
Capillaries
Winter 2021



Capillaries 

Journal of Medical Humanities 

__________ 

ISSUE 9: Winter 2021 



2 

Cover by Michelle Li 

2021 Capillaries Journal. 

All Rights Reserved. 

cjuw@uw.edu 

capillariesjournal.com 

__________ 

Printed in USA by 48HrBooks (www.48HrBooks.com) 

http://www.48hrbooks.com/


3 

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 ninth edition of Capillaries Journal of 
Medical Humanities at the University of Washington. In 

order to better reflect our mission, expand, and 

encompass the scope and subject of submissions, we have 

revised the title of our journal from Narrative Medicine to 

Medical Humanities. While there has been a change in 

title, our mission remains the same. At Capillaries, we 

strive to bridge the gap between our passion for 

humanities and sciences, offering members of the UW 

community a space to express and reflect on their 

experiences with health and all its forms.  

From how COVID-19 has affected our day-to-day lives to 

the ongoing fight for racial justice, these are undoubtedly 

difficult times. Many of us live with some sort of trauma, 

many without even knowing it. Writing and art are 

powerful forms of catharsis, forcing us to confront 

lingering and unresolved emotions that lurk in our depths, 

and in the process, bring us one step closer to healing. 

Many of the pieces in this issue center around the 

confrontation of ugly realities, of beautiful truths, of loss 

and disappointment, and of hope and healing. While a 

painful process, confrontation paves the way for healing 

and restoration that would not otherwise be possible.  

Voices in this issue span across a multitude of experiences: 

some struggling to face a painful loss, while others 

celebrate our human ability to confront and overcome. 

These narratives are a tribute to the fact that in spite of the 

loneliness, grief, and injustice that we may uncover upon 

confrontation, it is only through coming to terms with this 
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reality that we are able to open up the possibility to hope 

and heal.  

We thank you writers and artists, for sharing your unique 

stories in this edition of Capillaries. While we hope that 

your reflections have brought you one step closer to 

healing, we also want to recognize the inspiration and 

encouragement your words will have on readers of this 

issue. To the readers, we hope that these stories will act as 

a catalyst, giving you the courage to confront your own 

truths. 

The Capillaries Editorial Team 

Miriam Mayhle 

Nikki Talebi 

Chelsea Ng 

Haley Pang 

Andy Chia 

Neva Crnkovic Hahn 

Varuna Ravi 
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Untitled 
By Wynry 
Art Historian & Artist 

The truth comes in as waves of sediment, 

Memory is in the soil at our feet. 

From the smallest grains of sand, once part of metamorphic 

rock, remade through division and the process of transformation.  

Every cycle adds more meaning 

Meaning can never be removed or reduced. 

(Jan 8 2021) 
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Live Oak 
By Milla Walker  
Classical Studies Minor 

I can see the sunrise in the ghost  

that passes from your breath to mine.  

A chill not bitter, but perhaps a little tart: 

sweet but more,  

a punch to the tongue.  

I always wondered if you’d end up here,  

with someone but alone,  

in the way you insist we are.  

I don’t begrudge you the cherry red sun,  

the winter, crisp in your hand,  

or the desert and its scrub.  

I long, perhaps,  

for the crack that sounds and breaks the dawn, 

that dissolves your phantom,  

in a moment here then gone.  

I wouldn’t mind so much,  

I think,  

if the day could stick to one side or the other.  

If the only one who heard my muttered prayers was me, 

if I could find solitude like I used to.  

Or, if not:  

if I could hear your snappling laugh,  

the warm press of your shoulder to mine,  

conversation loud in the face of a brilliant morning.  

But on a day like today neither is within reach, 

snappling or muttered,  

instead that kind of tart chill wraps around me, 

watched, but without warmth. 
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Thoughts on Grief  
By Weston Beckmann 
Political Science Major 

It is a sunny day, and Chinese philosopher Zhuang Zhou is 

joyously singing. His friend, Hui Shi, is offended; for he knows that 

just before this seemingly joyous day, Zhou’s wife of many years had 

died, and he had expected a man deep in mourning. Zhou says he 

did mourn and was quite sad in the moments after her death. But 

he broadened his perspective, realizing her passing is only another 

moment in an ever-changing universe. His grief is gone.  

Over a century prior, in a small poorly lit Chinese 

classroom, the philosopher Confucius, too, is speaking of grief. He 

suggests a three-year mourning period is required for the loss of a 

loved one. And that during these years, the usual delights of the 

world cease to exist. A student raises his hand and asks a question; 

he wonders if there is any way to shorten this period, for it seems 

excessively long and obviously unattractive. Confucius quickly shuts 

him down. You must wait three years! Then, grief is gone.  

There is some disagreement between the two. Zhou believes 

eliminating grief comes when one changes their perspective on life. 

That when one can step beyond the narrow, selfish human point of 

view and see the universe as a whole, mourning has ended and grief 

is gone. Indeed, just like the days pass, human life generates and 

decays. Confucius believes it not to be so simple. Indeed, grief is 

like the weather, it is not subject to human control or a change in 

one's perspective. It is its own beast. Only when one waits three 

years can mourning end and grief subside.  

But it will end. Both philosophers believe that somewhere 

down the road, or maybe just at the next exit, grief will end. This is 

where I must dissent. Please, let me explain.  

Those early moments of spring, in which the morning snow 

turned to a light dew, and warmth rose to triumph the day. What a 

time! The trees grew, plants blossomed, and bed-ridden animals 

emerged from hibernation. Even further, a young couple had just 

reviewed wonderful news; the wife was pregnant, and they were to 

expect a child in nine short months. A joyous time, indeed.  

The dryness of summer followed; and the inviting warmth of 

spring turned to a harsh heat. The couple, in celebration of the 
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coming new life, and to keep even the most distant relations 

pleasant, visited some family in the country. It was decided to go to 

the country (wife’s family) instead of the city (husband’s family) 

because with the coming of their previous child, they went to the 

city. How hot it was, though, in that damned country! The clothes 

worn seemed somehow heavier, the steps taken felt tougher-as if the 

entire topography, regardless of direction, was ever so slightly uphill-

and the words spoken felt slower, indeed, each story felt 

unnecessarily long. It is in this territorial angst, in the early morning 

of the third day, when the wife used the bathroom; hardly an 

unusual occasion. Except for one peculiar occurrence. Indeed, on 

the inner side of her underwear lay a few droplets of dried blood. 

Strange, she thought, but surely it is nothing; maybe even a product 

of such an uncomfortable climate! Though in situations of health, 

one can never be too sure, and she called her doctor with the news. 

Her primary inhibitions were confirmed, it was nothing he had not 

seen before. 

The summer remained still, and although the trip down 

south had ended, the blood had not. It was clear a more formal 

explanation was needed; one that would ease not only the stress of 

this current episode, but like ones in the future. But it must be said, 

there was little worry in the air, rather, it was just something that 

should be done. Upon hearing the blood had yet to subside, the 

doctor, too, remained outwardly optimistic. But trained to value

certainty, he recommended an ultrasound. And so the duo made 

their way to a small room. A nurse, short and boasting a large smile, 

stood waiting with a bottle of medical jelly and a scanner, resembling 

a naive soldier going into a deadly war. The wife laid down and 

exposed her pregnant stomach. No sooner was the soldier lathering 

up her guest with the translucent paste and gliding her weapon right 

through it. She directed her base, if you will, to the small screen in 

the corner. A baby! The couple had long been holding hands, but 

the husband squeezed just tighter. They met eyes and smiled. The 

lovely nurse, though, looked at the screen closer and for a longer 

time. She did not smile. Further still, her emotionless face seemed 

to not come from the place of casual indifference, for she already 

seemed too happy to be doing this at all, but of worry. Specifically, 

she was watching the heartbeat; 

pump…pump……pump………pump……………………pump.  
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She hurriedly left and, maybe a dozen seconds later, returned with 

the doctor, who carried a donut. The couple's hands remained 

locked, but their smiles, products of ignorant bliss, were of a past 

time. The doctor joined the nurse in their private viewing of the 

ever-so-important heartbeat, one that never seemed to truly catch; a

minute went by (though it felt longer to the couple, of course). The 

two experts then locked eyes, as if signaling to each other the need 

for some nonverbal emotional support. But quickly, he turned to his 

guests, and in a heartbreakingly matter-of-fact tone, with no emotion 

in his words nor in his eyes, he coldly stated, “this baby isn’t going to 

work out.” Grief came rushing. 

That summer felt especially long; for as much as a summer’s 

worth of chaos and activity had been accomplished, the days were to 

remain hot for just a month longer, and this cruel disconnect 

created an almost unbearable feeling of longevity. But alas, it 

seemed one final decision remained: abort the baby now (the 

decision advertised by the doctors as the safest route) or wait until 

the body takes matters into its own hands. I call it a “decision” only 

because two options existed. In reality, the couple was stern in their 

unity and belief, there was no real “decision” to be made: as long as 

a heart is beating, that baby remains.  

And the fighter stayed for two more weeks of unparalleled 

emotional pain. Indeed, this was the stretch in which grief first 

entered the unfortunate home; it somehow already had the key. The 

couple, alone in some torment and together in so much more, cried 

day after day…and night after night. They turned their backs on the 

sun, and retreated into the bedroom. Of course, there was no real 

escape. Grief crept through the windows and slid under the doors. 

The wife felt as though they had lost a loved one, someone who 

already had begun life and developed traits. They did not mourn the 

failure to bring new life, but the taking away of one already here. 

The poor couple even thought she was a girl. 

The days of heat were setting, though, and the dry yellowish-

green color of park leaves turned to an even drier yellowish-brown. 

It was finally fall.  

The day in which the body first “took matters into its own 

hands” was about as monotonous as such a day can be. The wife 

noticed the beginning of the end and caved into the bathroom. The 

husband helped tremendously. I will spare most of the details, but 
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one, I feel, must remain. As the soul left her mother’s body in the 

form of such consequential nothingness, the husband felt as though 

he saw something; ever so small, that resembled something larger. 

Indeed, some clump of cells, or maybe a few tiny bones, played the 

part of a more formal organ well.  

Grief was alive that final day, it was probably even 

somewhere in the very bathroom where our story ends, but my 

mother tells me it was not as heavy nor as persistent as it was in 

those early stages of raw reaction. And our strong couple continued 

on, with not only their lives but with attempts to again bring 

children. Indeed, just a few years later my dear brother was born, 

and even later, my lovely sister. And as much joy as those two, and 

hopefully I, have brought the young couple, the grief of that one 

failure remains; in obvious ways, yes, but also in ways unexpected. 

Never can my mother get a routine medical test, for example, 

without expecting, or at least bracing for, some terrible news. I 

believe that lingering fear is grief. When my mother was confident 

she would bleed out and die during the birth of my sister, I believe 

that, too, is a product of some lingering grief of a past time.

I said previously I must dissent from both Zhuang Zhou and 

Confucius in my thoughts on this matter. Like Confucius, I believe 

no alteration of perspective or change in philosophy, no matter how 

profound, will truly eliminate grief; we must let her free from our 

cage and let her fly away. Confucius believes after three years the 

dove (my choice of some bird that can “fly away”) will return to be 

put down. Though I do not. I believe she always remains free. Sure, 

there are times when she rests on a branch or finds shelter in a 

storm, and there are times when she flies with the wind on her tail, 

soaring through the clouds fast and free; from the ground, via an 

untrained eye, she may even resemble a commercial plane or fighter 

jet. But she remains free. Like all living things, though, she ages. 

Indeed, as far as she goes, to the sun or across the sea, she must 

never lose sight of her owner, because she ages only when they do, 

and only as fast as they do. And as they take their last breath, the 

dove too, flaps her wings one last time, landing in her final resting 

place, dying only when they die.  
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Flesh and Bone 
By Milla Walker  
Classical Studies Minor 

And the silence is sweet,  

harsh wind, settling softly 

and the shivering is sweet too. 

But other days —  

the gray rolls fat and ugly  

and I can hear them chanting  

false prayers over his body,  

not a word spoken about his body, 

they want him taken above but  

offer no boast of life. 

He is not a man, he is a body.  

His soul will be accepted above  

and yours will too,  

offer your soul and your body  

everything you have and your body 

and when you too have nothing 

not even your body  

they will take what you had  

and dump it in the dirt  

and to the people gathered  

who gave a shit —  
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They will say,  

offer your soul and your body  

everything you have and your body 

he did and you can too,  

nevermind what kind of man  

he was, 

nevermind what you came to say,  

nevermind if you loved 

and lived  

and bled for the man  

he was a soul and a body, 

and his soul will be accepted above 

and yours will too 
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Whispers of the Universal Language 
By Tisbe Rinehart 
Comparative History of Ideas Major,  

Ecological Restoration Minor  

Trees talk 

I listen 

Water walks 

I listen 

Forests fight 

I listen 

Universe unites 

I listen. 
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Aboriginal Women and Domestic Violence: A 

Sociological Approach to Violence as a Lasting 

Effect of Colonialism 
By Harry Cabalan 

MB BCh BAO 

The issue of violence, particularly 

domestic violence, against Aboriginal 

women is one that demands urgent study 

and action; rates of domestic violence 

against Aboriginal women remain much 

higher than that of other Canadian women.

Nearly one-quarter (24%) of Aboriginal women in Canada reported 

having been assaulted by a current or former spouse, compared to 

7% of non-Aboriginal women. Results from other studies suggest 

that this figure may be as high as 90% in some Aboriginal 

communities (Department of Justice, 2017). This project employs 

the 4 dimensions of the sociological imagination framework – 

historical, culture, structural, and critical- to see how underlying 

gender issues contribute to the violence experienced by Aboriginal 

women. In doing so, it reveals how domestic violence is not an 

individual problem, but a complex issue constructed by the 

intersectionality of various social and oppressive factors, which then 

influences health and well-being.  

Part of the explanation for the disproportionately higher 

rates of violence is due to the political, historical and socio‐

economic contexts that are specific to Aboriginal communities. 

Intergenerational violence and trauma which are so pervasive in 

Aboriginal communities increases Aboriginal women’s exposure to 

both systemic and interpersonal violence (Lamontagne, 2011). 

Factors such as a transient lifestyle, substance abuse, economic 

status, and gender inequality (which this project focuses on) have 

been found to increase the risk of experiencing family violence or 

domestic abuse (Anderson 2014).  

The underpinning gendered issues that drive violence in 

Aboriginal communities are complex. Violence has seen a paradigm 

shift from pre-colonialism to post-colonialism, moving from a rare 
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occurrence to an epidemic (Kwan, 2014). The introduction of 

patriarchy into Aboriginal communities and the breakdown of the 

power and leadership Native women once had is at the root of the 

violence and crisis of Aboriginal Communities today (Anderson, 

2014). The oppression and exclusion of Aboriginal women by 

colonial institutions like the Indian Act and Residential Schools 

broke kinship systems that were based on mutual respect between 

men and women. Colonial prescriptions of western standards and 

assimilation acts instilled an imbalance in Aboriginal communities; 

they removed the power, presence, governance, and authority of 

women (Lamontagne, 2011). Consequently, the breakdown of 

women’s roles has created systems where women are viewed as 

subordinate, less- than, and unimportant. This also works to shape 

perceptions around violence as something common, while the lack 

of resources within communities often limits the options women 

have when it comes to ensuring their safety.  

On a micro-level, the effects from abuse vary from woman 

to woman, but some of the emotional and psychological impacts of 

violence against women include depression, post-traumatic stress

disorder, self-harm, low self-esteem, anxiety, substance abuse, and 

eating disorder (Kwan, 2014). Many of these women sustain long-

term physical injuries as well; physical issues have been related to 

joint pain, chronic pain syndrome, gynecological disorders, 

unwanted pregnancy, sexually transmitted infections, HIV/AIDS, 

and, in extreme cases, death (Todd and Lundy, 2006). 

On a macro and more comprehensive level, the effects of 

violence can be seen within the family, community, and even in the 

stereotypes that Western society holds regarding the Aboriginal 

population (Kwan, 2014). Violence 

supports the breakdown of the family 

system and is modeled to children as 

an acceptable behavior in 

relationships and in everyday life. 

Studies have shown that children 

living in violent homes are 12 to 14 

times more likely to be abused by 

their mother’s partner and are 45–70 

% more likely to be physically and 
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sexually assaulted (Anderson, 2014). The violence that children 

witness in the family home acts to perpetuate the cycle of violence 

and the intergenerational trauma experienced by the Aboriginal 

people. Violence against Aboriginal women can then be seen as a 

positive feedback loop influenced by various social factors, where a 

lack of culturally aware interventions continue to perpetuate the 

issue. 

*This project uses the terms Indigenous, First Nations, Aboriginal,

and Native interchangeably. 
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HISTORY 

“The woman is the foundation on which nations are built. 

She is the heart of her nation. If that heart is weak, the 

people are weak. If her heart is strong and her mind is 

clear, then the nation is strong and knows its purpose. The 

woman is the center of everything.” 

-Dr. Art Solomon (Ojibwe) Elder 
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Textbook Indian 

*Curated from multiple images in the children’s story The 

Last of the Mohicans 
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The Textbook Indian: Colonization Introduced Patriarchy 

The Textbook Indian is a collection of colonial 

misrepresentations of First Nations men by settler societies as 

violent, abusive, and threatening. These narratives have been 

pervasive with history, but on a deeper level, have contributed to the 

historical breakdown of Aboriginal communities by introducing 

western notions of masculinity and power. Colonization is a critical 

factor in the gendered issues among First Nations communities that 

drives domestic violence. Jeannette Armstrong (Syilx Okanagan) 

argues that “colonization has not only suppressed Aboriginal 

cultural beliefs and forms of government, it has also dramatically 

undermined the place and value of women in Aboriginal cultures” 

(Miller, 1996). She demonstrates how violence (both inside and 

outside Aboriginal communities), dispossession, the erosion of 

family structures and mothering, through the residential school 

policy and the seizure of children by child welfare authorities have 

left Native women dehumanized and in despair. (Miller, 1996).  

Gender discrimination was cleverly directed towards First 

Nations women because legislation like the Indian Act identified 

that if they could assimilate women, First Nations peoples would be 

most easily and effectively assimilated. The Indian Act restricted 

access to treaty rights and resources for women, 

whereas it created opportunities for men. This in 

turn introduced a disproportionate political system 

based in patriarchy which did not exist prior to 

colonization. Mary Ellen Turpel (Cree) explains 

that “legislations have had the continued effect of 

dividing First Nations communities, families, and 

homes; it breaks down the matriarchal tribal 

support network” (1991). She further writes that at 

the same time:  

"We have had to react to and struggle with the

internal imprint of colonial State-enforced 

patriarchy on our men and on our political structures. Some of our 

men have lost touch with their sense of responsibility to women. 
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They have been taught that patriarchy is the ideology of the civilized, 

and they have tried to act accordingly” (Turpel, 1991).  

We see how historical factors impact domestic violence, since there 

has been an intergenerational breakdown of women’s roles by 

colonial forces to divide relationships between men and women. 

Hence, violence persists.  
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CULTURE 

“Our language and culture is the window through which 

we see the world.” 

-Paul Disain (Stony Rapids) 
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Squaw Princess 

*Curated from Marilyn Dumont’s (Métis) book of poetry, A Really 
Good Brown Girl, and a picture of Disney’s Pocahontas 
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Squaw Princess:  Invalidation and Cultural Shame 

The Squaw Princess is a juxtaposition of Marilyn 

Dumont’s poem, “Squaw,” and an image of Pocahontas. The 

picture represents western notions of benevolence imposed on 

Aboriginal women, commonly referred to as the squaw/ princess 

dichotomy. Aboriginal women were expected to be obedient and 

rule-abiding, otherwise they were considered to be squaws, which 

carries the stereotype of being promiscuous, an alcoholic, in 

poverty and abusive relationships. The implication of the squaw is 

that her immoral behavior warrants her situation. This justifies 

ignoring interventions and political issues facing Aboriginal 

women. Dumont writes that “I would become the Indian Princess, 

not the squaw dragging her soul after...abusive husbands...I could 

react naturally...to my puberty...or I could be mindful of the squaw 

whose presence hounded my every choice" (89). We see a

widespread internationalization by Aboriginal women of the 

cultural degradations of their identities, which fuels stigma and the 

cycle of domestic violence as it is attached to shame. The squaw is, 

however, a consequence of various cultural factors.  To fully 

understand how such notions underpin domestic violence, we have 

to look further.  

Looking into how the cultural degradation of Indigenous 

women came about helps us to see how their lower value in 

society cultivates a normative culture of violence in their 

communities. In a cohort study of elderly Aboriginal women, the 

women reported being subjected to cultural degradation by 

members of their churches and local parochial schools, who 

viewed native culture as heathen and ungodly. The women were 

doubly invalidated by both cultural heritage and sexual abuse 

(Mcevoy & Daniluk, 1995). This shame involved a sense of 

deficiency, of somehow being flawed from birth by being an 

Aboriginal woman; the women internalized this cultural shame as 

self-hatred (Mcevoy & Daniluk, 1995). The social and cultural 

degradation of women’s identities positioned them as less than, 

therefore abuse became normalized and accepted behavior. In 

addition, the internalization of shame then makes women feel 

deserving of abuse preventing them from speaking up.  
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STRUCTURE 

“Our women, our people, have unaddressed grief, 

intergenerational trauma, as the residential schools 

severed the most important bond, that bond between 

indigenous children and their mothers and their families. 

This system exposed our children to a cycle of violence 

that continues today, but we know that violence is a 

learned behaviour and therefore we also know that we can 

unlearn this behaviour.” 

- Dr. Dawn Lavell-Harvard (Wikwemikong) 
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Institutional Paradox 

*Curated from a picture of St. Michael’s Indian Residential School

(Alert Bay, BC) and front building of Simon Fraser University 
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Institutional Paradox: Post-secondary and Perpetuating 

Domestic Violence 

The “Institutional Paradox” is a composition 

of the entrance to Simon Fraser University 

contrasted with St. Michael’s Indian Residential 

School to show the structural similarities between 

the two. The irony is that whereas residential 

schools were filled with Native children, there is 

such low representation of Aboriginal people in 

universities (Mayer, 2007). Their cultural 

artifacts are often on display, like the SFU totem, but 

where are the people themselves? Although domestic violence and 

abuse might not seem like a determinant to access education, 

studies in fact link colonial abuse and the degradation of Native 

women, particularly in relation to intimate partner violence, to 

educational access. Lorraine Mayer addresses how abuse in  

relationships impacts Aboriginal women’s perceptions of themselves 

and how the subsequent perceptions affect representation in 

Universities; she is concerned with whether education can harness a 

legacy of abuse or simply exacerbate it (2007). Mayer seeks to 

answer if education can help an abused woman overcome legacy 

that creates a deep sense of self-loathing and failure? (Mayer, 

2007). 

We see that the structural and power dynamics of 

universities is deficient in helping Native women overcome their 

trauma. In fact, the structure implicitly enforces the obedient and 

patriarchal sentiments of domestic abuse. What happens to a 

student when or if the professor says “this is good, but...?” Do they

feel encouragement or terror? Do they run and escape the pressure 

of feeling the walls are closing in around them and locking them into 

eternal hell? (Mayer, 2007). If formal education is to help overcome 

the legacy of abuse, women need to fearlessly confront historical 

distortions. Yet, this is where their greatest problem lies, in the

confrontation (Mayer, 2007). Can we learn that confrontation does 

not always equal abuse? According to Mayer, if we can take the 

perception of confrontation out of the abuse category and place it 
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within the realm of critical thinking- along with the necessary

allowedness to think- then we might have a chance (2007).

However, this change requires the decolonization of university 

bureaucracies that mimic and perpetuate patriarchal and gendered 

power imbalances, where women are unafraid to question men and 

the status quo.  



33 

CRITICAL 

“The truth is ugly, but 

so is ignorance or 

denial of such 

atrocities and pain.” 

-M.B. Dallocchio, 

The Desert Warrior 
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Band-Aids Don’t Fix Wounds 

*TD-bank Mural above the SFU Images Theatre and a mask

of Bill Reid’s (Haida) Bear Mother 
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Band-Aids Don’t Fix Wounds 

Band-Aids Don’t Fix Wounds is a picture of the British 

Columbia Pageant (1951) Mural displayed at SFU which in part has 

been covered by Bill Reid’s (Haida) Bear Mother sculpture. The 

mural, by Charles Comfort, is highly controversial as it celebrates 

colonialism and the portrayal of European explorers and colonists. 

It even depicts Emily Carr receiving a doctorate, who some scholars 

have charged with appropriation of Native imagery and motifs 

(Legacy and Influence/ Vancouver Art Gallery). Because of the 

backlash the school received for purchasing the mural, the Reid 

sculpture was then placed in front of it as a quick fix, at the claim 

that taking the mural down would be costly.  

This notion of covering the wrong and pretending it does 

not exist is a key factor about society and our social world that allows 

Aboriginal issues, especially domestic violence, to persist. 

Therefore, the picture serves as a metaphor to a larger social 

problem of cultivated ignorance. The history of Canada's dealing 

with Aboriginal Peoples is a history of ignorance, not passive or 

haphazard, but a profoundly purposive and willful ignorance that 

served the interests of Canadian immigrants and settlers 

(Godlewska, Moore, & Bednasek, 2010).  

The social ignorance of Aboriginal identity and existence is 

still perpetuated by social institutions like education, media, and 

policy. For example, very little attention has been paid to the 

missing and murdered Indigenous women crisis. Ignorance is a 

powerful social force and if we continue to ‘miseducate’ our society, 

especially younger people, they will grow up accepting the 

misrepresentations about Aboriginal people that drive issues like 

domestic violence and the cycles of internalizations and self- hatred. 
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The 4 Photos: Togetherness and Intersectionality 

These four photos work together to highlight the concept 

that domestic violence as it relates to Aboriginal women is far more 

complex than an individual problem. They highlight the pre-colonial 

and post-colonial shift of Aboriginal communities, and how the 

introduction of systems like patriarchy dismantled matriarchal and 

women-valued Native societies.  Social and political factors broke 

family and communal kinship systems and established imbalances 

between men and women, which fostered gendered issues like 

domestic violence. In addition, they show how social factors, both 

within and outside Native communities, have perpetuated these 

colonial acts and continued the intergenerational breakdown of 

Indigenous kinship.   
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Misrepresentations about Aboriginal people have allowed 

the issue of domestic violence to continue. Aboriginal women have 

been portrayed as promiscuous and against western notions of 

benevolence, implying that the abuse they face is a consequence of 

their behaviors. This then justifies the lack of social and political 

action to address gendered issues. These misrepresentations have 

fostered self- hatred among Aboriginal women, where they succumb 

to the normative culture of violence because society has rendered 

them insignificant.  

The intersectionality of various factors show that domestic 

violence is rather influenced by multiple variables that are not always 

evident. There are multiple underlining historical issues that have 

been allowed to persist today to support the breakdown of Native 

people. However, Indigenous resistance, especially among 

women, is fighting for the content existence of Indigenous Identity 

and equity. 
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A New Story 

“I am hoping for the day when we as Indian people are 

not treated less than human. We are not disposable.” 

-Marita Growing Thunder (Fort Peck Assiniboine and 
Sioux) 
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Indigenous Inclusion 

*Personal collection of books and novels by Indigenous writers and

scholars 
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A New Story 

Indigenous Inclusion is my personal collection of books and 

novels by Indigenous writers and scholars, which explore gendered 

issues like domestic violence. Three of the books are written by 

women and two are by men, providing different but mutual 

perspectives on the issue. Stories are told autobiographically, 

through fantasy, fiction, poetry, and short stories. The picture 

attempts to fix the critical thinking issue of cultivated ignorance of 

Indigenous people through settler misrepresentations, which have 

been perpetuated by social institutions like our media, educational, 

and political systems.  

The cultivated ignorance about Indigenous people and 

affairs has been historically perpetuated to ignore Indigenous issues 

and justify settler expansion; this marginalization persists today. 

Indigenous people have been written out of Canada’s historical 

narrative. Therefore, this picture shows that if Indigenous people, 

particularly women, are given the opportunity to tell their own 

stories, misrepresentations will be decolonized. This will then create 

social awareness that issues facing Aboriginal people, like domestic 

violence, are influenced by a realm of oppressive factors. Linda T 

Smith expresses anger about colonial practices that are still 

“employed to deny the validity of Indigenous peoples’ claim to 

existence ... and the right to self-determination. Aboriginal affairs are 

usually written from the perspective of the colonizer. These issues 

are often distorted to favor a settler ideology” (2012). The 

mainstream portrayal of Indigenous people is often disconnected 

from the inner workings of Indigenous communities. Therefore, 

when Indigenous people can tell their own stories, there will be a 

paradigm shift that authorizes honest representation and expression 

of Indigenous identities; an Indigenous perspective provides an 

accurate portrayal of colonialism from the colonized. To women, 

allowing them a voice prevents domestic violence from being a 

taboo subject that does not get discussed. It breaks down walls and 

boundaries and opens up the space for an uncomfortable topic to 

be explored. It will position domestic violence as an urgent issue 

and break the normative context of violence as common and 

acceptable to Indigenous communities.  
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Reflection 

“Everything on the earth has a purpose, every disease an 

herb to cure it, and every person a mission. This is the 

Indian theory of existence.” 

 - Mourning Dove Okanogan and Arrow Lakes) 
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Reflection 

As a First Nations minor student focused on sexuality and 

gender, domestic violence is an issue I am closely related to and 

passionate about. Violence in the Aboriginal context is quite 

complex and I appreciate the sociological imagination because it 

encompasses the various factors that influence this issue, which are 

not always explicit. Moreover, it reveals underpinning issues that are 

often pushed aside and ignored; perhaps because they are 

uncomfortable and reveal personal biases about ourselves which are 

not always pleasant.  

The concept of self-positioning is essential in Indigenous 

pedagogies because it allows us to situate ourselves in relation to the 

world and our research, and frames our perception as socially 

constructed. In doing so, we discover our own prejudice and see 

how our experiences shape the assumptions and conclusions we 

make about others. As a queer person of colour with ties to colonial 

history and slavery, Indigenous sexuality and gender affairs hits 

home. However, I recognize that because of my experience I often 

employ colonizing theory to critique the imposition of western 

standard on Indigenous people. I also believe that research needs to 

shift to the inclusion of Aboriginal people, particularly women, so 

that they can tell their own stories. For too long have Native people’s 

stories been exploited and told by western society. To truly 

empower the lives of Aboriginal women, they need to be given their 

power and voices back. 

In relation to domestic violence and gendered differences, I 

typically feel overwhelmed by the issue because it is both pervasive 

and related to myself. Women are central to the world, and in 

Native culture, women are 

Earth. She is Earth. It is 

detrimental to see how 

patriarchal impositions 

have dismantled the 

gender balances that 

existed in Indigenous 

communities where 

women had power, and 
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were valued and respected by men. Elders today suggest that this 

power and the recognition of value by men still exists but it will take 

a lot of work by communities to re-establish these power systems.  

There are many Indigenous people working very hard to make 

positive changes, to empower women, and to validate men about 

their roles as caretakers, lovers, and protectors. Native resistance is 

powerful and continues to fight for the continued existence and self-

determination of its people.  
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Blindspot  
By Trevor Little  
English Major, Gender, Women, & Sexuality Studies Minor 

There’s a blindspot in my rear view... 

I can’t see them. 

I can’t see them without your help. 

Or so I tell you. 

I call you on my phone 

as the streetlights shoot past my window 

and ask you to tell me where to look. 

You point me to 

the injustice in the burning cities 

the broken neighborhoods 

the hidden histories 

the bruised bodies 

the forgotten peoples 

the wailing mothers 

the scorched earth 

and the silenced voices. 

They scream out as I speed past. 

I never stop, 

I just look. 

“There’s nothing to be done,” I tell myself. 

“There’s nothing I can do.” 

Yet my guilt builds with the piles of bodies by the road, 

stacked with the care a toddler shows to a block tower. 

The fires rage closer to my car, 

they cast a sickly glow over the steering wheel. 
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The wrathful scream of rebels penetrates my ears, 

drowning out the numbing noise of the car radio. 

I sob 

and ask for help, 

HOW 

to help. 

“What can I do?” 

But there is only static on the phone 

as my car speeds further down the road of my ignorance. 

A voice cuts into my radio, 

silencing the world around me. 

It asks me a question: 

“Who told you to keep driving the car?” 
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Going to Seed  
By Ira Woodward 

Eventually, 

everything has to make 

a decision. 

Choice- 

illusion or not, 

it's never easy; 

nope. 

But sometimes, 

once in a blue moon, 

it comes naturally 

like pure tears, 

letting gravity do the work. 

The body probably 

has to squeeze a bit 

to get the tears out. 

That's fine. 

Probably good. 

Helping to expel 

a bit of pollen maybe, 

or a bit of grief, 

perhaps. 

From this end, 

behind the eyes, 

I'm simply grateful 

for the renewed clarity; 

a distinct vision 

of bright petals 

open wide, 

or a dried stalk 

of grass, 

ripened seedheads 

dangling, 

ready to fall. 



49 

Yes, 

it all goes down, 

comes down. 

It goes back up, 

though, 

whatever they may say. 

Up into the clouds, 

condensing there, 

regrouping 

for another round. 
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Gentle  
By Milla Walker 
Classical Studies Minor 

It seems nothing is private,  

Tía, not even death -  

perhaps the most public of acts,  

more than birth and love and life.  

The manner and moment  

advertised 

for those who come seeking solace 

or morbidity.  

Tell me, can you find sensation 

at some other gravesite?  

Your crowing disturbs the peace,  

the peace of the dead,  

who earned their place. 

A black shovel and a green seed 

are what I have, Tía,  

to bury like you.  

I’d like to water her  

in oaken ale and laughter,   

to ease the ache  

of a soul torn too soon from time. 

You had no patience for nonsense. 

I repeat it back, 

water, dirt, and sun.   

And twenty years from now,  

you’ll be covered in her roses.  

May she wrap around the nightmares, 

estimada. May you find peace,  

now that you have nothing left 

to fear.  
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Bloody  
By Milla Walker 
Classical Studies Minor 

It was my hands  

that dug into the chrome shards —  

past the skin, the fat, the meat 

and muscle and blood of your chest.  

I filled the places  

left bleeding with grass 

and soil, seeds of  

grapefruits.  

Now in odd places 

the mirror’s pieces  

catch the light,  

near blackened suns  

and unforgivable peach trees.  

I leave a jar of salt  

on your dresser,  

should you ever work up  

the strength to sand away the shining surface. 

Perhaps it is too great a task,  

but to leave them forever shining  

is better than taking away your chance.  
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Am I Crazy? 
By Tisbe Rinehart 
Comparative History of Ideas Major, 

Ecological Restoration Minor  

My mind floats 

A I M L E S S L Y. 

Where did she go? 

I don’t feel the wind 

Soft on my cheek. 

It does not bite.  

I am a vacuum. 

I am gray.  

I am meaningless and 

Empty. 

If creativity is my friend, 

I fear I’ve offended her. 

In revenge, 

She does not share her secrets with me. 

Joy and sadness fade with time 

Nothing always remains 

I wait to disappear 

Are you impatient too? 

A silky pool of water-- rainbows dance on the pebbled floor 
-- the light fights to escape its trap 

I work to escape my trap 

EVERYONE IS LYING. 
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Post-Class Assignment 
By Eric Yang 
Philosophy Major  

Hmm, today’s discussion… well, what’s the goal of our discussion? 

As in, what is the type of consciousness that we are trying to 

achieve… or at least, what’s some way that I can interact and 

contribute to a discussion in a way that shows I’ve properly retained 

or thought about the information from the readings? I guess I’ll 

admit it… I’m lost. Not just for this class, not just for my other 

classes, but life in general. Is that too extreme, maybe a little 

dramatic? Shit, maybe. 

I mean… what process am I trusting, what type of feeling am I 

striving for, what type of level of engagement do I consider to 

be ideal, who do I want to be, and how does what we’re talking 

about in class relate towards me being who I think I should be? 

It just seems like there’s so many discussion points throughout the 

texts that we’re reading, and somehow it seems like we just pick up 

on the surface-level points. And in doing so -- man, we really fit that 

stereotype of philosophers sitting around in a circle skimming 

around abstract topics of  “what it means to be human.” 

Shit, I probably sound like a keyboard warrior or something right 

now… listen, I’m anxious, okay? Like… this whole thing about 

“finding what I like to do” and stuff -- sometimes I don’t know 

what the difference is between “liking something” and “liking what 

I want to get out of something.”  

And really, that kind of relates to the whole self-love and amour-

propre thing, huh? When do I see things as a means, when do I see 

things as an end, and what happens when I don’t see things the right 

way, what is the “right way,” why do I see things the way I see things 

-- it’s just… all that shit, ya know?? 
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“I'm taking out this time (yeah, yeah, what) 
To give you a piece of my mind 

('Cause you can't knock the hustle) 
Who do you think you are? 

Baby one day you'll be a star” 

-Mary J. Blige (Can’t Knock The Hustle) 

Is this part of the joy of philosophy, is this representative of the 

larger joy that comes with ratifying my existence or something? It’s 

not that I want this constant slope towards immaculate success, but 

instead, I’d like to think I crave the feeling of being engaged, of 

being in a sort of flow state, if you will. But even with that… shit, 

that’s so vague, you know? Because what does it mean for me to 

have fun, what if I think other people have a better life than me, 

what if that makes me question everything that I thought was 

beneficial for me, what if that causes me to lose motivation for 

everything that I was already doing -- and these questions, these 

worries… are they fit to be answered in a philosophy class?  

And it’s like… what reality am I eventually striving towards? What 

are the current career paths where I can incorporate all this, what if 

I become that stereotypical humanities graduate that has no job and 

wasted his whole college experience? All this shit… I would like to 

say that I’m just overthinking, but damn it -- once these thoughts 

come in, they stay -- the more I try to resist, the more I tighten up… 

and the less likely I’m able to do things like “problem-pose.” 

What do I hope to gain from studying philosophy? Shit, as of right 

now -- probably a higher sort of consciousness, a larger bandwidth -- 

capacity, if you will -- for my mind. But it’s like, that’s pretty much 

the larger mission statement of any major in college anyway, right? 

So I don’t know, I guess a more immediate goal would be to 

understand what it takes to be focused, what it takes to be engaged 

in something -- and more importantly, know what it means to work 

hard and not receive immediate credit and be looked up to as some 

sort of God-like figure.  

Like… ever wonder why so many of us want to be content creators, 

why so many of us want to have large social media followings -- fuck 
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me, I feel like we’re all like the tyrant that Socrates described, you 

know?  

So I don’t know, listen… I wish I could just open up those 

philosophical documents, immediately get focused, and spur critical 

thinking where I can eventually solve cancer or some shit -- but shit, 

school almost seems secondary to me right now, ya know? Well, 

that’s not entirely true… but it’s almost like there’s a game within a 

game -- as in, I have this idea of what essentially amounts to 

perfection, yet my mind isn’t following it. Okay, so that in and of 

itself means there’s some sort of programming, some sort of self-

negotiation that needs to take place… but on the surface level, it may 

just seem like I’m “unmotivated,” that I’m “lazy,” or that I’m 

probably “entitled.”  

So right now… how do I feel right now? Well, I feel great. Matter of 

fact, I’m actually slightly encouraged that I’m able to bring forth a lot 

of the stylistic elements, if you will, from the journals that I keep 

towards an actual classroom assignment -- albeit a pretty low stakes 

one. I mean, this feeling right now -- I feel like this is the feeling 

Sisyphus has when he climbs his way to the top of the hill… like 

damn, wouldn’t it be nice to have this feeling every single waking 

moment of my life? And once again, maybe that goes back to the 

readings that we did for today’s class, about how we transform reality 

by first imagining a reality that has discrepancies towards where we 

predominantly feel. 

It’s kinda weird… like I ain’t never smoked weed or drank alcohol, 

but this feeling right here? It’s like this influx of motivation, a feeling 

of higher consciousness, I feel super athletic right now, I feel like I 

can talk to the President… this seems like the joy of philosophy, 

huh?  

Of course, I’ll wake up tomorrow, go to class, walk around campus -

- and once again, feel like a nobody, and once again, see dudes that 

look better than me, see “___” following dudes with more followers 

than me, see guys way more athletic, way cooler than me... and yeah, 

that big-ass rock I worked so hard to push up on top of the hill 
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immediately comes crashing back down again, and I feel like I have 

to redefine my existence.  

Man… is this really what life is about? I guess I’m wondering… when 

will I just be at peace with myself? Damn it, man… these highs are 

high, and these lows are fucking low. One minute “___” is the best 

thing ever, the motivation to attain the highest possible 

achievement… and another minute, a mere glimpse of her social 

media following causes me to feel like I’m the most insignificant 

person in the world. 

Am I becoming a better person through all this? I’d sure hope so, 

I’d sure hope that all those times where that rock has rolled towards 

the bottom of the hill, I become even more humble, even more, 

respectful of what it takes to be consistently great… but who knows?  

To feel good… and to have nothing to show for it. It’s just… it’s such 

an interesting predicament -- like, it still feels as if I’m in a transition, 

as if I’m in some sort of uncertainty. As in, it’s clear that I do place 

higher importance on intellectual stimulation, but man… I want the 

money too, okay? I want the girls, I want the fame, I want the glory -

- I want all that ignorant shit too, ya know?   

Anyways, hopefully, throughout the quarter I can stay in the 

moment, be focused on what’s right in front of me, be confident in 

myself, be confident in what I genuinely find to be pleasurable… but 

who knows? Change is scary, okay? Fuck me, it’s just so much 

easier to worry about the future than to act towards the future -- like, 

it’s so much more comforting to talk shit about being in a cave, then 

actually take steps towards getting the fuck up out the cave, okay?  

Maybe I progress myself throughout this quarter, maybe I have too 

idealistic of an expectation of myself after I finish writing this, and I 

once again see myself stagnate. Shit, I don’t know… like, I really just 

don’t know.  

“She a quiet chick, may let her see some things 
I'm catchin' feelin's for her, she take away the pain” 

- Rick Ross (If They Knew) 



57 

Cole Anthony 
By Eric Yang  
Philosophy Major  

11/19 

12:48 PM 

What I’m starting to realize is that this isn’t a copy-paste situation. 

It’s never going to be “I’m going to do well in the class if I spend ‘x’ 

amount of hours on it,” or I’m going to have better experiences if I 

join ‘y’ amount of RSOs. 

It doesn’t work like that, okay? 

The human mind is too complex. I try to control my thoughts, and 

yet my mind wanders. Those long periods when my mind is idle, all 

those times I’m thinking about other things, ruminating about my 

insecurities, attempting to process past experiences, what am I even 

doing -- am I just assuming that I have the ability to immediately sit 

down with an open mind, ready to process new information with 

complete poise? 

That’s probably the hope, but I mean, I think it might be a mistake 

to immediately go about assuming that I have that ability. It’s hard, 

okay? There are so many unresolved tensions in my head, so many 

bits of unconscious programming in my mind all begging for their 

resolution, seemingly demanding my attention at all times, that I 

think it’s good to just take a step back and begin gradually resolving 

these worries and sources of anxieties bit by bit. 

Specifically, I feel like it’s in my best interest to always follow, give 

pretense to, and fully develop those thoughts and voices in the back 

of my head. It may be painful at first, it might even lead to toxic 

isolation, but I think that it may be the only way to legitimately 

expand my mind -- by going to war with myself, confronting my 

deepest traumas, insecurities, fears, and doubt -- away from 

everybody else. I think that might be the only way to achieve inner 

peace.  
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I guess I’m trying to figure out what hard work means, what things 

like persistence or dedication really imply. I think I’ve always 

envisioned this image of workaholic hustler porn -- this tense, 

gritted-teeth ideal of continuous mental/physical pressing along a 

supposedly predetermined path to success. No happiness, no 

relaxation… just a severe tightening of mental capacity in an ode to 

“grinding.” 

And I gotta say… maybe that works for some people, maybe some 

people thrive on negative reinforcement, on continuous, forcible 

acclimation. But not me. For me, I think my conception of hard 

work has only led to some pretty dramatic mental health issues and 

burnout over the years.  

It’s just, always struggling, finding myself in an existential limbo, 

maybe it’s just the constant lack of an immediate objective for me to 

complete, something that’s compounded with my decision to affix a 

perceived immediate objective (abstractly represented by “doing well 

in school”) that doesn’t actually represent a legitimate meaning to 

me. 

At the same time, maybe I might not be pressured to fulfill 

immediate needs that others might face, but I still face this incessant 

pressure to create meaning and find an individual (or collective) 

path that allows me to feel enough satisfaction to keep pushing 

myself forward. And in that case, I think the cream rises to the top -- 

whether it’s sports, school, entertainment -- people only end up 

separating themselves based on how strongly they claim their 

identity, and then subsequently, how confidently they express their 

story.  

I say all this to say that… sometimes, I just have to let go. Instead of 

being this uptight 19-year-old kid, maybe I should just lay out those 

inner thoughts of mine that arise when I’m reading, sitting in class, 

or hanging out with other people. Because yeah, maybe I miss some 

assignments, maybe I don’t have perfect grades in many of my 

classes… but I at least can take one step closer towards gradually 

beginning to free my mind in an effort to prepare myself for… I 

guess this marathon that we call life.  
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And I feel like I’ll benefit from that, I feel like I’ll be more poised, 

I’ll be humbler, I’ll be better adept at analyzing my decision making, 

and overall, I’ll just be able to take in, incorporate, and synthesize 

outside information better, skills that will hopefully allow me to, 

above all else, become a better listener.  

In order to expand my worldview, I must expand myself first. 

Otherwise, this autopilot conception of hard work will continue to 

pave the path towards continuous burnout and anxiety, two aspects 

that will only continue to have compounded negative repercussions 

down the line if gone untreated. 

I’m just trying to control my mind, trying to stay poised throughout 

different situations -- that’s probably something I’ll always have to 

work with, but as far as right now goes, I don’t really know what to 

say to myself other than to just keep going, to just keep moving 

forward, to just continue having a positive and upbeat perspective, 

really, that’s all I can control for myself in these times of 

uncertainty.     
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Forever or Tomorrow 
By Tisbe Rinehart 
Comparative History of Ideas Major, 

Ecological Restoration Minor 

As you melt into a peaceful sleep, 

a ship emerges out of 

the cloudy waters.  

She docks 

lowers her gangplank  

and invites you to join her crew of lost souls. 

You gape at her yawning mouth, frozen in  

indecision. 

She doesn't tell you where you will go 

or how far she will take you. 

The sails are tattered and tired.  

The lady chained to the bow sags mournfully 

as if she spent her years being 

objectified 

and spit at by the sea. 

It feels as if the wind artfully dodges the hull 

as if she has learned from experience  

to avoid the foreboding ocean monster. 

You wonder, 

why does this pile of cursed wood 

openly mourning her lost  

days of glory 

still fill you with yearning? 

Maybe she reminds you of yourself: 

the adventures you never took, 

the lovers you never bedded, 

the days you cried from the pain of your 

Black heart. 
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Maybe you empathize with her deterioration:  

she was young once, 

like you: 

slicing through the seas with reckless abandon 

instead of tiptoeing through the  

choppy sadistic waters 

that a man steers her through with 

forceful calloused hands. 

Her soul was an unfettered white 

and she tackled storms 

with the arrogance of a child 

who has not yet lost a fight. 

Oh, the places you’ll go! 

Can’t you see it? 

Magic castles,  

the pastures of your youth, 

and a glittery canvas of stars  

that reminds you of something long forgotten. 

Come! Come! 
The horizon beckons  

and the sun sets seductively. 

As the light disappears,  

your body stirs from its slumber. 

The dreamscape flickers in your mind's eye. 

Hurry! 
The boat calls out 

Join me, now and forever! 

Do you get on? 

Or do you wake up to tomorrow? 
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Wet Pillowcase 
By Teresa Wu 
Postbaccalaureate Student in Nursing 

It was time for bed. I turned off the bedroom light, shut the 

door, sat down in the bed, and I was finally alone. I buried my face 

in the pillow that was still damp from the night before and began my 

nightly routine of weeping in the dark. During the day, I put on my 

“normal face” and worked hard not to let my grade slip, so there 

would be no “evidence” of anything being wrong with me. But I 

knew. Something was very wrong with me.  

I thought about death constantly; I thought about the vague 

yet surreal possibility of waking up one day only to find all my family 

and friends dead. “Mom and Dad could get cancer. My little 

brother could get hit by a car. Grandma and Grandpa are old, and 

old people are bound to get sick and die. And I’m not sure why, but 

it will all be my fault.” These guilts lingered over my head like a 

dark cloud, and when no one was watching, I let it rain hard like a 

storm. I was a sophomore in high school, and the year before, I had 

just left my family in Taiwan to pursue better education in the states. 

I was struggling with adapting to my new environment; my self-

esteem plummeted as I sensed my peers’ impatience towards my 

broken English. Being away from family and the world I knew led to 

a long episode of depression and anxiety. I knew I needed help but 

kept my issues a secret due to the fear of being judged. I felt so 

isolated and helpless. I pretended everything was fine when I 

skyped my parents because I didn’t know how to talk about my 

problems; I saved my tears for my pillow. 

I wanted it all to stop, but I wasn’t sure how and who to ask. 

I didn’t even know what was happening to me. Fortunately, in my 

dark place, there lies a bright spot that was the resilient adolescent 

mind. As I adjusted to my new surroundings, my symptoms of 

anxiety and depression gradually diminished. I pointed out to myself 

that these fears and worries were irrational, and I eventually 

convinced myself to let go of my absurd guilt. I finally stopped 

crying myself to sleep every night, however, the helpless feeling 

stuck with me to this day.  
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I think I was lucky though; my issues were resolved before they 

exacerbated my situation. For my uncle, that was not the case.   

Growing up in Taiwan, I had a big family that was loving and 

supportive, but there were some things we just never talked about – 

mental health was one of them. When I was eight years old, my 

uncle died by suicide. I remember I was always so excited to see 

him because he would bring his two golden retrievers to family 

gatherings and let the kids play with them. Then there was this one 

day, I went to visit my grandmother and noticed the somber 

atmosphere lingering at the house. My grandmother had just 

received a handwritten suicide note in the mail from my uncle, 

apologizing for leaving this world because life had gotten too rough. 

A few days before the letter was delivered, my uncle locked himself 

in his apartment and took his own life by carbon monoxide 

poisoning. He let the dogs out and they roamed around the hall, but 

it was too late when a neighbor finally noticed them. At the 

Buddhist temple, I stared at the wavering flame on the incense and 

watched the tears trickle down my mother’s cheeks. “But why?” I 

asked my mother. I understood death, but I could not comprehend 

suicide. She quietly explained that my uncle had been battling 

depression for quite some time. As I stood there in silence, I 

pondered over the subtleness and insidiousness of mental illnesses.  

Since moving to the States, I have recognized a relatively 

open and honest attitude towards mental health in Western culture. 

Still, stigmas associated with mental illness persist and discussion on 

the subject is often tip-toed around. In the United States, nearly half 

of the population experience a mental illness at some point in their 

life, and many encounter their first crisis in their teens or early 20’s 

(Kapil). One of the direct consequences of mental illnesses is 

suicide, which is defined as “death caused by self-directed injurious 

behavior with intent to die as a result of the behavior” by the 

National Institute of Mental Health (“Suicide”). Based on data 

collected in 2018, suicide has been among the top 10 leading causes 

of death across all ages, specifically serving as the second leading 

cause of death just after unintentional injuries in the age group 15 to 

34; in addition, a steadily growing trend each year is observed, to a 

rate of 14.2 per 100,000 people in the United States (“Suicide”). 
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Furthermore, less than half of the population experiencing a mental 

illness seeks professional help each year (Kapil) due to a variety of 

barriers, including lack of knowledge in treatability, ignorance about 

access to treatment, and concerns about stigma associated with the 

illnesses (Henderson et al.). To neutralize these barriers to 

treatment before the critical time of typical onset of mental illnesses, 

it is imperative to increase knowledge, improve accessibility and 

enhance willingness to seek professional treatment by implementing 

policy change and health promotion that incorporates mandatory 

mental health education into the middle school curriculum. 

A comprehensive mental health curriculum will introduce 

students to various mental health disorders, provide access and 

resources to professional treatment, and ultimately reduce suicide 

rates among young people. The curriculum’s various functions 

contribute to the three different levels of overall health promotion – 

primary, secondary, and tertiary; each level serves different purposes 

depending on the stage of the illness development. Primary 

prevention precedes the occurrence of a health problem and 

involves anticipatory planning and action to minimize potential 

disability or impairment (Rector et al. 18-21). Teaching students risk 

and protective factors as well as warning signs of mental illnesses can 

encourage students to follow a healthy lifestyle, and increase 

knowledge of mental health which in turn reduces feelings of 

isolation. Secondary prevention aims to detect diseases at the 

earliest stages possible so individuals can be treated before 

conditions deteriorate (Rector et al. 18-21). By learning about the 

signs and symptoms, students can detect abnormalities and seek 

help promptly. The curriculum will also teach students about 

available resources such as support groups and school counseling 

sessions. Tertiary prevention takes place when a disease is present 

and attempts to reduce further impairment and restore loss of 

function; examples include treatment and rehabilitation (Rector et 

al. 18-21). At this stage, the curriculum will direct its effort at 

students with more debilitating mental health issues and work to 

prevent loss of function or life. Across all three different prevention 

levels, the core themes of the curriculum are education and 

promoting an open culture, with the objectives to reduce stigma and 

isolation.  
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Several studies have shown the effectiveness of education on 

reducing stigma and increasing intentions to seek counseling, along 

with utilizing non-healthcare professionals to carry out such 

programs. In their project Ending the Silence (ETS), National 

Alliances on Mental Illness (NAMI) hosted 50-minute presentations 

to middle and high school students across the U.S. to teach students 

about warning signs, facts and statistics, and ways to help themselves 

or their friends. The ETS project used randomized controlled trials 

and compared students from ETS and control classes, in terms of 

their knowledge of mental health conditions and attitudes towards 

help-seeking in the form of questionnaires that were given at 

different points of time (DeLuca et al.). The study found positive 

effects on multiple stigma dimensions and increased knowledge and 

suggested it would be beneficial to conduct booster sessions with the 

incorporation into the school curriculum (DeLuca et al.). Another 

study conducted by the psychology department at the University of 

California, Berkeley yielded similar results. In this study, researchers 

aimed to reduce stigma and increase knowledge of mental health by 

using a guidebook-supported high school club program initiated by 

students; trained researchers then visited and collected data at 

different points of time throughout the school year. Although their 

method is different from NAMI ETS, this study also showed 

supportive evidence for positive effects as students supported each 

other through discussion and education (Ahmad et al. 230-239). 

Finally, in a New York Times article, to solve the problems of rising 

depression rate and the lack of medical professionals, a technique of 

“task-shifting” was used, in which community health workers with 

minimal education went through training to provide basic 

psychotherapy and guidance. The study indicated that, with some 

supervision from the physicians, the community health workers 

were able to effectively treat depression; there was a significant 

decrease in depression in patients from the experiment group 

(Rosenberg). The same concept can be applied to the realm of 

education; if given the appropriate training, teachers, counselors, or 

school nurses can be relied upon to effectively deliver mental health 

education. Based on many successful examples, incorporating 

mandatory mental health education into the middle school 

curriculum can be predicted to increase students’ knowledge of 
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mental illnesses, eradicate negatively associated stigma, and improve 

attitudes towards seeking help.  

A few months after my intense episode of anxiety and 

depression in high school, I came across an introductory psychology 

course, which sparked my interest in pursuing an education to 

understand mental health. I received my Bachelor of Science in 

Psychology from the University of Washington in 2016. After 

working as a Mental Health Technician for four years, I am now 

back at the UW working towards my degree in Bachelor of Science 

in Nursing. My goal of implementing this mental health curriculum 

becomes more solidified throughout my studies and working in an 

inpatient psychiatric facility. Every time a patient was discharged 

from the facility, I would half-jokingly say to them “Take care, hope 

you’ll never have to come back here,” but then I would immediately 

put on my serious face and let them know it is absolutely okay if 

they need help again. There is no cure for mental illnesses, but 

treatment can help manage the symptoms and prevent some of the 

irreversible consequences such as suicidality, and improve an 

individual’s quality of life despite living with mental illnesses. As a 

future nurse, I contemplate the possibility of making this curriculum 

a reality. In the framework of public health nursing (PHN), several 

processes are involved in making policy changes. There are different 

levels where changes occur: local, state, and national levels; PHNs 

must first determine which level is appropriate and follow specific 

guidelines regarding legislative processes (Rector et al. 462). To 

zoom in on this particular curriculum that is to be applied at a state 

level, first, the bill is introduced and goes to multiple rounds of 

committee hearings and floor action, eventually it goes to the 

governor, and if not vetoed, the bill becomes the law (Rector et al. 

464). A PHN’s role is most prominent in introducing the bill, where 

nurses contact state legislators to discuss forming committees. Other 

functions of nurses in health care reform include joining political 

action committees formed by the American Nurses Association 

(ANA), which fundraises for political parties in exchange for 

sympathy towards issues of interest to the ANA (Rector et al. 474). 

There are many things a nurse can do to participate in health care 

reform since nurses possess the unique knowledge of direct patient 

care and are deemed the most trustworthy occupation. Nurses have 
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the responsibility to advocate for our patients not only at the bedside 

but also at a more advanced level that will benefit the entire 

population.  

Past studies have illustrated the benefits of implementing a 

comprehensive mental health education into the middle school 

curriculum. While operating on all three levels of health promotion, 

these programs have demonstrated to be effective in increasing 

knowledge, reducing stigma, and enhancing intentions to seek help. 

To augment the benefits, mental health education should be 

implemented at the state level through the work of nursing advocacy 

and policy changes. Looking back to when I first experienced 

anxiety and depression at age 15 without any knowledge of mental 

illnesses and resources, I want to pat my younger self on the 

shoulder and thank her for fighting through the hardship. On the 

other hand, I am anguished and resent the lack of support that was 

available, thus I make it my new fight to ensure future generations 

do not have to hide their mental health issues and sleep on wet 

pillows.   
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Regeneration 
By Eileen Brady 

MD/PhD Student, E-2015 

Regeneration, the process by which an organism undergoes 

regrowth of lost or damaged tissue occurs in many animal species. 

From the simple flat worm, which can regenerate an entire body 

after separation from the head, to the newt that re-grows its limb, 

this process produces new tissue that is identical in form and 

function to the old. Across species, this regenerative process takes a 

common form, instructions carefully encoded in each cell. When a 

newt loses a limb, the cells at the injury site abandon their identity as 

bone, muscle, blood vessel, and revert to an undifferentiated, 

embryonic-like state. From this unspecified mass emerges the new 

tissue, tracing the same developmental steps that formed the first 

limb - blastema to limb bud, bud to forearm, forearm to digits. The 

new appendage resembles the old; no scar exists to tell the story of 

the newt’s trauma.  

Somewhere along the path from newt to primate, evolution 

stopped including this limb-regrowth instruction manual. Perhaps 

such a mechanism was superfluous, as large forebrains allowed the 

problem-solving required to avoid most limb-threatening scenarios. 

Or regeneration became too energetically costly as bodies grew 

larger and more complex. Whatever the reason, our limited 

regenerative capacity leaves us vulnerable to loss. Our cells cling 

tightly to their mature identity, unable to remember and revert to 

their embryonic potential. Much of human disease occurs because 

our solid organs fail to replace damaged areas with healthy tissue. 

Our limbs, when amputated following injury or infection, heal with 

time but do not regrow. Even deep wounds to the skin become 

permanent marks. Because we cannot re-create ourselves, we must 

create new selves: disfigured and transfigured.  

For humans, the process of healing is often the process of 

scarring. This process begins when an acute wound signals its need, 

with cytokines and clotting factors – crying out with urgency and 

fear. Like an attentive mother, the body responds by swiftly tending 

to the injury, swaddling the pain in soft granulation tissue engorged 

with blood vessels.  
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She comforts the broken tissue with nutrients and 

nurturance, her actions confident and refined with evolutionary 

precision. Within this tender garden, epithelial cells and fibroblasts 

carefully plant and prune, laying down strong roots that will not be 

so easily disturbed. Slowly, the soft becomes strong, the red fades to 

pink, the pain recedes. The conclusion of the healing process for 

humans can be identified by the formation of a mature scar. The 

protective collagen armor that remains tells the story of the wound. 

In healing, the tissue is lost, and the body transformed.   
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Untitled  
By Wynry  
Art Historian & Artist 

Summers of golden rod chewed to a pulp and juniper berries 

wrinkling with time 

Wooden forts abandoned in search of a new location  

mosquito bites speckling young legs later to be pressed with x’s  

that cure the urge to itch 

Hours spent in the cold, isolation becoming a comfort when 

accompanied by an angsty album 

Memories of biking then to racing, ending with a crash and the 

marks that will arrive either on sight or appear and stay for days later 

Nights by fireside surrounded by warmth and the smell of gasoline 

one to kill pests the other to dull your senses and ability to 

remember 

These traces that I can barely follow back are like animal tracks 

slowly being buried as winter ensues on its journey to engulf 

everything. 

Maybe it's best that these memories stay faint and become indistinct 

for who knows what I will find within the wolves den. 

(Feb 6 2019) 
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Broken Soul 
By Tamsin Teague 
Majors: English Literature and Law, Societies, & Justice 

They admired her beautiful harmony, 
Unaware of her delicate body. 
They only give her glory, 
They are blinded by beauty,  
Oblivious from reality. 

That deceiving smile when she's in pain. 
She laughs when it's a game. 
Her world is nothing,  
Nothing but a hurricane 

This is our fault,  
We are to blame. 

She tried so hard to please. 
To get what she thinks she needs. 
That cherished dream, 
Never meant to be. 

She thought, no believed;  
That somewhere out there, 
Her imbalanced life,  
Could be freed. 

This lonely woman,  
This is her. 

Alone in this world. 

Broken soul, 
She is 
Marilyn Monroe 
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The Invisible Promise Between Mother and 

Daughter 
By Tamsin Teague 
Majors: English Literature and Law, Societies, & Justice  

You are my mother 

I never knew 

I never saw 

I never will 

We live apart 

You and I 

One world 

Two sides 

Two different lives 

But… 

I'm still your daughter 

Can I ask why? 

Was it me? 

What happened? 

You tell me 

Is forgiveness the answer? 

Can I believe what you say? 

After what you have done  

I cannot say 

You gave me a life  

But not a life 

You denied the law 

Of one for all 

How come?  

Why? 

Can you only tell me lies? 
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Now 

What options do you have? 

You have to decide 

You or me? 

Who will it be? 

Abandonment! 

If that’s what you wish 

I shouldn’t ask  

But  

What were you thinking? 

Were you thinking? 

Was it quick? 

Was it slow? 

What were the circumstances? 

You left me alone! 

A helpless child with nowhere to go 

As you fled without a trace 

Unknown from my world  

Alive or deceased it's out of my reach 

All is left 

Is hope 

Somewhere out there  

You’re alive and well 

Please be happy  

Please live your life  

If you had a new child  

Love them well 

Give them a life  

That you didn't give me 

For life is a virtue 

That cannot be set free 
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I don't understand or should I understand 

Should I question my existence?  

Should I question your choice?  

If I looked into your eyes  

What would I see?  

The truth? 

Or a lie? 

Do you think I'll be mad?  

Will hatred set me free? 

Is forgiveness not there? 

No 

You'll always be my mother 

I know you were afraid 

So, listen to me well 

I'm not mad  

I never will be 

I am only sad  

I’m sorry 

I couldn’t be your child 

I’m sorry I wasn’t there  

I know that you loved me 

I know you always will 

I know all the pain that you must feel 

In those final moments 

Before you let go 

You held me close  

While controlling the tears 

I let out a cry 

Filled with beauty and prayer 

For we both knew 

No matter the distance 

No matter where 

Our hearts would always remain 

For eternity here  
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Please Mother, 

Wherever you are 

Look up and see 

Remember these words 

Remember me 

The daughter whom you abandoned 

The daughter whom you forgot 

That daughter has grown 

That daughter is happy 

Your daughter is alive 
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Fries and a Milkshake to Start 
By Harry Cabalan  

MB BCh BAO 

Yellow 

You had a way of making me feel whole;   

Of feeding my desperate need to,  

Belong and feel wanted,   

With your comfort. Your reassurance;  

The surprise of your hand,   

Gripping mine from behind, as we scavenge  

Through a bustling outdoor fair,  

On a scoring summer evening.   

I was overwhelmed by the deep and   

Unconditional security that consumed me.   

An unspoken promise to be by my side,  

And a memory cemented for lifetimes to come. 

But now, in the dark I sit alone,   

Wearing your yellow t-shirt,   

Hoping it will make me feel,   

That reassurance of your gentle touch. 
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Acceptance Letter 

I knew I would be leaving.   

Not you. Not the potential of our relationship; 

But here. Vancouver.   

The joy of that first acceptance letter,   

Still resonates in my mind.   

So monumental,  

So life changing.   

All that, however, gone by the disappointment, 

Hidden behind teeth forcing themselves 

To be seen, against the panic,  
Ensued in your mind,   

By the revelation of only 3 months, 
Left with me.   

There. Then.  

 I knew our end was coming. 

You couldn’t hold my hand across the Atlantic. 

That was reserved for,   

Scorching summer evening fairs.  



80 

Distance 

There are so many things I would say to you now.   

So many unanswered questions,  

I could not mount myself to ask,  

When I had your face just inches from mine;  

Your chest beating against my fingers,   

The rhythm of your body’s drum,  

Like smooth jazz on a midnight star gaze;  

And, your legs encircling mine,   

Ever so warm. Ever so prickly.   

Yet, you felt distances away.   

My lips froze at the idea of cracking open,  

To ask why you turned around,   

And, drove away yesterday.   

My thoughts hitchhike,  

From one destination to the next.   

Looking for the right way to ask you why.   

But, I never amount to the courage to stick my thumb out, 

And, enter the passenger side, 

Of your two-seat pickup.  
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Secrets 

I snatch your driver’s licence,  

As we wait for our burgers 

Near the diner by your mom’s house.  

The picture reveals a complete stranger.  

Someone with dark, stringy hair,  

So long it kisses his shoulders and back.  

Yet across me lies the empty field of a buzzcut,  

No trees spared from the deforestation of your scalp. 

How is it, that you hid this person from me? 

No past photos or ever a single word about him.  

Now, it feels like I have entered the passenger side 

Of your two-seater pickup;  

Opened the glove box and stumbled upon 

Your little secret. That’s when you start to cry,  

And I wish I never stuck my thumb out.  
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Secrets 2 

I have secrets too.  

But yours tell of a person I know is with me.  

He’s just hiding in some oversized sweaters,  

Blue jeans, and gray sneakers.  

Sometimes I see him;  

When you stumble, he appears.  

When you get caught in a moment,  

And ecstasy overcomes you, he appears;  

I guess disguises aren’t failproof.  

I would like to meet him.  

He seems sweet, a little troubled;  

Authentic; like he’s got some pain or hurt to tell. 

I have pain and hurt too. Maybe  

We can sit in a diner someday,  

And share our secrets. Or just fries  

And a milkshake, to start.  
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Resentment 

I resented you.  

The way you used other guys to make me jealous.  

The way you would be on tinder after every fight.  

I resented you.  

For how you redefined my self-worth.  

For how you made me feel like I had to be perfect, 

For you to choose me over them; that 

Your love was somehow a competition,  

And no matter how hard I trained, 

I always found myself just missing the podium,  

To guys in well-dressed pictures that swiped right. 

I resented myself more.  

For allowing a boy to be the center of my identity;  

The measure to which I felt whole.  

For not knowing that all along, I mattered.  
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My apologies 

I remember you got sick,  

The turning of your stomach and  

Rashes dancing along your arm.  

You asked me to be there,  

By your side, as I know you would have  

For me.  

The chaos of the emergency room and 

Tiredness etching its’ way under my eyes, 

I left you there alone.   

To unturn your stomach and  

Halt the dancing rashes.  

But I was angry. Bitter.  

Pent up resentment blinding me  

From seeing the humanness,  

Of your situation. I’m sorry.  
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Changes 

You went hunting in my closet,  

Eyes darting on my clothes like prey.  

You insisted on wearing my evening best,  

But I thought that was better reserved,  

For more than just a drive home.  

Maybe an old t-shirt and shorts perhaps.  

Or my blue slacks with the tear.  

The boy I first met would have been happy,  

With the tears. The humble brown  

Of his eyes would have appreciated the wisdom 

And sentiment of life’s imprints;  

Memories that are weaved into imperfections.  

You looked handsome in the evening best,  

My hairs raised in ovation and worship.  

But my heart quickly fell when it couldn’t find,  

The comfort of your humble brown eyes.  
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So… 

I wish I told you I loved you when I felt it,  

But I was scared.  

So, when I showed you that my love stopped,   

How were you to know that things had changed? 

So, you reacted slowly. You didn’t respond,  

In the hurried quickness I was expecting;   

No exaggerated gesture to prove yourself.  

So, I thought that was my cue to start,  

Moving on. To sever my feelings,  

And accept an ultimate demise of us.  

So, I started looking elsewhere. But   

I couldn’t find another you; I heard these things  

Take time to get over. 
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Goodbye 

Our final goodbye was somewhat bittersweet;  

A little lacklustre perhaps; no yelling, no screaming. 

No final fireworks display to illuminate,  

The end of what we had.  

Perhaps, because it was inevitable;  

A 3 month long waiting game we,  

Danced around, and avoided 

Talking about because it was uncomfortable; 

Because we loved each other.  

But young love isn’t eternal;  

It’s too fragile; still blossoming; so delicate. 

Nevertheless, something special. The nostalgia,  

We will look back on in our aged years,  

And smile about with warmth. 

So, consider this my thank you letter. Thanks for,  

Allowing me to believe in love. Thanks for,  

Reassuring me in my own goodness. Thanks for,  

Being a partner in this misadventure. Thanks,  

And goodbye. 
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104;20;1;1;9 (A Toast to Phil & Examination of 

My Mind)  
By Nikolaus Bautista 
English Major 

“Here’s to you, Phil,” I say, early in the morning. The Groundhog 

had spoken, but why am I not surprised? He’s called six-more-

weeks, more often than not. But the Groundhog isn’t the point 

here… 

I survived. Tragedy marked the beginning of 2020- with the 

loss of a loving friend of a dog. Then the world fell apart: lost my 

Grandpa, almost lost my Father, Mom had finally got one of the 

major surgeries she needed, and somehow, I survived it all. How, 

when I’m always teetering on the edge of madness, do I keep 

surviving? 

Some say it all feels like we’re on repeat, and maybe we are? 

One can only cook so many new dishes, learn so many new skills 

and such, but eventually, we need to bite the bullet and live again. 

The good Lord knows my burden: Caregiver, Secretary, Student 

(among other things). I’m trying to make the best of things, but 

further I slip into cycles of boundless energy, deep depression, 

anger, sadness, joy, et cetera.   

To keep myself from saying or doing something stupid, I 

turn to sleep. It’s only been myself, my family, and my online 

classes. It’s all a zoo, and I’m exhausted. What do I do? I can’t 

freely go about things, because I am a caregiver; I have to consider 

those around me. Maybe we’re living Bill Murry’s movie… Then 

again, maybe not? 

***** 

“Can you send this off to…” 

“Yes,” I say to my Father. 

The weary mind races, as my Father has me sending emails 

and faxes to here and there to straighten-out mess after mess left in 

the wake of 2020. I grumble, wishing I was on VIA’s stainless steel 

Canadian, crossing from Vancouver to Toronto as a Tourist, but 

even that’s impossible because of the state of the World. Our 

Human Souls yearn to travel, to see, to learn, to feel, and most of 

all, to live. 
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“And email this contact information to…” 

Emails… They drone on and on. I have letters of my own to send, a 

language to relearn, and my own mind to resettle. Please, God, if 

you’re listening, let us be free for our own choices and selves again! 

This world’s gone mad, this state hath be painful. So much makes 

so little sense… 

“Thank you, son. You’re doing a good job. 

That’s what I do: A good job for everybody, but myself, because 

when the duties are done, I’ve no energy left for myself, to do what I 

need to.  

***** 

How time flies, my mind a whirling soup. Back in Spring last 

year, I had my first Autism Out-Patient clinic appointment in ages- 

by Zoom (of all the ways). I broke down to the Nurse-Practitioner 

met with- ker-plewey; ka-boom; ka-bam! Last time I met with her- 

was just before my late-Grandfather’s fall. She told me to “Take care 

of” myself. Hardly any opportunity had emerged between the two 

points of time at all, with the exception of a small vacation here, and 

a day trip there- both to Victoria, B.C… Otherwise, I suffered every 

day and everywhere. Sympathetic as she was, there was really 

nothing to be done. 

Now, it’s just Mom, Pops, our little dog, Lucy, and I. 

Missing my Grandpa, and our outdoor dog- Dusty, I’ve forgotten 

how to put on socks, and functionally am forgetting there’s an 

outside world. It’s harder to keep-up with my courses, relearning the 

French language, and replying to pen-pals, et cetera. It’s harder to 

stay awake- for exhaustion and fear of doing or saying something 

stupid that would hurt my Family, leaving me gripped and frozen 

within my sheets. We pray for ourselves, our fellow man, and for 

hope, but it feels like I’m slipping-up constantly, failing my Family… 

Let alone, myself… 

What can I do? 

How can I help myself? 

*Do I keep plugging-away at my French lessons?*

*Fiddle around with my radios, seeing if I can pick-up

broadcasts from New Zealand or Vancouver B.C.?* 

*Do I watch Jay Leno’s Garage “Pandemic Edition” videos

on YouTube?* 
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*Do I run some of my HO-scale Trolleys around my loop

of street trackage?* 

*Cuddle our dog for the umpteenth time?*

It feels like I’m spinning wheels, and getting 

nowhere.   

Freddy Mercury said it best, “I want to break free!” 

***** 

I look at my little doggy… 

She’s covered-up, warm in her bed, lovingly looking at me. 

Maybe there is hope, and someday soon, I can go for a jaunt 

downtown- but Downtown Renton- once a paradise fitting of Petula 

Clark’s song, has faded into memory, as the situation has gone to 

handcarts… Maybe someday, I can go to the Bellevue Library, and 

get lost in their collection of books on Los Angeles’s famed Pacific 
Electric Railway. Maybe reason and liberty will return? Maybe? 

Maybe not?  

This isn’t about COVID-19, Politics, or whatever, et cetera. 

When one writes from a place of exhaustion, where days blur 

together, and you’re disconnected from the world you were grateful 

for- of friends, family, and a good hot slice of pizza, you realize that 

no matter how grateful, you still don’t quite fully realize what you 

have until it’s gone. You know better than most, but it still hurts… 

Leaving a large hole in your heart, mind and soul when realization 

finally hits. We’ll recover physically somehow, but will we recover 

mentally?  

Will those who worked so hard to achieve autonomy- or 

even a semi-autonomous life- like someone on the Autism 

Spectrum works to, ever recover some, all, or any of their hard 

fought, hard earned work of self-determination, towards that noble 

goal? I can only speak for myself, but if anybody has an answer, 

please let me know? Let me know- because right now, I really don’t 

have an answer. 

Looking at my little doggy, she’s covered up in her bed. 

She’s wondering why I’m still awake, as I too, should really be 

asleep in bed. A Groundhog predicting weather, an arcane practice 

we uphold. Oh why Bill Murray, did you make such a hit film? One 

you filmed in your Illinois home, instead of Punxsutawney? 
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***** 

For someone who chronologically stays awake so late it’s 

early, I shudder at the thought- 135 years of Phil’s prognosticational 

antics, and six more weeks… “It’s too blasted early!” Curiosity gets 

the better of me, and so I check his call record: 104; 20; 1; 1; 9, 

equals 135 years to date. Here’s a breakdown of the score: 

• 104 Years of More Winter.

• 20 Years called for Early Spring.

• 1 – 1942: “War Clouds have blacked out part of the

Shadow.”

• 1 – 1943: No Appearance.

• 9 Unknown Years.

That Groundhog has a sweet gig, but his inner circle need to work 

on their “Groundhogese.” My mind trusts a rodent more, than the 

vast majority of humanity. The mind is shot, forgetting what day it 

is…  

“Wait, it’s Tuesday.”  

“I have class this evening.”   

Needing my rest, I go off to sleep, bound to repeat almost 
everything. 

A glass of water, and I raise a toast to Phil. 

 “104; 20; 1; 1; 9,” I mutter, concluding my head needs checking. 

Hopefully, I’ll be better when I wake (If I’m able), to carry my 

burdens, to handle my mind, to not screw-up.  As the famed 

Japanese guitarist "Hotei" said: "We humans are meant to travel, 
both in the skies and in our hearts."  

***** 

Maybe as I close my eyes to dream, I can do all that, and live too. 
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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. 

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.  

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.  

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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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! 

Varuna Ravi is a sophomore studying public health and pursuing a 

career in medicine. Outside of school, she loves painting, listening 

to music, and eating deep-dish pizza (her favorite topping is 

jalapeños).  
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