
happen this time?” You never know what someone will do when they’re under the influence of alcohol. That’s what scares 
me the most. I hope he’ll cut down, and maybe even stop drinking. That’d be a blessing.
- D. A teen in Alaska

My mom actually gave me my first drink when I was about 9 years old.   I told some friends when I was a teen and they 
wished they had a cool mom like me.  We could party at my house any time we wanted.  Well, my cool mom was stopped 
for DUI several times and then she had an accident and hurt someone very bad.  My friends and I don’t thinks she’s so 
cool now.  She almost had to go to jail.  I felt really sorry for her.
-K. in Alaska

All of my family members drink alcohol.   
Everyone is drunk almost every night.  It 
used to be they drank on weekends but now 
it’s all the time.  Five out of six of them died 
because of it.  My Uncle shot himself in the 
head.  My Aunt murdered her father.  My 
parents died in a boating \accident and my 
other Aunt died of a heart attack, all because 
of alcohol.   I have friends who have a family 
like mine too.  It seems everyone we know 
drinks alcohol.  My parents used to leave me 
alone when I was little, and go buy alcohol. 
I was scared they might not come back.
-B. in Alaska



Western Alaska Alcohol and Narcotics Team 
(WAANT)

This team’s primary area of  responsibility is Alaska’s west coast, to include: Kotzebue, Nome, Bethel, Dillingham and 
the Aleutian Chain. The WAANT consists of  one AST sergeant, two AST investigators, one AST Criminal Justice 
Technician and one soldier from National Guard Counter Drug Support Program in Anchorage; three AST investiga-
tors and one local police officer in Bethel; one AST investigator in Nome, one AST investigator and one local police 
officer in Dillingham and one AST investigator and a local police officer in Kotzebue.

One of  the positions in Bethel and one in Anchorage are dedicated specifically to alcohol interdiction and investigations.
Due to the vast number of  local option communities in Western Alaska, a significant portion of  this team’s focus is on 
alcohol enforcement.  Smugglers and bootleggers are targarted through undercover operations.

The Arctic Foxes, Kimbertee Ross and her daughters 
Taylee and Shylee, Alice Burge and Brenda Calhoun.

Royal and Nancy helped Officer Fannie Burge with the Big Pour on 
August 6, 2011.  In 2010 over 100 gallons were collected.  In 2009 
there were 98 gallons collected and poured out.  In 2008 another 111 
gallons were collected and poured out into 55 gallon drums.

The Pavva Inupiaq Dancers perform at the Big Pour.
Officer Fannie Burge, Officer Pratt, Sgt Suter and Sgt. Martines 
introduce the Soaring Eagle Drum Group.

Alaska State Senator Joe Thomas (D) of Fairbanks and 
Officer Stevener helping with the Big Pour.



“The Big Pour...”
Every year a substantial amount of alcohol and/or drugs 
destined to dry/damp communities is intercepted and 
seized as a result of the many tips reported to the Airport 
Police and Fire Department Drug and Alcohol Tip Line. 
This would not have been possible without the help of 
community members who actively support the enforce-
ment of local alcohol laws.

To encourage more of this support, the Airport Police and 
Fire Department held a “Big Pour” event on August 6, 2011 
at 10:00 AM at the General Aviation Airpark on the East 
Ramp-Float Pond Road, in Fairbanks

At this event community members gathered to dispose of 
the alcohol that was seized during the previous calender 
year. Corporation board members, state and local repre-
sentatives, members of the Forget Me Not Mission, and lo-
cal communties were present and “ceremoniously” poured 
out all of the alcohol into 55 gallon drums.
__________________________________________________________________________________________________
Alcohol Importation - On 1/23/2012, a local air carrier reported a box which appeared to be leaking alcohol.  The box was 
destined for an adult male in Chevak.  Investigation revealed the parcel contained three -750ML bottles of alcohol, one of 
which was broken.

Alcohol Importation - On 1/9/2012 Anchorage WAANT investigators observed a package at a local air freight carrier des-
tined for St. Mary’s that looked suspecious.  Inside were five-750ml bottles of R&R and three-750ml bottles of assorted 
brands of alcohol.  Each bottle would sell for approximately $100.

Alcohol Importation - On 1/13/2012 Nome WAANT contacted a 36 year old female that was traveling to Gambell at a local 
air carrier in Nome.  one-750ml bottle of alcohol was removed from her luggage.  

Alcohol Importation - On 1/19/2012 Bethel WAANT contacted a 40 year old male and a resident of Anchorage as he waited 
for his flight to Goodnews Bay.  four-750ml bottles of Monarch Vodka were found and seized from his checked bags. 

Alcohol Importation - On 1/5/2012 Bethel WAANT investigated two postal parcels which were headed to an adult female 
in Hooper Bay.  Person unknown had sent 6six-750 ml bottles of alcohol.

Alcohol Importation - On 1/4/2012 St Mary’s AST received a report that an 18 year old male was traveling from Anchorage 
with three boxes of Alcohol.  Seized were 72, 24oz plastic water bottles filled with vodka. The Alcohol was being transpor-
tated to Pilot Station.

Alcohol Smuggle - On 8/26/2011 Bethel WAANT identified two postal parcels addressed to a former resident of 
Kongiganak.  Found inside were twelve bottles of alcohol, which had been burped and secreted inside rolls of toilet paper.  

Alcohol Importion - On 11/4/2011 at the Anchorage International Airport, 
six 59 fl oz containers of orange juice were found to contain Vodka and Wiskey.  
These boxes were being shipped to Nome.

Alcohol Importation - On 12/16/2011 a local Anchorage carrier reported a backpack filled with 
ten bottles of various kinds of alcohol was left at the check-in desk.  A 36 year old male had taken 
a bathroom break and when he returned he saw agents going through his backpack.  He denied 
it was his, but his nametag was on the handle of the bag.  

Even the kids helped with the Big Pour.
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