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A Note to the Reader 

The following pieces may contain themes relating to sexual assault, 

suicide, disordered eating, mental health, and other sensitive topics. 
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Letter from the Editor 

Dear reader,  

Welcome to the eighth edition of Capillaries Journal of Narrative 
Medicine at the University of Washington. Our mission here at 

Capillaries is to bridge the gap between the sciences and humanities. 

We aim to do so by providing the members of the UW community 

an opportunity to share and reflect on their experiences with health 

and healthcare in all its forms. Art and writing are powerful outlets, 

and now more than ever, it is our hope that Capillaries function as a 

place of healing for our contributors and readers. 

We imagine many are missing aspects of their everyday lives that 

have seemingly disappeared this past year. From the weight of heavy 

backpacks on our shoulders, the feeling of rain and autumn leaves 

beneath our boots, to missing the bus right as we get to the stop. 

Minor inconveniences now feel like underappreciated gifts. These 

feelings of longing, loneliness, and emptiness are recurring themes 

within the pieces featured in this issue. However, if there is anything 

putting this issue together has shown us, it is that we are not alone. It 

is our sincere wish that as you read through the pieces in the 

Autumn 2020 issue, you feel comforted by this knowledge.  

Thank you to our writers and artists for trusting us with some of 

their most vulnerable work. In these seemingly dark times, we 

hope this issue is a shining light. 

Best, 

The Capillaries Editorial Team 

Nikki Talebi 

Miriam Mayhle 

Peachyapa Saengcharoentrakul 

Haley Pang 



 

Andy Chia  

 

Neva Crnkovic Hahn 

 

Varuna Ravi 

 

Chelsea Ng  

 



A study of what it means to be intimate during quarantine and for 
the microscopic bacteria involved in a kiss to be made visible. 

A Bacterial Color Study
By Tomás Narvaja 
2nd Year Medical Student, 
BA in Gender, Women, & Sexuality Studies 

10



11 

Shooting Star 
By Rachel Reed 
English Major  

Like a dying star 

I fell to earth 

Naked and alone 

Fear gripped me 

Lost in the wilderness 

The evergreen trees 

Fragrant and dense  

No one heard me  

Calling out at night 

The air ripped from my lungs 

I was alone 
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La Vie en Marguerite en Plastique 

(or how a solar-powered plastic daisy taught 

me how to live during lockdown) 
By Kiersten Andrulevich  
Comparative History of Ideas Major 

I miss dancing.  

I want to dance with you, daisy. How can you care about so little; be 

so little? You seem so big. I’m envious. How dare you dance so 

freely in front of me, don’t you know there’s a crisis going on! I 

don’t want to talk about it anymore.  

Let’s just dance, that feels right.  

The energy around me is permeating. I want to curl up into myself 

and cry forever.  

How. Can. They. 

Be. SO LOUD!  

Please. Quiet.  

They take up so much space. I want to be alone with the daisy. 

Dazed, quiet, sweet loving energy. The world needs to know. 

I will scream it from the rooftop, I will put my daisy on a pedestal, 

and all will behold and bow down! This is god! This is the universe 

and the truth and the meaning of everything incarnate in plastic!  

Remember! What it means to be alive. To be a plastic daisy. She’s 

not worrying about rent, worrying about what your roommate’s 

boyfriend’s friend’s girlfriend said about you that night and how dare 

they talk about you like that anyway? Don’t they know who you are! 

Just the same as everyone else! I am better or worse than you 

dependent on how I want to feel given the moment. You are a 

perfect set of comparisons.  
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There is no I without you and I need to differentiate I from you 

with increasingly complex, miniscule, trivial categories which keep 

me chained to the illusion that I am someone unique and free and 

worth defining. Who cares? Why do I care? I am everyone. I am 

no one. Divine creation and every star exploding at once. A speck, a 

piece of dust on the timeline of nothing.  

Permeable.  

I want to dance.  

Move my mortal form in the freest expression I can. Mind, body, 

soul was always one, life orgasming through every sensation. Laugh 

at you. Middle finger. SCREAM LOUDLY. I want to be alone with 

myself. I love myself. There is beauty out there and I need to see it! 

I need to embody the daisy! Life is happening, I always forget. Don’t 

feel bad, it’s ok to be sad.  

Wake up!  

You’re gonna get old and think about what you did with your life 

and have a whole list of regrets and things you wish you did and 

were and places to go and see but you can’t because the body you 

never danced with is dying.  
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Pieces  
By Rachel Reed 
English Major  

Pieces 

Glued together 

From pictures 

Beaches and waves 

I am not human 

I am a collection of memories 

Of days driving 

To nowhere at all 

Just for the fun of it 

I'm a dozen cigarettes 

Piled into a can 

Headaches and yelling 

Laughter 

Mountains and prairies 
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I'm a shell of the things 

I used to be 

What I want to be 

I'm scared that night 

Will swallow me 

If I tried 

To be that person 

To be any person at all 

Are we trapped in this place? 



Can art production be a form of scientific inquiry and bring in 
novel, unconsidered techniques? Can medical research be done in 

artistic ways that open science up to new types of questions? 

Microbiotic Intimacy
By Tomás Narvaja 
2nd Year Medical Student, 
BA in Gender, Women, & Sexuality Studies
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A Kiss for a Lover and One for a Cat 
By Tomás Narvaja 
2nd Year Medical Student, 
BA in Gender, Women, & Sexuality Studies
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golden in the moon 
By Rachel Reed 
English Major 

In the moonlight 

Hiding in the dark 

I was with you 

And when we emerged 

Covered in gold 

I heard myself call your name 

A dull aching  

Came into my chest 

My heart constricted 

I wanted you 

With passion 

Consuming 
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quiet 
By Jasmine Kaneshiro 
BSN, RN, DNP-Population Health Nursing Student 

1.  
“Japanese. Chinese. Korean. You shut your mouth,” she 

said. I didn’t know her. It was a sunny August day. I was leaving 

Pike Place Market, one of my favorite parts of Seattle. On a day like 

this, it should have been full of tourists, vendors, and buskers 

playing music on the sidewalks. Today, in the midst of the 

pandemic, the market was noticeably empty. I was wearing a mask 

and saying nothing at all.   

Just before she talked to me, nothing had been out of the 

ordinary. We were walking on the sidewalk, her in front. Suddenly, 

I became aware that she was blocking me – veering left, then right, 

then left again as I tried to avoid her. A familiar feeling of dread set 

in as I braced myself for what could happen next. We both 

stopped.  

And then she spoke, harshly, as though we had been 

arguing. Her voice full of scorn and pain.  

Shut your mouth, she repeated. 

I stayed silent. My presence was too much for her, so what 

could I say to defuse the situation? I climbed the hill out of the 

market, heart beating rapidly, afraid that she might be following me. 

Afraid that looking back would only escalate her further.   

In July, I had a similar, briefer encounter on my walk home 

from work. As a woman passed near me on the sidewalk, she yelled, 

“Asian bitch. You’re being special, Asian bitch.” She wasn’t teasing 

me. She was angry.  

Her words haunted me for days after as I racked my brain as 

to how I was “being special,” other than being an Asian American 

woman in a public place. I asked myself over and over again: How 

could I have prevented this?   

My brain came up empty every time. 
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Another day this summer, a soft feeling of defeat settled in 

as I scanned an email. Someone in a position of authority 

introduced me as “quiet, but diligent” to a group with whom I am 

working on a remote project, a group who will never hear my voice. 

Despite knowing and working closely with this person for over a 

year, they chose to evoke this harmful stereotype as my most salient 

descriptor. I wonder: was this person writing about me as I am? Or 

as I’m supposed to be? 

I’m a Japanese and Okinawan American nurse and doctoral 

student from Hawaii who likes cooking and traveling and dreams of 

a more equitable world. These experiences during this summer of 

COVID-19 have reminded me, painfully, that I will always be an 

outsider to some. I’m taking up too much space and being too loud. 

To some, my most visible identities form a hollow shell, despite 

how whole I feel, despite my lived experiences, education, beloved 

personal connections, or attempts to be a better person. I don’t feel 

like this all the time, but just a few words bring it all back.  

During the pandemic, I have listened in horror and sadness 

to stories of rising anti-Asian racism, in Seattle and around the 

nation. By chance or by isolation, I had been spared from direct 

racist harassment for the first three or four months. Good luck and 

stay-at-home orders can only last so long.   

Going outside my immediate neighborhood is scarier now 

than it used to be. I used to enjoy walks home from work, but now it 

just feels like a risk. I worry people are getting too close or that I will 

upset someone by simply existing. Though my first COVID-era 

encounter with racism seemed like a one-off, the second time 

showed me it’s only a matter of time before the next one. The third 

one reminded me that racism doesn’t always look like a stranger 

yelling on the street. 

I’ve received my fair share of feedback, especially during my 

years as a nurse. I process and heal by earnestly trying to learn from 

challenging experiences and understand what happened. The most 

painful and haunting comments come out of the blue, when I 

thought I had established a rapport with a patient or when I can’t 

find a logical explanation for their actions. The words from the two 

women on the street trouble me because racism doesn’t make 

rational sense. 
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I still walk every day. I still need to run errands, get home 

from work, stretch my legs. I keep to myself and avoid eye contact. I 

try to be quiet: what the world wants of me and expects me to be. 

Staying home entirely would feel like defeat. This is my consolation 

prize.   

2.  
My aim in speaking out about these incidents is not to seek 

justice for myself. We have seen, time and time and time again, that 

involving police or any sort of law enforcement can lead to terrible 

outcomes, especially for marginalized people and BIPOC. I know 

racism is, unfortunately, a structural and societal issue that cannot be 

legislated or punished away. What is more, my time as a nurse and a 

Seattle resident makes me think there were other factors at play in 

my particular encounters, such as frustration and unmet needs for 

safe housing, food security, and mental healthcare. It is a terrible 

shame that so many lack such basics here, in the richest country in 

the world.  

This year, the multiple tragedies of COVID-19, police 

brutality, wildfires burning the West Coast, and others have laid 

bare the insufficiencies and the injustices of the systems, agencies, 

and people that are supposed to protect us and keep us whole. As a 

doctoral student in population health nursing, I’m learning to call 

out and address the disparities borne of these inherently racist and 

flawed systems, whether of health care, housing, social support, or 

law enforcement. I’m learning to ask: How do we dismantle them 

and replace them with ones that work better for everyone? How will 

I responsibly use future leadership roles to enact systemic changes 

to improve health and well-being for everyone, especially vulnerable 

and marginalized communities? 

In particular, since George Floyd’s murder and the ensuing 

calls for racial equity, I have struggled to find my place in this 

movement. With my incomplete, but undeniable privilege, what 

little I have been through for being Asian is inconsequential 

compared to what many Black and brown communities have 

experienced on a daily basis for centuries. I wrestle with what it 

might look like to stand in solidarity with BIPOC communities and 

fight for change to the very structures that benefit me.  
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I didn’t always ask myself these questions. Though I have 

never doubted the existence of systemic racism, I didn’t always think 

I was part of the problem or, therefore, the solution. When Freddie 

Gray died in 2015 from a spinal cord injury he suffered in police 

custody, I was a nursing student in Baltimore. I was sympathetic to 

the calls for justice, yet fearful of the riots, citywide unrest, and 

frightening uncertainty. I saw Baltimore as a place of current and 

past racial tensions between Black and white people, not Asians. I 

didn’t think I had a voice in these complex conversations, since I 

saw myself the way others do – as an outsider, a temporary resident. 

I listened. I did not speak. 

Baltimore did not make an activist of me. But when I look 

back, I can see that my time in this city marked the beginnings of 

change in me and my thoughts on race, racism, justice, and power. 

It was there where I first learned of civil rights leader Fannie Lou 

Hamer and her famous speech, “Nobody’s free until everybody’s 

free.” As I entered the field of nursing and explored its potential 

and powerful intersections with social justice, I began to wonder 

what it meant for fighting for justice to be a collective, obligatory act, 

even for those not personally harmed by oppression on a regular 

basis. Even for people like me, for whom silence is both weapon 

and shield.  

3. 

Ibram X. Kendi wrote, “The heartbeat of racism is denial, 

and the heartbeat of antiracism is confession.” My aim in speaking 

out and telling my story is to confess and to name my dual role in 

racism as both victim and, more importantly, perpetrator. My aim is 

to take one tiny step towards being an anti-racist, not just someone 

who “isn’t racist.” I am part of the problem of structural racism; my 

main tools are indifference and apathy. Though I am not an elected 

official, CEO of a major company, or police chief, I am complicit in 

the systems that actively harm Black and brown people.  

I’ve come to this painful, inevitable conclusion in the years 

since I left Baltimore, and especially this past summer. I know I’ve 

been allowed to move through life relatively without much difficulty 

because people in positions of power generally see me as non-

threatening. I am often just another quiet, diligent Asian American 

and model minority who is permitted to “succeed” in conventional 
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ways as long as I don’t question the status quo. In embracing others’ 

limiting expectation of my silence and cooperation, I enable anti-

Blackness. I struggle to reconcile my role in injustice with who I 

thought I was – a good person committed to equity and caring for 

others; I contain multitudes.  

In 2020, I can no longer ignore or simply tolerate systemic 

racism because this is how things have always been or because I 

can’t see another way. As I look toward a future where the world is 

more equitable and I am ever more a bringer of justice, rather than 

a maintainer of oppression, I have now begun to advocate for 

change in my own small ways. In assisting with the design of a new 

class on systems thinking, I pushed for content centering and 

acknowledging systemic racism. If today’s students, in any sense of 

the word, are to become tomorrow’s leaders, they need to learn to 

interrogate the very real and deeply embedded problems of the 

present and past. I have urged elected officials to take actions that 

show their care for their communities, especially those most affected 

by structural injustice, and commitment to anti-racism. In speaking 

up for Black lives and other communities who are oppressed, 

despite my instructions to be quiet, I seek to stand against the racism 

that keeps us all down.   

I am doing more than before, and yet I know it is nowhere 

close to enough. I continue to listen, learn, and seek out ways to 

take up space for justice and find my part in author and activist 

Sonya Renee Taylor’s call to “stitch a new garment. One that fits all 

of humanity and nature.” Though I and many others may not be 

directly affected by systemic racism, this movement is for all of us 

who seek equity and justice. May we who have been silent have the 

courage, humanity, and conviction to be silent no longer.   
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Stuck  
By Julia Knox 
Majors: Creative Writing and Education, Learning, & 

Society  

Empty hallways seem darker now, like night has crawled into the 

house and climbed the walls. 

stuck at home with your parents, feeling like you’ve been 

tugged back to high school again but you’re twenty one years 

old. 

Trying to hold onto relationships like water clings to sand, 

everything getting heavier. 

stuck away from your friends who can no longer dance with 

you or even laugh with you, oh to hear that tingling ringing of 

laughter six feet together. 

Crooked spines and red eyes from staring at what shouldn’t be your 

life line.  

stuck behind a camera that takes the warmth out of 

everything, but even as cold as early morning fog it remains 

your only connection. 

A glass of wine in your hand all to cope with the feeling of being 

 stuck 

in the repetition of writing 

about it, talking about it, 

recognizing it. 

stuck because we can’t think about anything else. 

stuck where we are and stuck within the consciousness of  

our minds. 



Before You Go 
By Zhaohan Wang
Majors: Art with Painting & Drawing Concentration, 
and Gender, Women, & Sexuality Studies
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Writing a Letter  
By Nikolaus Jacob Hergert Bautista 
English Major 

“Hey Gump, it’s almost Four A.M., and if you were still here, I’d be 

getting you back to bed, after some King’s Hawaiian Rolls stuffed 

with Peanut Butter, and a good talk about this-and-that.” 

I’m sitting here, days before the deadline, trying to write for 

the publication that has given me so much to help me cope with the 

struggles of Caregiver, Undergrad, and Young Man. This year, I’ve 

lost a wonderful Dog, had the Desktop gifted to me by my 

Grandfather conk-out, and then he left us too. It’s painful to have 

calamity, especially since I devoted years to him, only to be left with 

a large hole in my life. 

“It was about two years ago, when you fell, and December 

will mark two years since you came to live with us. I miss telling you 

about my day, hearing about your life, and face-palming at your 

shenanigans.” 

You never really realize what you have, until it’s gone. I 

thought I really knew what I had, how special it was to have him 

here, but I grossly underestimated how much of a blessing it was. I 

still find myself, waiting for you to come down the hall at night, have 

breakfast with you in the morning, and lunch in-between. We all 

miss him, but me especially. 

“The way we said goodbye, or aloha, was cliché. A big, fat 

Hollywoodland cliché. You on the gurney, being lifted into the 

Ambulance. Me at the front porch, somehow knowing it would be 

the last time I’d see you alive, worse than I feared all these years. I 

was freaking out. Before they came, I told you that I love you, and it 

kills me still. ” 

***** 

“NHK World’s Cool Japan is showing how Uchigumo 
paper, a type of Washi paper from Echizen City, in Fuiki 

Prefecture, is made. The cloud patterns made into the paper- 

7/100ths of a millimeter thick before the color is added in- with 

natural Indigo-dyed Washi fibers, is fantastic. The tapping of the 

screens, to make clouds, so simple- but takes great practice and skill 

to make; only one woman is heir to the technique, and she’s 
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excellent at it. I miss the way you’d light-up when we’d watch NHK 

World. Whenever they showed papermaking, I felt it helped me 

connect with you. The next time I smell the air of Tacoma, I’ll think 

of you. No shame in saying, I’m a Paper-Maker’s grandson.” 

You think you have a good connection with somebody, but 

you don’t, that’s one thing. When you get all the stories about a 

person’s life- good, bad, and funny, then you know you have a deep 

connection with someone. When your own Mother is envious that 

you get to hear the stories that her and her brother never did, that 

speaks volumes to the kind of family they were. I wish they had a 

better relationship with their Father; the stories he told me should 

have been theirs first. Grandpa and I could talk about almost 

anything, and I miss that good connection we had. 

“You know, it’s amazing how time has flown, but it doesn’t 

feel like you’re gone. Mom and I still expect you to come sit in her 

room, to watch TV, or get a kick out of the dog scurrying down the 

hall. Your amazement with Lucy’s speed always lit up your face. 

Even she misses you too. We all grew closer to you while you lived 

with us. Oh how time has flown.” 

***** 

“Not all of what I have to say is nice, Grandfather. In 

essence, I practically broke my back for you. Since you’ve left, it’s a 

constant reminder of what hath been wrought on my body. Bending 

over to pick things up, having to lift you when you fell or in those 

last days- seized-up. Knowing by all measures that I didn’t fail you in 

the care I had given you, it’s but a matter of believing that I didn’t 

fail you- that’s the hardest thing for me to do. The pain my body still 

has from what I did to care for you- all this time you lived with us 

reinforces disbelief in what it all amounts to.” 

When you put your heart and soul into caring for a loved-

one, their passing is the most painful thing you live with after. His 

contemporary relatives (brothers, in-laws, cousins, et cetera), 

applauded my Father and I for our herculean efforts. Once over 

though- a sense of loss of purpose and drive settles in. You seek 

fulfilling closure, but in the state the world’s in, you realize, it’s going 

to take a long time. 

“Your passing is listed by two causes: No.1) COVID-19. 

No.2) Parkinson’s.  It hurts- that your death’s a statistic/pay-out 
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opportunity/pawn in a brutal game of chess. The Nurses and 

Orderlies were with you at the end, to see you off. Apologies for not 

being there (none-of-us-could!), like Twenty-Five years ago, in late 

May, for me. Personally, always had I thought that since you were 

there on my first day- that I’d be there for your last day. Sadly, this 

was not the case.” 

***** 

“For all intents and purposes, you practically went-out at 

half-past midnight- East Coast time, similar to how you came in, as 

the family stories go- on the Fourth of July. The Founding Fathers 

all wanted to go out on Independence Day. Your Birth Certificate 

says “July 6
th

,” but who really knows? Your passing has been hard on 

all of us. We miss you Grandpa. Mama misses you (you may not 

have been perfect, but you were her Father!). Papa misses you (he 

thought of you as his own father- seeing as he lost his years before 

he even met your daughter!). Lucy misses you (you were a good 

source of table scraps and affection for her!). I catch myself looking 

in on the spare bedroom- your room, in the day, the night and in-

between. I miss you Gumpy; I love you, Grandpa. Give Grandma, 

Aunt Kay, Aunt Lee, and Uncle Ted big hugs for me. Tell the dogs, 

bird, and fish past, I miss them all. Someday, hopefully, we’ll all see 

each other again. Until then, Aloha, toot toddle-loo, and… Take a 

tater and wait.” 

***** 

As I finish up this letter, it’s been more than a week since I 

started. Closure and Peace isn’t easy to have. To choose what to say, 

and what not to say, is always a struggle. Sometimes, you wish there 

was a “Phone of the Wind,” like in Otsuchi, Japan, close by. A 

place where you can go for a few moments, to separate yourself 

from your life and world, just to say into an old rotary phone 

everything that’s happened- every raw detail, just to get it out. Time 

has allowed me to carefully construct my words in this letter, but a 

construct can only go so far to convey what is and isn’t said.  

A Construct is no substitute for a living conversation. 
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It’s going to take a long time to heal. His words, wisdom, opinions, 

and advice, are still with me though… So that helps (some). 

***** 

“Signed, your loving Grandson, 

Nikolaus” 

“P.S.: I miss you.” 



Mount Baker 
By Raul Cortes-Monroy
English Major 
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Coppicing 
By Cameron  
Majors: International Studies and History 

There was a point in time where thinking about the next 

time I would see him was so debilitating it consumed my entire life 

for several months straight.  In a gross irony, you could say he 

helped me realize what normal was, since you can’t have “normal” 

without the “abnormal” to prompt the dichotomy in the first place. 

There are countless minutia that now looking back, I can’t 

help but want to cry for myself.  At the time I think I wanted to see 

just how far down the rabbit hole went; now, it’s apparent that all 

this time I’ve been swimming in a puddle of shallow mud.  I was 

blind, and entertaining nothing more than a carefully crafted 

delusion because I incorrectly, dangerously, conflated what was 

different with what was fun. 

The pandemic snipped him out of my life. 

I am free of him but not from the memories of the things he 

touched, the things he also spoiled, in my life.  And while I could 

trust time to deal with this one, I’m impatient for cleansing.  Time is 

the seasons blowing by, whereas I’m the one with the bloody 

chainsaw after all.  Meanwhile the ghost of Sir Bacon is doing 

backflips behind me as my hype man. 

When I came back home (a place he swore was dangerous 

and I had to leave as soon as possible at all costs), I was afraid.  And 

rightly so.  Someone had just been poisoning me and shouting lies 

from the back of my skull for a little over a year by then.  But even 

now I’m reeling on how different things have been. 

The clarity arrived in packed train cars, typically onset like a 

domino effect in the first couple of weeks once back in a much 

more pleasant reality. 

Which is strange because although my family does not know 

the secrets I’ve been holding onto, the new struggles and fears I have 

as a young adult, I feel…safe.  Here.  I call this strange because 

“safe” wasn’t something I came in contact with when he was still in 

my life.  He was always there, whether physically, via text, mentally, 

sexually, and psychologically.  He.  Was.  Always.  There.  He told 

me things I wasn’t and I became them.  He criticized me for doing, 

saying, and thinking certain things and now my neural pathways and 



34 

thought processes are jammed up because some buffoon jammed a 

yellow wire into a red outlet. 

I go through periods of my life where I traverse through and 

between cocoons, but this time I feel like the leftover stump of a cut 

down tree.  So at home I’ve been focusing on grounding myself, 

rediscovering my roots, and preparing for the climb back up to the 

clouds that I see as an intrinsic, reoccurring objective no matter what 

stage of life I happen to be at. 

But we kept in contact sparsely over the summer.  In fact 

our last chat over the phone was a rather benign one.  He was 

actually in one of his better moods: supportive, cheerful, willing to 

indulge philosophical dialectics.  And in favor of everything else that 

reminds me of how mechanically and viciously he ripped me away 

from myself, I want that to be the last time I ever talk to him. 

But he texted me in the beginning of fall.  Just a simple 

check up, to see how I was doing.   When I got the text out of the 

blue I actually freaked out, undergoing immense scrutiny and worry 

and anxiety about how to respond.  If to respond.  When I confided 

in my sibling about this, the idea that I was terrified of what he’d do 

to me if I didn’t answer, the idea that he was going to find me, 

maybe out me to my family out of revenge, ruin my life by pulling 

the strings behind the curtain.  My sibling was nonchalant with their 

immediate reply: “That sounds crazy.” 

And while more harmful than beneficial in some contexts, 

what they said finally made me put down the crazy pills once and for 

all.  I keep one or two doses around in case of the occasional 

existential crisis as a posterity measure, but the bottle has been 

subsequently burned to ash. 

You’ve read this far.  Doesn’t this all seem a 

little….disgusting?  I don’t mean me.  I’m disgusting in a degenerate, 

societal deviant sort of way, but not in a human sense.  I don’t know 

who or what I am and though that’s nothing new, I was someone 

that someone else conceived.  And the thought of that makes me 

want to throw up everything in case any remnants are left behind. 

I’m terrified of spiders and they must be equally terrified of 

me, because every time I see them I scream, which I can’t imagine 

to be a very good first impression.  But even I can’t deny that I like 

to watch them build their webs.  Meticulous, careful, and almost 

loving.  I want to be like the spider, who is so scary and at times 
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inconvenienced by relatively difficult truths whereby they’re forced 

to fend for themselves by themselves; but what incredible beauty 

they can make whilst indulging in radical self-care. 

Miss Itsy Bitsy Spider needs to find that tree I reckon.  The 

forest will be growing back around and around too, and I have a 

feeling that it will look lovely this time of year. 



Breathe, and share your breath. 

Untitled 
By Yixuan Wang
Majors: Comparative History of Ideas 
and Landscape Architecture 
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What do you do with the feeling that remains 
By Dimitri Winchester  
Art Historian     

What do you do with the feeling that remains? 

Truth be told, I still do not know. 

I have been dealing with this sorrow for longer than I can 

remember,  

and every day it weighs me down. 

I tried burial, 

followed by cremation, after the feeling crawled out from its grave 

but I did not expect it to be  

reborn out of the ashes like a phoenix. 

I tried to swallow the hatred like bile, 

Only to feel it forcing its way up my throat, leaving an acid taste in 

my mouth.  

I was told: put your trauma in a box and put that box on a shelf. 
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Something I once heard and never forgot because what do you do 

when the trauma is a rabid animal? One that uses all its energy to 

resist your efforts. When you finally do entrap it, it persists and 

thrashes about falling from the place, it is left to later escape once 

again.  

Embrace the loss you feel, forget about the time wasted and the 

energy you will never get back, let it serve to you as a reminder to 

never trust again.  

Dissect it, 

examine it, 

your feelings are all neurons, and you are just a test dummy. 

Cut me open, 

tear me apart, 

for I cannot feel anything besides this bleeding heart. 

Rebuild. 

Pack up and move, start over. 

You cannot outrun your trauma 

but it sure as hell does beat staying in this cursed city. 



39 

Hack it apart piece by piece try to find the person you once were 

among the wreckage. 

Step two, reassemble or discard all the parts. 

Your choice. 

Comply or let the feelings devour you 

as they scratch away at you from the inside, 

do not turn away from the madness but learn to embrace it. 

(May 18, 2018) 
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the End can happen anytime  
By Isabella Brown 
Majors: Drama Performance and Communication, 

Comparative History of Ideas Minor 

1. See at the end, which can happen anytime. When I was a child I

used to read the last page of every book before I started it. Only 

with the comfort of knowing the end was I able to begin and 

reserve myself from giving too much of me to the book. I do 

not know how a child could learn to be so heartbroken by 

endings when she had only just begun. Holding fear from a past 

life, anticipating all the endings that were to come, I braced 

myself. I have not unbraced myself since. (the end can happen 
anytime and I am terrified)  

I wish you could have died a little louder, or other selfish things I 
think when I feel guilty for grieving, or I miss you and I don’t know 
why  

I do not know when it will not hurt anymore and dear God I 

barely knew you and your death hurts like shit so when the rest 

of death comes I will not be ready for it. But I was ready for 

you.  

We woke up every morning ready for you to die and once you 

finally did there was nothing left to be ready for. You whispered 

away your life over painful months as my father drove towards a 

dead end at one mile an hour to see you.  

You stop me in my tracks sometimes with a sucker punch to the gut 

called grief. I’m stuck for a moment I wonder what it would feel like 

to not be able to move  

or speak 

or know  

you didn’t even know you were dying. 
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My family doesn’t talk about you anymore but I’m still a wreck and 

I feel guilty for pitying you.  

For my 19th birthday, you gave me a pack of kitchen sponges. 

We didn’t know you were sick then so it was just awkward and 

now it’s just sad. But years before that, before you fell off that 

ladder, you taught me how to watercolor and you let me use your 

good paints and never complained.  

In a few months, the monster you married will leave your sons a 

key to a completely empty home. He gave away the silver, the 

paint, the sponges, every trace of you. You are so gone: I am so 

angry.  

Your ex-husband visited your death bed while your monster 

escaped to Arizona and tried to steal your home and fed you 

merlot with your pills that you couldn’t have on an empty stomach 

but your stomach was always empty and so was that house with 

only you in it that one day wasn’t yours anymore because you 

signed something  

with your bad paint  

on an empty stomach  

and you were sick and we didn’t know 

and then one morning you died quietly and nobody noticed 

because everyone else was dying louder than you were. 
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Removing  
By Rachel Reed 
English Major 

Remove all my old scars, 

From downtown nights in bars. 

Remove my old scars, 

From all my mornings alone. 
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The Mad Hatter’s Pandemic 
By Tisbe Rinehart 
Comparative History of Ideas Major 

Minors: Ecological Restoration and American Indian Studies 

Can I tell you a secret? 

Shhh. 

You must not say it out loud.  

They think I am Alice,  

With my blonde hair and vivacious laugh, 

But inside,  

I am mad.  

I dream of blood and scream in my thoughts, so as not to disturb. 

A week later,  

I crawl out of my dark and dirty room 

And marvel in the glow of the sky’s magnificence. 

A KNOWING grows from the inside 

That life is BEAUTIFUL and SPECIAL.  

I am unstoppable.  

Bipolar II is a sin,  

They say (or I believe).  

I spent years cycling 

Sinking and floating and sinking and-- 

When I moved to Washington,  

The new setting regulated me.  

California became a distant memory 

And I felt content for the first time in my life. 

I cannot describe how beautiful contentment is to us Mad Hatters. 

Major depression and euphoria are exhausting 

My mind is not my mind.  

She controls me 

With her unpredictable waves of 

Rage, elation, despair, and godlike confidence. 

Contentment, on the other hand, is like a nap in a hammock.  

College was my haven. 
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March 6th, 2020: 

“Classes will be canceled for the rest of winter quarter.” 

You know how the timeline progressed. 

This time it wasn’t my mood that flipped,  

But the whole world. 

I was shipped back to my haunted house, where 

Ghosts whispered in every room 

Rumination is a symptom of Bipolar, 

So that when we swing, we go backward in time 

I am 18, 16, 10 years old-- 

Anything but 20. 

Whenever I entered a new space,  

I remembered something from my past  

And fell into a trap. 

Tears kissed my face 

As my vision went blind  

And everything I heard, felt, and saw  

Was a cruel trick of the mind— 

Memories that pressed against my skull as they fought to escape, 

Forgotten spirits who wanted to visit, 

And old scars that impressed themselves upon my skin anew 

Over. 

And 

Over.    

And  

Over.

The Pandemic made me mad again. 

The Pandemic made me greet my demons again. 

The Pandemic raged outside while my mind raged inside. 

Some days, I pleaded with my brain 

Just a day of peace, I said. 

A day is all I need. 

She just smirked and sent me to 2016. 
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Do I seem crazy to you? 

Or are you distracted by my meticulously manicured image of 

Alice? 

See the real me,  

And maybe even feel safe enough to share your own story. 

I promise it is cathartic, and I promise I will listen with empathy. 

Do not worry, love.  

You will be secure soon. 

Covid shall pass like a bad depressive episode, 

And the world will smile again. 
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Rest  
By Dimitri Winchester 
Art Historian  

The older I get, the more conscious I am of the way pain and 

trauma move through my body. 

I have spent the past 6 years continuously moving 

to avoid the gravity of everything, as it tries to settle itself on top of 

me. 

Through distractions and work overload,  

I was momentarily freed through acts that would require my full 

attention. 

Rarely things would slip through the cracks but it was easy to 

maintain then. 

Now here I am, as pain rests on the top of my skull, traveling 

forward, slipping its way to the roof of my mouth or traveling 

backward and seizing the nape of my neck. 

The body doesn’t forget, I was told a year ago, 

It reminds me of trees recording their own pasts. 

Vulnerability was something I had never been taught  

but have forced myself to face as I knew that what is dying,  

will rot if not cut away immediately. 

To deal with this pain and to hold it in my hands after long sessions 

of back and forth pleading and probing, 

I set out now, on a new mission, to properly bury the remains.  

In return, I hope to grow again. 



 47 

Grandma 

By Alicia Bea Feichtenbiner 
Majors: Pre-sciences and Classical Studies 

 
I haven’t gone to see my grandma – my mom’s mom – for 

any substantial visit in three years. When we visit, the days are long, 

hot, and boring. We used to run to the pool that the entire 

retirement community shares, and my younger sister and I would 

take turns diving for pool toys and playing on noodles. Eventually 

we’d get tired or called back for dinner and we’d have to leave. But 

now that we’re older, hanging out in a pool filled with retirees is no 

longer our idea of fun. We’d rather be anywhere but there. So, we 

walk across the street to the shopping center or hide in Grandma’s 

air-conditioned apartment watching TV. 

My grandma eats, sleeps, and lives in a big blue chair that 

she’s had for as long as I can remember. It wasn’t always like this. 

She used to fly from Florida to Pennsylvania for my birthdays and 

dance recitals. When I was really young, my mom said she would 

drive up to help take care of me and my sisters, though I don’t have 

any clear memories of that. She used to make us special dinners. 

Now, we all choke through a few bites and smile, hoping Mom takes 

us out for a second dinner.  

It’s the natural process of getting older, I guess. As her 

arthritis has gotten worse, it’s gotten harder and harder for her to do 

things. My older sister's first car was my Grandma’s car that she 

decided she shouldn’t be driving anymore. She needs a walker to get 

from her chair to her bathroom. She got diverticulitis a couple years 

ago and spent months in a rehab facility before returning to her 

apartment. A home helper visits every week, bringing groceries and 

making sure she has everything she needs. But other than that, she 

receives few visitors. My aunt who lives close visits occasionally and 

sometimes neighbors stop by, but for the most part, she’s all alone. 

She turned 85 this year and so my sisters and I were going to 

fly in from various parts of the country to visit. My cousins, aunts, 

and uncles were all going to come, despite the pandemic. It was just 

going to be one socially distanced weekend because she’s getting 

older and weaker and we didn’t know if we’d have another birthday 
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to celebrate all together. But a month before our flight, she was in 

the hospital with an unknown illness. 

We waited a weekend for her test results, assuming the 

worst. “It’s coronavirus,” we all thought. “I never thought it would 

happen to my family.” We were right about that – it was just a bowel 

obstruction. But is it really just anything in an 85 year old woman 

with limited mobility who lives alone? She was almost completely 

septic when she received emergency surgery to correct the 

obstruction.  

It’s now been three months, and she’s been moved from the 

hospital, to a rehab facility, then back to the hospital, then back to 

rehab, then to an acute hospital to start treatment, which continues 

now in a long-term hospital. She seems to get better and then get 

sicker in never ending week-long cycles. My mom calls me almost 

every day to explain what’s going on, and it all comes back to the 

same thing – the nurses are too busy, the doctors don’t 

communicate, and no one knows the whole story of what’s going on. 

My grandma is finally starting to do better after being moved 

back to the hospital to be treated for malnutrition. Throughout the 

initial stages of recovery, the health care system failed to take 

responsibility for her health beyond just keeping her alive. Her 

recovery process has been full of gaps in care and a smattering of 

nurses and doctors. My mom fights every day to make sure the right 

people are getting the right information so that they can properly 

treat her. Instead of the doctors communicating with each other, my 

working mother has taken on the role of communicator for the 

rehab centers, passing information from one doctor to the next 

through successive phone calls. The health care system is failing my 

grandma, and thousands of elderly patients just like her, because the 

workers do not have enough time or energy to care for those who 

seem to have already lived their full life.     

Now, that she is back in a hospital, receiving more aggressive 

and comprehensive care, she’s been doing a little better and my 

mom has had steady communication with her doctor. But the 

hospital administration is now refusing visitors, although the doctor 

has said that my grandma needs to see family so that she has the 

motivation to continue to eat so that she can get stronger.  
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We’re hopeful that visitation will resume in the weeks to come so 

that my mom can visit, but unsure of exactly when that will be. 

Over the course of her illness, the health care system has 

repetitively done what they needed to keep my grandma alive, but 

then seemed to have forgotten about her recovery. As soon as she 

was not sick enough for the surgeons, they passed her care onto 

other doctors and facilities who have not been as invested in getting 

her back to where she should be.  

Every day I am thankful my grandma made it through this, 

but every day I am a little more saddened that it came to this. 

Months after her initial illness, my grandma is sicker than she has 

ever been in her life. I can only hope that someday I’ll be able to 

make up for the years I didn’t visit.  
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Flower, dying 
By Rachel Reed 
English Major  

I watch you wither and wilt 

Your purple petals droop 

But I've given you the sun 

And I've watered you 

You've run the hummingbirds away 

The bees don't drink your nectar 

You want no part of that 

You want the night 

The moon and stars 



Pennies 
By Melanie Langa  
3rd Year Medical Student 

Penny for your thoughts, Butte, 

But the copper’s all gone now.  

The new mine glints in the afternoon light, 

A scar pressed against the divide ridge. 

   What’s in a scar that makes it shine? 

Visible from all angles, 

A tessellated periphery. 

Most brilliant before sunset, 

Damage illuminated. 

It won’t heal by primary or secondary intention. 

Some days I don’t think the intention is to heal, 

Even though I’m here to learn, 

How to treat back pain,      etc.  

I look up and think, 

Here in the mountains 

We’ve botched too many spinal surgeries. 

   Innovation takes work they say   

Cutting facets, 

Wiring, 

Rewiring, 

Back for more copper. 

Headstrong headframes.   

As above, so below. 

Mile high, mile deep. 

As long as you all can hold your heads up now, 

Watching Butte from above. 

Your copper wire electrified the country (Land of Opportunity ™) 

Currents below the ground 

and in the air from the 

mines and minds 
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Digging 

At the spine of the continent. 

Ore snaking, anaconda-like, to the coasts 

And here I am ready to wash back towards the Pacific whenever 

it's  

Convenient 

   Or the winter brings winds that whip too harshly 

Rather than retreat underground, 

Like they had to. 

I’ll follow the path of another snake, 

To milder shores.  

And here, they’ll watch another who’d come to take, 

Turn and go. 

But, I don’t want any copper. 

We’ve got enough ions in our own vessels, like those copper wires. 

Zinc and arsenic and chromium and lead depositing in channels.  

Ions that carry information, 

Farther and faster than we can imagine. 

Reaching into a steaming belly I search for something valuable, 

Half expecting to find a soft fiery gold loop. 

Next to the ureter, 

Some days I think we’re the same. 

Worried about the electricity between  

All. 

Those.  

Synapses. 

And then I wonder what will happen when all our 

Building blocks, 

Are chiseled out, 

Synapses and filaments blown. 

Watching from the foot of the operating table, 

Asking 

How long it will be. 

Before 

Your brain      and mine   
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Go the way of the 

Copper Kings.  

Essential(ly)  

Buried.  

We’re all  

Trying to avoid digging any deeper these days. 

Outside there are two pennies on the asphalt. 

Lincoln, looking to the mine longingly. 

Missing home? 

Natural I suppose,  

Even though those are mostly zinc these days. 
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Brave Little Bird 
By Rachel Reed  
English Major  

Be brave little bird 

Fly forth 

Spill your guts 

All those hidden 

Secrets 

Deep in your heart can't hide 

Not when your dreams are clear 

So fly 

Little bird 
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Team Bios 

Miriam Mayhle is a junior studying biology and plans to pursue a 

career in medicine after she graduates. Some of her favorite things 

include drawing, reading, cooking, and making her friends watch 

Derry Girls.  

Nikki Talebi is a junior studying English and political science. She is 

considering pursuing a pre-law track or a career in publishing. In her 

free time, she enjoys reading, writing poetry, listening to music, 

exploring Seattle, and attending as many concerts as she can. 

Peachyapa Saengcharoentrakul is a junior studying philosophy and 

informatics, and she hopes to work in healthcare as a data scientist. 

You'll likely find her at home reading, or playing piano, but if she’s 

near her extroverted adopters, she’ll be out and about eating on the 

Ave and taking photos. 

Haley Pang is a junior majoring MCD biology and hopes to become 

a physician in the future. When she is not doing school-related 

activities, she enjoys baking, reading, playing basketball, 

longboarding, and doing crafts. 

Andy Chia is a senior majoring in chemistry and microbiology who 

hopes to continue studying human aging in graduate school. When 

he isn’t teaching or writing, he enjoys experimenting with cooking 

and baking. He hopes to one day open a bakery. 

Michelle Li is a junior studying physiology and is working towards a 

career in medicine. As a PR officer for Capillaries, she loves 

designing creative advertisements and social media posts. Outside of 

the journal, she enjoys playing tennis, coordinating bomb fits, trying 

to become Tik Tok famous, and drinking milk-based beverages.  

Neva Crnkovic Hahn is a junior studying comparative literature and 

biology. In the future, she hopes to pursue a career in medicine 

overseas in Croatia. In her free time, she enjoys writing, reading and 

watching horror movies! 
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Varuna Ravi is a sophomore studying public health and pursuing a 

career in medicine. Outside of school, she loves eating deep-dish 

pizza, painting, and listening to music. Her favorite topping is 

jalapeños.  

 

Chelsea Ng is a sophomore studying biochemistry and is planning to 

study medicine in the future. When she’s not studying or working, 

you’ll find her nose buried in an (e)book, spending quality time with 

friends and family, and searching for what to eat next.  

 

Isabelle Chang is a junior with the intended major of MCD biology. 

She plans on pursuing a career as a physician assistant. Aside from 

college, she loves to cook, food blog, hike, and assemble charcuterie 

boards.  
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