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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

Welcome to the fifth edition of Capillaries, the University of
Washington’s Journal of Narrative Medicine. Our mission is to
create a more empathetic community –by facilitating dialogue
between the sciences and the humanities, by providing a space to
discuss mental health, shame, disordered eating, suicide, sexual
assault, and our most vulnerable and often silenced experiences,
and by uplifting the voices of populations marginalized by our
fractured healthcare system.
This autumn 2019, we are honored to publish seventeen poignant
works of art, poetry, and prose, which seem to ask (and in some
cases answer) a question: how do we accept that to be human is to
be imperfect?
We often lose ourselves in the many roles we fill, including –but not
limited to –those of student, family member, friend, and caretaker.
We may become so swept up in the responsibilities these labels
require of us that we forget that we are not simply our achievements
or our ability to be productive. For this reason, it is our desire
that Capillaries serves as a place where members of our community
can reflect on imperfections and struggles that are so often
experienced but very seldom shared.
While we certainly hope that the writers and artists who contributed
to this edition of the journal find their experience with Capillaries to
be a healing one, we also want to acknowledge the power their
words and images will have on readers of the journal. The pieces
ahead feature great courage, probing questions, ruminations, and
imagination –and we thank you, dear writers and artists, for openly
sharing these stories and for being your raw, unique, genuine selves.
And to you, dear reader, we invite you to be engaged, affected, and
challenged by these works.
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Best,
Alice Ranjan
Fleur Anteau
Ragini Gupta
Gal Snir
Miriam Mayhle
Nikki Talebi
Kristy Lee
Peachyapa Saengcharoentrakul
Jiana Ugale
Sumaya Ali

Special Thanks

Capillaries would like to thank the following people, groups, and
funders for their support and guidance:
•
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•

•

the Center for Health Sciences Interprofessional
Education, Research, and Practice to financially support
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Change

By Alex Zhu

Neuroscience Major, Comparative History of Ideas Minor

1
At the Puyallup Fair (now called Washington State Fair)
I am asked to find a penny of my birth year
As I sift through the cold bowl of rusting copper
A white/-haired woman in a wheelchair asks
“Do you have any from 1933?”
So we look for the darkest, most beaten pennies
Among the newborn twenty-eighteens and twenty-nineteens
Wonder: are there as many pennies from a year
As there are people born in that year? How rare
To be old, to have changed hands hundreds of times and not be lost
Or to be in the same pant pocket for decades
Building up a blue-green foundation upon your face
Before a violent foamy vortex finally flings you into light of day
If I keep my 1996 in my wallet forever
Never lose it to some dimly lit diner booth
If it never falls out of a hole formed from strings of repetition
If I make it to the age when 1996 is impressive
What sort of change will surround me?
Will the penny be obsolete by then?
2
My two cents on change: Last week, I confessed my feelings
And now sit in the car with her, our breaths building condensation
Windows caressed by this year’s first gentle rain
Street lights become captured constellations but I don’t look their
way
She says she’s sorry. Time and space.
We wonder: what if we’d met a year earlier?
Maybe if we were a ‘95 and ‘96 instead, would we have met at all?
We wonder: when did you begin to feel this way?
When did you start to feel the change shift in your pockets?
To hide your hands’ wish to fiddle fingers, hair
We play over moments shared since last October
Cry because I’m moving to another state
When we meet again, it will be as half strangers
18

When we hug goodbye, it’s not even long enough
For me to think in my heart: this moment could be forever
That maybe I can hold onto this
Wear it with me, never lose it
Building creases on my copper face
Until 1996 is impressive
When whatever vortex finally flings me back to you
Will you still take pennies then?
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The Spirit on (Hidden) Homelessness
By Ellen A. Ahlness

PhD Student in Political Science

Human beings can withstand a week without water, two weeks
without food, many years of homelessness, but not loneliness. It is
the worst of all tortures, the worst of all sufferings.
-Paulo Coelho, Eleven Minutes
Since the 1950s, there have been slow yet steadily growing rates
of internal migration in Alaska and Canada. While the recorded
presence of Indigenous Inuit peoples in larger, southern cities dates
back to the beginning of the 20 th century, this number has sharply
grown since the early 1980s in Montreal and other major
metropolitan areas (Levesque). This more pronounced migration is
often spurred on by the “economic appeal” of cities. Individuals
from smaller or economically depressed towns often believe that
there will be more (and better paying) job opportunities in these
urban centers, particularly in Canada. However, high costs of rent,
low rental vacancies, and a lack of credit history can lead to Native
individuals being unable to secure housing (Christensen,
“Indigenous Housing and Health in the Canadian North: Revisiting
Cultural Safety”). A recent study estimated that in Montreal alone,
there are between 2,000 and 3,000 homeless Indigenous peoples.
This number speaks to an even more concerning trend: while
Indigenous peoples make up only 0.6% of the city’s population, they
represent over 10% of Montreal’s homeless population (Kishigami).
Not only is homelessness a racialized individual and social
problem, it also has serious impacts on individual health. Of
particular interest in this commentary is the phenomenon of hidden
homelessness that is prevalent among homeless Inuit populations in
Montreal, and what the emotional and spiritual consequences of
hidden homelessness are for individuals. While Canadian Inuit
number only slightly over 60,000 compared to Canada’s population
of 36 million, they have seen dramatic changes brought about from
urbanization over the past several decades. Hidden homelessness
occurs when those without a permanent address do not necessarily
live on the street. Instead, individuals utilize expanded family or
20

friendship networks to live with others—sometimes people to whom
they are connected by a second or third degree of connection
(the “friend of a friend of a friend”)—in a single flat or home,
resulting in more than a dozen people living in a single residential
space. Some articles report over twenty people living in one
three-bedroom apartment together to avoid living on the street
(Whitzman). According to Nunatsiavut (the autonomous Inuit
government of Labrador and Newfoundland) statistics,
overcrowding in Labrador’s coast is 4.3 times the national average
(“The ‘hidden Homeless’ of Labrador’s Inuit”). While expansive
studies have been done on Montreal’s population, these studies
have failed to capture the nuances of hidden homelessness and their
implications for Inuit individual and community health.
Hidden homelessness has been described as a largely Inuit
experience (Tischler et al.) because it relies on intra-group
connections and a belief that other members of one’s ethnic and
social group will honor group ties. Urban center demographics
highlight the social trust elements of hidden homelessness. In
southern urban centers, Indigenous communities are a stark
minority. Urbanization trends have a tremendous impact for
Canadian Inuit driven by economic and political factors, the
migration into city centers has impacted health care, homelessness,
and even language development. Life in urban centers is costly;
health care access is limited, so patients are frequently sent to
southern cities. Grocery bills for a single parent family with one
child often exceed $500 a month, with yearly earnings under
$20,000 (“The ‘hidden Homeless’ of Labrador’s Inuit”). Living in
urban centers further minimizes the ability of Inuit to engage in
traditional livelihoods and hunting, the inability of which further
‘deteriorates’ emotional and spiritual health (Christensen). These
trends combine to reflect a new community called the ‘Urban Inuit,’
defined by geographic migration and challenges to their identity,
traditions, livelihood, and health.
Many studies explore the physical and psychological challenges
that can contribute to homelessness (Tischler et al.). However, the
psychological and physical effects of homelessness on individuals
has been the focus of fewer studies (Christensen; Kishigami). This
renders a particularly fruitful venue of study that could reveal timely
implications for Native and Indigenous homeless populations that
21

are responsive to the fact that not only are Indigenous peoples
ethnic minorities, but peoples whose ethnic status is recognized in
provincial and national law, as the ethnographic and
phenomenological studies conducted on Inuit homelessness
thus far have focused on the emotional and spiritual impacts of
lacking permanent residences on individuals (particularly women).
The psychological and physical impact of homelessness is not only a
public health concern (Schanzer et al.), but an individualized
experience with short- and long-term effects.
Exploratory research identifies three consequences of hidden
homelessness that are particularly liable to hold emotional and
spiritual implications for Native individuals (Whitzman). First,
homelessness is stressful. Every day marks a new process of
struggling to find a place to shelter, get food, and store or carry one’s
belongings. For those who are responsible for the lives of children,
partners, or pets, the compounding responsibility is overwhelming
(Tischler et al.). Additionally, homeless individuals have a higherthan-average exposure to addictive substances, crime, and domestic
violence. Each of these disruptive phenomena—substance abuse,
victimization, and interpersonal violence—have a wealth of findings
behind them illustrating the negative impacts of the stressors.
Second, homelessness is isolating. For individuals holding norms
and values aligned with those of their more community-based
cultures, isolation is a spirit-eroding, disheartening experience
(Hofstede and Bond). Without strong support networks, it is
difficult for people to overcome traumatic events. Moreover,
community gathering areas become harder to access when
homeless. The same social networks that make some Inuit hidden
homeless are not necessarily strong kinship networks that stave off
feelings of isolation and loneliness. Finally, homelessness is
depressing. Rates of depression and suicide among homeless
people, particularly Indigenous homeless people, are much higher
than in the general population. Moreover, confidence and selfesteem are diminished by homelessness, an experience
corroborated by personal accounts, with individuals reporting
feelings of defeat and worthlessness that not only manifested in
physical ways (e.g. illness, nausea, trouble eating or sleeping), but
which led to longer-term mental and emotional health problems,
even post-homelessness.
22

These findings are corroborated by storytelling and oral
narratives shared by those who have experienced hidden
homelessness in urban Canadian cities. I recently spoke to a young
Inuit individual who had spent some time homeless when they first
moved to Montreal. While they requested to remain anonymous,
they did give permission to paraphrase their reflections on their
experience. For them, homelessness was an experience that
seriously impacted their physical health as well as their spiritual wellbeing. They were struck by the length of time that
someone can live in a city and not be a part of the community. They
can go along and not feel a sense of community or belonging, even
though they are sharing a living space with others at night. It is
temporary shelter built on the promise of impermanence. To not
impose, one might bounce around between several overcrowded
residences every few days. When asked what they most wanted
people to know about homelessness, they recounted the following
consideration:

The feelings of inability, of feeling that you haven’t made it, or
can’t make it, are so damaging, and really get into the
foundations of who you are. After a while, it stops feeling like
you are homeless because you don’t have enough money or
good enough credit to rent an apartment (which was my case),
but that you are homeless because you do not deserve a home.
And how can you feel like a member of a community—of your
community, if you do not even deserve to have a home?
The ethno-social consequences of urbanization on Inuit
populations challenges researchers and policymakers to
accommodate those moving into urban areas. Urban Inuit are
disproportionately likely to experience poverty and substandard
living standards than Southern migrants when relocating to urban
centers. The extractive nature of many of these cities further
provides context to the inequalities. It is clear there are socio-ethnic
and economic implications for Inuit given the many factors feeding
into continued urbanization. Further study of hidden homelessness
as it impacts Inuit communities should keep in mind the prevalence
of hidden homelessness and this particular brand of homelessness’s
health effects. Moreover, future research, journalism, and
23

explorations into this issue must recognize the holistic nature of
health, consisting of physical, mental, emotional, and spiritual
components that contribute to individual and community wellbeing.

Home is a notion that only nations of the homeless fully appreciate
and only the uprooted comprehend
-Wallace Stegner, Angle of Repose
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Ballad for the Lady of Lost Mind
By Allie Berry

Intended Biology and Anthropology Double Major

The Lady of Lost Mind,
what a mystery was she.
A drifter in the water,
the victim cloaked in sea.
She flaunted pure joy,
but eyes reflected need.
Something veiled behind her,
took her life with greed.
There it was. Incessant.
Singing shame and fears.
Cast her to murky depths,
she wandered there for years.
She swam in pain beyond the mist,
no one ever knew.
‘Till one day she came back to shore
in a sad debut.
Her face held no identity,
skin of ivory soap.
She no longer had a name,
silenced by a mouth enveloped in rope.
A person that just listened,
knew that lady well.
They heard her silent screams before,
that was all that they need tell.
They didn’t call her crazy,
and gave her time to cry.
Words flowed from her in a river,
the nightmares said goodbye.
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The Lady of Lost Mind,
no longer hidden,
her story told, and told again
a song of the forbidden.
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Playing Diamonds
By Kara Eagens

Law, Societies, and Justice Major, English and Diversity
Minors

This piece intentionally came together over a significant period of
time. It was meant to be a tool to process emotional turbulence,
starting when the feelings were most raw and moving through the
following stages of confusion, hurt, and doubt to eventually end on
some note of acceptance. It wasn’t originally written to be shared.
I’ve added, rearranged and completely scrapped the words more
times than I can count, all the while hoping that the conclusion of
the poem would coincide with the conclusion I wanted so
desperately to arrive at with myself.
I.
We tread along the sidewalk
on a brisk winter evening.
The lights on the trees
bordering the street
have twinkled on
and I ask
if we can walk down the middle.
Tonight you held your cards
close to your chest
but now your hands are lost
in your pockets and I want you
to pull me in.
II.
Maybe this was all
a lazy afternoon practice for you,
with the memory of her
as your all-star game
fading in and out,
projecting onto me.
Maybe I should have known
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what your silence
and pocketed gaze
didn’t say.
Maybe I shouldn’t
have let myself dazzle
so much
for a flicker
so fleeting.
III.
It’s funny what hurts;
your shoddy card shuffling,
your ability to teach,
that ridiculous Pluto T-shirt
you wore on our last date.
It’s funny you could even try
to make a two-way exchange
out of a three-player game.
But what’s really funny
was your uncanny attention
to the way I sparkled
and the way it made me hope
that maybe
I could be precious to you.
I’m told that diamonds
are the hardest substance on earth.
Tell that to the unfinished poems,
the recurring dreams
I’ve got them in spades.
I think my ceiling
is starting to get uncomfortable
with the hours I spend tracing
its fissures with my gaze.
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IV.
It’s been eight months.
I’ve dealt and re-dealt the blame
but the deck just cuts itself
a new way each time.
So I’ve stopped playing to win.
Today I strolled
through your neighborhood
without a lump in my throat.
I always loved this place.
See those footprints
engraved in the pavement?
I followed the numbers
etched into the soles—
I followed the twisty bronze arrows
that spiraled to the next step
and then I twirled
to the next one,
and then the next one,
and again and again,
and then suddenly
I was dancing.
Some days
I think of your fingers
moving achingly slow
over those cards,
over the contours of my cheeks
and I don’t forget
that you folded
after I exposed my hand
—a losing hand.
But my eyes still twinkle
and my skin still tingles
and it’s got everything to do
with the way my fingers
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stretch out toward the sun
and the way
I always seem to be flipping
the pockets of my soul
inside-out.
Some days your name
still spills onto the page
but these days
the strokes connecting
the letters
have lost their weight.
I remember
I never much liked
your poker face.
And besides,
we all know
that keeping the diamonds to myself
was never my strong suit.
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Do Better

By Mady Ashworth

Intended Neuroscience Major, American Indian Studies
Minor

Do better.
The concept and illusion of progress permeates all aspects of who
we think we are as a human race. The goal is to do better, right?
Wrong. Superficially, maybe. But how can we claim to have one of
the most advanced and efficient health care systems in the world
when it takes 3 months to get a follow-up appointment after getting
an MRI scan, a scan you went to by yourself because your family
lives 3,000 miles away and your friends didn’t want to miss class.
How can we say that we care about each other when you spend 3
hours in the doctor’s office and they never once asked how you
were doing, and not well by the way. How can we claim to listen to
each other when your doctor tells you to exercise more and eat
better after explaining to them that you couldn’t go on runs anymore
because 5 minutes in your vision goes black, which is odd
considering the fact that you used to work out two times a day, and
with regards to your diet, you already cut out everything that tastes
good and there’s not much that doesn’t make your stomach hurt
like hell anyways.
I wish I could explain what it’s like to feel powerless in your own
body.
It’s when your hand tremors so bad that you can’t write your own
name, but you have 45 minutes left to finish an exam.
It’s when you walk out of class and forget where you are, so you buy
a bright red jacket in case it happens again so your friends can find
you.
It’s when you your head hurts so bad from focusing on the words in
your textbook that you can’t see, but you have at least 3 hours of
reading left before classes tomorrow.
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It’s when you can’t walk down the stairs at work without holding
onto both handrails anymore because the last time you didn’t think
about walking down every single step, you fell down the flight of
stairs.
It’s when you sleep maybe three hours a night because you get the
spins as soon as you lay down, but you still have to go to work at 8 in
the morning, that is before you spend another 5 hours in class and 7
hours at your other job.
But you’re supposed to be the strong one. You’re the daughter that
has her whole life figured out. You’re the daughter that moved out
at 18 and has been paying her own rent and bills and tuition since
then. You traded your freshman year of college for 45-hour work
weeks and doctors’ appointments. You continuously sacrifice pieces
of your education for the jobs you have in order to pay for your
education in the first place. How are you supposed to ask for help
then? How are you supposed to compete for the most prestigious
program in the country when you don’t have time to go to office
hours or join research projects? How are you supposed to continue
to live your life when you can’t trust your own body, but the system
that was built to treat it has failed you over and over again? I guess
you just have to do better.
That is all there is to do.
Better.
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Suicidal Idealization

By Ashley Jade MacPherson

Public Health-Global Health and AA Double Major, ASUW
Student Health Consortium Director

i jumped into
dangerous waves
last night
at the crack of dawn
and asked god
to do her worst.
she laughed.
have you ever
been outside
in the dead of night
with rain pouring
and you screaming
at those dark skies
that house god
to strike you down?
unfortunately,
i mean fortunately
she never responds.
-suicidal idealization
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Post-Op

By Gabrielle Wong
My mother said she
cried when I was born.
I can see her, 26,
swollen nose, post-op,
her volleyball sweatshirt
in the dark against
the living room carpet;
she counts time in
ceiling fan
revolutions

eleven
twelve
thirteen

when my father’s hand
finds hers, they sit.
They cry together.
I have only seen my father cry
twice.
Now my right side likes to shut off
every now and then, a power line
in a storm,
no surge protector,
Can you feel this? No.

How about now?

The mirror below my nose
fogs on the left.
My arm a testing pad for
Sharpies.
The Doctor angles my chin upwards and
tilts the light just so,
as if to blind me to my defects.
He holds the ballpoint pen like
a chisel, a dotted line on my hip:
cut here.
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It takes eight people to
cut away the excess stone,
but they never reached these
questions during the VSD repair:

What is breathing? What is beautiful?
When is beautiful?
When do we smile and not
worry about the wrong angles and
the next-year rhinoplasty,
and why is beautiful when
we lay down the scalpel and
say,

I am finished,

but weren’t we finished from
the very beginning -and one day I
will hold my ballpoint
pen like a chisel;
carve out my own answers,
and when you ask me, 18,
swollen nose, post-op,
if I think I am beautiful,
I will say there are more important things:
wrap my fingers around my mother’s in one hand,
the other in my father’s.
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My Farewell

By Noah Jacobsen

Japanese Language and Literature Major

10/13/19
Kugayama, Tokyo
I rent the ice rocks in two when I
Passed through this crevice. The wind I called
upon strangles the maples you infested in ivy.
This autumn coast sends me to sleep at night, and in my
slumbers commits murder while I am
unaware. The sand, rolled upon, was taken from its
final resting place and I rub it carefully on the
fleshy underside of a suffering whale. My
ice rocks tear my heart in two and throw the scraps into
the waterfall. Your head hung heavy: the tides bellowed
Victory! That message lingers in the carcass of this sad story.
Lonely beach’s memories are never shown
in Lapush where my father was born. Where green grass doesn’t
grow, blackberries are treasured, and my old woman cowers
in her clouded scene in the tunnel of time.
Our evergreen Cherokee lost its tracks on our way
back home. I decided to stay and watch it drive off south
to Auburn from my standing spot settled between
the Pacific and its Ganodermic depth. Slugs crawl
on the underside of the stony hull. I wonder if I will ever
see the Skykomish again. I wonder if I will bid my friends
another goodbye, or rest forever in this curse.
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The Voice of Wind
By Noah Jacobsen

Japanese Language and Literature Major

10/19/19
Kugayama, Tokyo.
On the muddy trail
to my home,
there is an outworn shack
built out of rusted sheet metal
painted sky blue.
It rests and rots in the maple copse
where I learned to eat
licorice roots.
I felt my death was near,
and I brought Nanami here to show her
what a silent place is.
Midst reckless bushes
we picked perfect fruit,
and she caressed my eyes
with her eyes.
She laid me down in the moss
and undressed.
When the moon revealed itself,
Nanami arose from a vision.
Her gentle gasp
beckoned me from an attractive darkness.
Behind us was a deer, and she was not afraid
of us.
Her body glowing blue,
she came slowly
and rested her soft head
upon my hands.
From her I felt a sadness, too.
Nanami understood,
and she cried
until the deer’s last breath escaped
38

in a whisper,
casting a spell upon the wind
until the last day of my life.
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"The I and the Me"

By Setareh Shayanpour
Biology Major
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Falling Through the Cracks
By Jack Ferguson

Psychology and Philosophy Double Major, Bioethics Minor

I've been a student at the University of Washington now for
five years, which may seem like the perfect amount of time to obtain
two degrees and a minor, but that wouldn't be the case. You see, I'm
a transfer from a local community college, so I had already
completed two years of college study. My time at the UW has been
incredible. I've had some great opportunities and experiences, met
some amazing people, both faculty and students, and I'm a better
person for having gone to the UW. But my time here has also been
fraught with uncontrollable anxiety, failure, and depression so
overwhelming I nearly killed myself. My problems began in my
second year at the UW. Now, I've long had Major Depressive
Disorder, a mental health condition characterized by a low mood,
feeling like you're in a mental fog, feelings of hopelessness and
worthlessness, and constant rumination of past events, among other
symptoms. But it manifested in the worst possible way while I was
just getting into my majors; which are philosophy and (ironically
enough) psychology.
My depression started after my separation from the Army.
In the beginning, I felt lost, without purpose, and that I had failed
my friends. There was, and still is, a lot of survivor's guilt. But as the
years went by and my depression worsened, I eventually sought
treatment in both a range of psychotherapies and medications. I did
the popular Cognitive Behavioral Therapy, which shows a patient
how to recognize specific behavior and thought patterns that
negatively contribute to the depression, as well as Interpersonal
Therapy, which looks to the patient's negative life experiences and
relationships as problems to focus on resolving. I also ran the gamut
of medications for anxiety and depression. Predominantly this
included Buspar, Efexor, Paxil, Prozac, Zoloft, and most currently,
Wellbutrin, but I've tried a host of other medications as well
because the search for an effective drug for a particular person is a
bit of a guessing game. The key is to not give up and to keep
working with your doctor towards an effective treatment.
While attending classes in my second year, I began to slide
from my maintained depressive state. That is to say, I had learned to
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live with depression and managed to function just fine for years, but
it was always a continuous fight with no real relief. Depression, for
some people, isn't something that is cured but managed. It can be a
life-long struggle for many, myself included. At first, I started
skipping a class or two, and eventually, I would stay home to remain
in bed all day. At my worst, I was skipping whole weeks at a time
and falling behind on readings and assignments. I started dropping
courses nearly every quarter to lighten the load as a way of selftreatment. Until one quarter, I just stopped going. In fact, I stopped
for two years. It took me that long to build my mental health and
confidence back up, from essentially nothing, the absolute bottom.
That low point came when I couldn't clearly see any good
options. It seemed like every decision I made was the wrong one,
and I was left with a catch-22. Continue to live a miserable life that I
didn't deserve in the first place or end it. French philosopher Albert
Camus once wrote, "The only serious question in life is whether to
kill yourself or not." Well, I ultimately decided to live, thanks to
friends I had made at the UW. They had noticed my drastic change
in behavior and had regularly checked in on me. In my darkest
moment, I was caught from slipping through the very last crack.
But the journey wasn't over, and I had undoubtedly fallen
through some cracks. This brings me to the entire reason I am
writing this essay. To share my experiences with the UW's
institutional framework for dealing with students like me and the
problems I incurred. I will break down my concerns into several
sections to stay as short and concise as possible.
The UW's Counseling Center (401 Schmitz Hall, (206) 6166910) was helpful for a time but ultimately inadequate as they don't
treat patients long term, and they didn't conduct a single follow-up
with me after I couldn't be seen by them any longer. I need
psychotherapy that lasts years and goes deep into my underlying
issues instead of treating superficial symptoms. This isn't the
Counseling Center's mission, and so I understand its limitations.
But, it lacks the staff and funding it needs to be genuinely capable of
meeting the needs of all the UW's students seeking help as well as
an effective procedure for reaching out to potential patients that
need help but haven’t taken the difficult step in asking for it or past
patients that continue to need support.
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The Disability Resources for Students (DRS) office (011
MGH, (206) 543-8924) is a great place to help those that need a
range of accommodations so that they may function as a student as
best they can at the UW. This includes students with mental health
issues. However, my experiences with them have not been pleasant.
They had poor communication with me during the whole process.
So much so that I had to reach out to the Director of Student
Veteran Life to help facilitate communication between DRS and
myself. DRS buried me in paperwork so deep I hadn't seen that
much since dealing with Veterans Affairs. I had to see my doctor
twice because the paperwork she had filled out wasn't enough to
prove that I had a disability. I was embarrassed and ashamed. I felt
as though I had to justify my disability every time I walked in DRS’s
door. Ultimately I began speaking with my professors individually in
an attempt to get any accommodations they would kindly provide
without the help of DRS. The Disability Resources for Students
office needs to do better; UW students deserve better.
Suicide and suicidal ideation in the United States are serious
health concerns that affect many people. There is help available for
those that need it, you just have to take that first, and seemingly
impossible, step. Some resources that are useful are:
crisistextline.org, just text the word “connect” to 741741, and the
National Suicide Prevention Hotline is 1-800-273-8255. According
to the National Institute of Mental Health suicide is the 10th leading
cause of death in the US and the 2nd leading cause of death for
those aged 10 to 34. The Center for Desease Control shows that the
suicide rate in the US has increased over 30% since the year 2000
and is still on an upward trend, while the American Foundation for
Suicide Prevention states there are, on average, 129 suicides a day.
Life is worth living, even if it doesn’t, at times, seem like it is. You
matter.
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My Garden
By Gal Snir

Biology and Dance Double Major

Earlier
Underneath the tarp ceiling, the words, “He stood breathing,

and the more he breathed the land in, the more he was filled up
with all the details of the land. He was not empty.”(1) Earth

breathed us in, a strong pull inwards, but we didn’t fight it. Our
minds growing roots, settling in. At first I remember I could move
my arms, but soon they turned into branches, entangling with yours.
I didn’t fight it.
Underneath earth’s crinkly covering, we lay. Flowers for
eyes. My mind, now a tree trunk, buzzed with earthly things: eyelids
of dewy leaves, arms of strong oaky trees, fingertips of soft warming
breeze, and our smiling, salty lips. A snail made his way, nibbling at
our toes, dragging behind him, our speaker that sang: “If you’re
traveling in the north country fair…”(2) He must have been on his
way home too.
Under here we had everything we needed. A ground to grow
words from. We even had pots and pans to prepare our books. I
built us a shelf with parts of my bark. While I hammered away, you
dipped our book in chicken broth. Your voice flooded the spaces
between the notes, “There was enough there to fill him. There
would always be enough.”(1) The language rose above the pot,
fragrant as my father’s cooking.
Above, the sky hummed with the soft tune. “Please see for
me that she’s wearing a coat so warm...” (2) He wanted to be invited
too. We kept it to just us two.
Sometime later I towered
Over my garden. Over the squash, Over seeds of laughter,
Over sprouts of stories. Composted words. Tomato & Basil. Every
gardener knows Tomato & Basil like to grow near one another:
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companion growers. But I am out of Basil. So my tomatoes stay
green with jealousy. The thing about People, nasty needy seeds, is
that they need more than sunlight, more than hot soil to grow. I ran
out of People seeds Earlier, and now they are hard to find. So I dug
my hands deep into the dense ground. I dug and dug and dug and
dug and dug and dug. I tried to find us, so I could replant. I called
out for the “howling wind” (1). I called for Guy Montag to burn me
a light when the ground swallowed me whole. Under the worms and
slugs, after a year of searching, I found nothing. Just a tired old
bookshelf. So I laid down and closed my eyes, wishing they were
flowers.
The worms, they crawled up my arms.
Those slugs, they whispered in my ear:
“You were are not to be planted here.”

1. Quotes from Fahrenheit 451 by Ray Bradbury
2. Lyrics from Girl from the North Country by Bob Dylan
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How to Slow Down Time
By Alex Zhu

Neuroscience Major and Comparative History of Ideas Minor

How to Slow Down Time: To live a more meaningful, intentional
life
Time can be measured by
Ticking of clocks, radioactive decay of isotopes
Sun’s position in sky, stars at night
Passing seasons, cycles of birth and decay
We track our age by counting Earth’s laps around the sun
Reminding ourselves that time moves through change
In the shape and form of the formerly young
In wrinkles and rings on fingers and forests
In places and people that were once familiar
We keep time because it lets us keep nothing else
Time is a process of the brain
Collage of senses held together as "now"
Even though eyes transduce light traveling lightspeed
Through optic nerve to fluttering action potentials
While sound travels far slower into ear canals
Shifts air to fluid, drums the tympanic membrane
Vibrates inner hair cells deep in the cochlea
Every moment that you perceive as now is already gone
Just as looking up at the night sky is a snapshot of stars
As they were millions upon billions of years ago
Time slowed down is
Memory of childhood, squeaky swing sets and laughter
Lightning bugs caught in mason jars with impromptu palm lids
Summer sun perched on rooftops
When days grew long as cast shadows
And hours felt more marathon than sprint
And then things got faster
Maybe a year was just more of your life then
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But that can’t be right because sometimes
There are moments of expansion, even now
Maybe you felt it when you first went to college and had to
Find the path to classrooms buried deep in brick buildings
Remember names and hometowns heard for the first time
You got to read things you actually cared about (hopefully)
Do what you wanted (hopefully)
And during that time, it felt endless
And then things got faster
Maybe you’ve had this experience a couple of times now
A couple moves to new cities
With all their new colors and odors
Attending weddings or funerals interspersed
With moments of laughter and tears, sometimes simultaneously
Meeting a newborn baby in the family
Feeling them grasp your finger with their whole hand
Maybe you’ve spent a week in a foreign country that felt more like a
month
Or a month that felt like another lifetime, with double the days in
siesta sliced sleep
And magical midnight conversations over cobblestones, under
bridges
To hide from Jupiter’s torrential temperament, shared soak and
drip home
Maybe when you went out at night to shape fresh snow structures
and
Posed for statues with loved ones and strangers from the
neighborhood
Or waited in silence
For that most important person
To respond after splaying your racing heart out in front of them
My explanation is this: in your younger, formative years
Your brain is still making mental models
Learning gerund noun misplaced modifier,
Histories of subjection objectification propositions
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Discovering new worlds and the ramifications of knowledge
You're figuring out that when you push objects, they fall
Raindrops fan out the spectrum of light into prismatic displays in the
sky
That opposites attract in some cases, most atoms want to be fulfilled
That the weakest of attractions hold us together
That to the scale of the universe, we’ll be gone in the blink of an eye
The world is so full of complexity
Now that you’re all grown up, your processes are more automatic
You know when something is about to fall and you can catch it
You have your routines, you know your commute,
You know what assumptions and associations to make based on
certain attributes
Your brain simplifies everything in hopes that you can live an easier,
better life
Maybe you recognize this if you drive now and realize
How you can get from point A to B without even thinking,
Sometimes without even remembering that you did so at all
Whereas before, when you first learned to drive
You had to pay attention to every single passing thing and
Evaluate if it would kill you or not
By now, you're quite familiar with the concept of time
How do we slow it down?
Many experiences that feel like time has expanded involve
Novelty: walking through that park you’ve always seen on the way
home
Meeting someone walking their dog there, exchanging names and
anecdotes
Learning: the names of all the things around you in another
language
Hearing the backstories of new friends, how their parents were to
them
Recognizing which streets your favorite places and people reside
Attention: when you first learn to drive, paying attention to anything
that moves
When you're outside painting or just sitting still
Noticing the way the leaves on trees rustle in the wind
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Or at night, listening to your thoughts when the pillow is too warm
and you cannot be still
There are many ways in which you can slow down your perception
of time
Another method is mindfulness meditation
Many companies now are encouraging mindfulness meditation to
increase productivity, but that should just be a byproduct of what
you should actually gain from it, which is understanding the value of
your time and how you spend it intentionally, so even during
repetitive tasks or things that feel routine, you are aware of what
you’re doing. You’re no longer in that automatic state of being. The
way I understand you do mindfulness meditation is you close your
eyes, pay attention to your posture and your breathing, and let your
mind wander but not too much. And when you’re done with that,
you’ll have had a moment to yourself, and you’ll have realized that
it’s okay to not be doing something all the time, because we are,
after all, human beings, not human doings. And you’ll be in the
moment, be present and aware of your thoughts and surroundings.
A way I’ve found that slows down time is writing poetry
And be aware that anyone can write and enjoy writing poetry no
matter how you felt about it in high school English. I mean, I
studied Neuroscience at University, so you don’t need to know
something related to it to try it.
One way I learned to write poetry was to take silent walks with
others
(It also helps to be in Rome)
We would record our senses and thoughts, try to translate the world
into words
With special attention to the way in which words work together to
dance on the tongue or page
After writing it all together in silence, we’d share the poetry that
forms
See how our unique individual perspectives shaped our poems
How we could both be looking at the same thing but have
wonderfully, wildly different takes
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Writing poetry was how I originally tuned in to this phenomenon of
slowing down time
Why do I tell you all of this?
I hope that nobody wakes up 20 years from now
Wondering where it’s all gone
Wondering how they got from point A to point B without even
thinking about it
I want you to celebrate every year
To savor the summernight sunsets and stars
Appreciate the fall leaves as they catch fire
Stick your tongue out in winter to catch snow
Notice when the birds start to learn their songs
Appreciate sunrise and sunset in the same day
Talk with strangers at bus stops, on airplanes
Do things that make your heart beat faster
I hope if you can employ these things in even a fraction of the life
you still have
You will have spent countless more hours surrounded by the world
Shared with loved ones, maybe tightening those bonds around your
memories
Maybe you’ll teach them too: how to slow down time
And in doing so, by expanding your perception of the time you’ve
spent
You will have extended the time that you have lived
And you’ll probably actually end up living longer
Because you’re happier, more fulfilled, maybe your blood pressure
is lower
I tell you all of this so you can be intentional with your life and your
time
Because we are all mortal, we all have limited time
And we only get one wild, precious life.
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Night Shift

By Nikolaus Bautista
English Major

“Goodnight, Grandfather.”
“Goodnight, Grandson.”
Our Prayers are said, and the C-PAP is on. Grandpa’s to
bed, his day is done. But while I burn the Midnight Oil bright,
who’s out of bed, used the toilet, and come looking for me in my
Father’s Office tonight? Thus, the Night Shift, truly begins.
*****
“Grandson?”
“Gaah,” I say. “You gave me a Fright! I guess you need my
help back to bed, again tonight?”
“Yes,” he says from the doorway, four inches up in height.
“And do you have any King’s Hawaiian Rolls? I need a nibble in the
middle of the night.”
So through the Laundry Room, to the Kitchen we go. A few rolls
with Jiff or Skippy peanut butter, and we sit, talking about old TV
shows.
Sometimes it’s once. Sometimes it’s every hour, all night.
Sometimes, Grandpa sleeps until Morning’s First Light. Packing
Vending Machine product, as my Father Sleeps, or writing for class
assignments- oh how little a collegiate sleeps. Grandpa comes, and I
stop for his needs — making sure he rests easy — that he and my
father get a good night of sleep.
*****
Mother worries as her Father coughs and wheezes. Finding
out he’s got Bronchitis does nothing to delight us. SymbicortFormoterol, Albuterol, Prednisone and nebulizer masks, hopefully
will return him to a solid state. I cringe as he coughs, I cringe as he
splutters, I grit my teeth as mother bureaucratically hollers, “Son,
move faster; help your Grandfather!” I’m already running to his
aide, running but hurt inside. “I’m already moving. I’m a HumanBeing, not an Octopus!” Dr. McCoy, you get it, right?
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When I finally rest my head, I’ve been up most of the night.
I’m up so late, it’s early; I’ve worked hard through yet another long,
long night. Though I continue this work, this youth’s heavy burden,
it is best I contemplate what could have been, than regret if I hadn’t.
As I lay my head to rest on the pillow, to gain my sleep for the night,
I hear the Oxygen Machine’s puffs, and the C-PAP’s whooshing,
both working alright. I thank the Lord for my Grandfather, Mother,
Father, Dogs and Family, and whisper for my Grandpa, another
wish of good rest and goodnight, ending the Night Shift, for yet
another night.
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It’s a Cycle and a Reappraisal
By Jack Ferguson

Psychology and Philosophy Double Major, Bioethics Minor

There isn’t a balance anymore
There is a separation
and it’s growing by the thought
Meditation or contemplation or perhaps preparation
Perhaps, perhaps
per happenstance and a coincidence or a cowardice or perhaps a
chance
Just a chance
I pick myself up don’t I?
I rethink my position and overthink my attrition
don’t I?
My life is a vivisection
Of pain, and insane, and empty
me
I was told the term is reappraisal; I’m trying
It’s a cycle you see; it’s what you have to understand about me
The tearing down and destruction; I’m rubble
Just to pull myself together, build myself up; right into a bubble
Just like a funny rhyme that no one uses
or a life that no one chooses
Because it’s important you know that, ultimately and utterly,
everybody loses
It’s a cycle
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The Phantom
By Lan Remme
English Major

“Homeostasis,” the Doctor says,
“Shifts the gears in a pivotal world.
When windchills frost the skin
Or heat waves bake it brown,
The body bungees to ‘set point,’ a ‘new normal.’”
“Hey Doc, whatʼs this about Phantom Pain?”
So he recommended a tonsillectomy,
“You donʼt need tonsils,” he said, “just an old wives tale.”
“Appendix serve no purpose, who remembers them.
A finger, a toe, we have too many,
A kidney, a lung,
They gave us an extra but you need only one.”
“Hey Doc, the Phantom Pain. Please explain.”
“The heart? Get a transplant. The brain? We can retrain.”

“How about the soul?”

“Whoa! Whoa! Whoa!”

“The soul...I donʼt know.”
“Doctor what about the Phantom Pain?”
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“Phantom Pain?”
“According to the Mayo Clinic, Phantom Pain, once considered
psychological is now classified as ‘realʼ Sensation that emits from an
absent body part.”
The Doctor said, or so the story is told....
“There was a man who lost his soul.
In a card game with the devil.
Relieved he was to see it go
Believing more in the power of will.
Never a cry more forlorn was heard
Than when the black hole sucked it in.
We heard the Phantomʼs gloat,
A mournful sob, and then a choke.”
The Doctor tugged his ear and said,
“Some ills have no cure.
Iʼm afraid this manʼs set his doom.
Blackness of the heart is the worst
But darker still is an empty soul.
Psychiatry or acupuncture may help or not at all.
Heʼll wish he hadnʼt let that soul go.”
“The Phantom brings great angst,
This we know.
But we cannot mend an absent hole
Science knows nothing of nothing.
Though some claim Botox*, a miracle drug,
Can turn a nothing into a something.”
In a famous fit, King Lear has said,
“Nothing will come of nothing,
In this there is some hope.
Whether through Wizardry or Wordplay
We must find a way
To keep this Demon at bay.”
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*Botulinum toxin: prevents the release of the neurotransmitter
Acetylcholine from axon endings at the neuromuscular junction and
causes flaccid paralysis. Has been effective in alleviating Phantom
Pain”
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