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Grand Rapids through
the lens of
Journalism
By Jacquelyn Zeman
As a 19-year-old journalism major, I worry
that it will be very difficult for me to get a
job in my field once I graduate college. The
journalism industry has changed so much in
the last decade alone, which has led many to
label journalism as a dying industry, and question my choice to be a journalist. My reasoning
is very straightforward actually. My inspiration
wanting to be a journalist is my Grandpa Hank.
Better known as Henry “Hank” F. Zeman
to the people of Grand Rapids, my Grandpa
Hank turned 90 this year, and is the only living photographer left from the five of The
Grand Rapids Press following World War II.
He worked for the press from 1952 to 1987
as the outdoor section editor, and one of the
head photographers.
My father’s side of my family came to Grand
Rapids from Milowka, Poland in 1910, and have
been residents of Grand Rapids ever since. My
Grandpa was born in 1923, and bought his
first camera when he was 12. “I bought a very
cheap camera, it was called the UniFex,” he said. “It was not very
good at all, but I loved it. I
would take pictures of
my siblings and of the
city to practice with
it. To develop my film
I made a dark room
in my mother’s house
off of Fulton Street.”
After graduating in 1942
B&W photos courtesy Henry F. Zeman
Color photos by Jacquelyn Zeman unless otherwise noted
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from Davis Technical High School, which is now the Main Building of
Grand Rapids Community College, he was drafted by the U.S. Navy. In
February 1943, he was stationed in New York City, N.Y., as an X-ray technician. There he took the pictures, and developed them for the Navy
doctors, and continued to gain experience in photography and writing.
“While I was in St. Albans, N.Y., I was able to take courses on journalism.... Mostly I learned skills in photography and writing as I went, though.”
“I was in the Navy for one month and one day less than three years. I
was eventually sent overseas to an island in Japan called Okinawa. At the
time I did not know where I was, but we were told that we were going to
be building a hospital there. Two days after we got there, the war ended.
Later I found out that we would have been taking part in the invasion of
Japan, but the Americans dropped the atomic bombs, and the war was
over when the Japanese surrendered.”
While he was working for the Navy, he was able to get to know a photographer from the Chicago Tribune named Ray Goa, who worked with
him on his photography skills. When he was offered the chance to go to
medical school through the Navy, he turned the offer down. “I just really
wanted to get out of the Navy,” he recalled.
When he came back to Grand Rapids in 1946, he continued to take
pictures of the city, the people in it, and the Michigan outdoors. He did
freelance photography work for several businesses and outdoor magazines. When a photography job opened up at The Grand Rapids Press,
he jumped on it.
“I worked as kind of an understudy, I guess you could say, for current
press photographer at the time, Marv Lannanga, who had been drafted
for the Korean War,” Grandpa said. He originally caught the attention
of the head outdoor editor at the time, Jim McKenna. “I showed him
my pictures I had taken over the years, and I was hired to temporarily
replace Lannanga,” he said. “I was lucky enough to be made a permanent
photographer eventually.” He was 29 years old when he started working
for the Press. “The set up of the Press at the time was the men were
mostly the photographers, and the women were the writers. There was
some cross between the two groups, but that is how it was for a very
long time while I worked there.”
Two months after joining the Press staff, he was at Grand Haven Beach
with a good friend of his. “My friend wanted to go and talk to this girl he
saw on the beach who was sitting with her friend. We went over there
and got to talking. He married the girl he was interested in, and I married
her friend,” Grandpa said. Henry and Bernice Zeman married two years
after they met, and they have now been married for going on 60 years.
They still live in the downtown Grand Rapids area. Grandpa bought each
of their four children a camera when they reached age 12 and taught
them how to take pictures.
Over the years of working for the press, he took many pictures for the
outdoor section of the paper, and his pictures were often the ones that
they used for their daily print. “When one of the editors of the outdoor
beat passed away, I was made an editor of the section to take over for
him,” Grandpa said. “As the outdoor editor of the paper, I was able to
get paid to do what I love more than anything, and that is write about my
experiences in hunting and fishing, and take pictures that captured that.”
As a press photographer, the downfall was getting a call in the middle
of the night to go out and take pictures of fires or natural disasters. He
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also began to despise basketball because of all the
pictures he had take of the sport. “I hate that sport
to this very day because of all the games I had to
cover for the Press,” Grandpa said.
When asked about his favorite part of working
for the newspaper, he said, “Well, taking pictures, of
course, was the best part.” His photography career
led him to meet many celebrities over the years,
from Jimmy Durante to Shirley Temple. He was
the president of the Michigan Press Photographers
Association in 1967 and enjoyed being able to document historic events as they were happening. He
photographed U.S. Presidents, including John F.
Kennedy, Gerald R. Ford, and Barack Obama during
his presidential campaign, “One of my favorite things
I got to do as a photographer, was take pictures of
Ford while he was in Grand Rapids on a hometown
visit,” Grandpa said. “Many years later, I sent him a
letter, telling him of the pictures, and that I wanted to
meet him.” In 1990 he was able to meet the former
president, and have him autograph his pictures.
His photos were featured in the national magazines Sports Afield, Field and Stream, and Outdoor
Life. One of his most famous pictures that won
many awards was a picture of his baby son, William,
in October of 1957 with a pumpkin. The photograph ran on the front page of the Press the week
of Halloween. Over the years, many people would
send him letters as a response to his writing and
photographs.
Since he retired, the biggest change in journalism
has been that anyone can call themselves a photographer, which he doesn’t like. “Back in the day it
took skill to take pictures. You only had one chance
to get that one shot right. Now with digital cameras, you have as many shots as you need to get that
picture right,” Grandpa said. “The new generation of

photographers does not understand the real way to
take pictures. They do not understand the true form
of art it is.”
There are many little details that the people of
Grand Rapids do not know about the city’s past. “No
one even knows that our Blue Bridge we have now
used to be the Red Bridge that railroad cars used to
go across,” Grandpa said. Over the years he has lived
in Grand Rapids, where he has had the opportunity to take pictures of many major events in the city.
From the old furniture city, to ArtPrize, he has been
able to capture it all as a self-taught journalist.
In his retirement years, he has continued to work
as a photographer. Many of his pictures, now taken
on a digital camera, are printed through his computer. He has entered many photography competitions
and shows, and attended outdoor photography conferences that have been hosted all over the country.
“Photography and writing have been my interests my
entire life, and it is my form of pastime,” he said.
He said he produced both photography and writing for so long “just to have fun. I was lucky that my
job allowed me to write about personal experiences.
Some of my best memories are of getting to go fishing from the bridge of the Grand River or the Fulton
Street Bridge. Many people would ask me what I was
doing, and I would always have an interesting answer
to give them.”
My grandpa believes that although the world of
journalism and how people communicate and receive their information is changing, we still need journalists. “I think it is a way of getting the news to the
people- sometimes it is biased, and sometimes unbiased. The biggest issue today with online journalism
is that information that is not true is easily written
and distributed.”
My grandfather had a great career as both a writer
and a photographer in the field of journalism.
As I follow in his footsteps, I can only hope
that I will get to have as much of a fulfilling
and successful career as he has had. Because
of the world we live in today, I will have to
get a college degree in order to become a
journalist, which is quite different than what
he had to do. Unlike many families, my family has our history captured in photographs
since 1935. I will forever treasure these photos, as I am choosing to major in journalism
because of how the industry has affected my
family’s life in a positive way, and I find myself
with the same passions and interests as my
grandfather.

Photo by Erica Horoky

LIFE’S A

My Night as a

DRAG

Queen

By Clayton Cummins
Photos by Jason Babcock
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HEY came in with suitcases. Everyday guys,
dressed in sweatpants and hoodies, hauling
in oversized luggage loaded with supplies.
Out of these suitcases came wigs, dresses, nylons, eyelashes, and make-up of all kinds. As
these men began to file into the dressing room
it became clear that these weren’t just everyday people, they were entertainers.
Earlier this fall, West Michigan’s very
own drag queens arrived at Grand Rapids
Community College determined to put on an
incredible show.
They glammed up and put on lipstick smiles
even though they face judgment and constant
criticism from society for doing what they do.
And yet they continue to do it. They say you
never really know someone unless you walk
a mile in their shoes, or in this case, heels. And
on October 25, 2013 that’s exactly what I did.
This story is about my experience being part of Fearless, a community drag show
sponsored by GRCC’s StandOUT club, a gaystraight alliance that promotes equality for all.
In preparing for the event, I knew I wasn’t
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going to be able to accomplish this by myself.
I knew that in order to look the best, I had to
learn from the best. Dakota Main has been doing drag for almost two years. Growing up in a
small town in northern Michigan, Dakota’s family hasn’t had much exposure to a gay culture
let alone to drag. “She really didn’t know about
the whole drag concept,” Main said about his
mom.“I had her come for a show one time and
have her experience it so she can know exactly
what it’s all about. She said it’s an entire world
that she’s never imagined or seen before.”
Stage names are essential for all drag
queens. Inspired by his role model, Madonna
- with whom he shares a birthday - Dakota
performs under the name Donna Delight,
Likewise, I was inspired by my role model,
Cher. Coming up with a name was pretty easy.
Some of my friends (even some co-workers)
call me Claytina. (Working in customer service, you can’t be nice all the time!) Since I was
working on a first person story for the GRCC
newspaper, I settled on Claytina Collegiate. My
next task was figuring out what to wear.

Shop Until You Drop

Before Dakota and I went shopping, we
went through his clothing collection, which
took a while. With more than four plastic tubs
and an entire closet filled with wigs, dresses,
shoes, and so much more Donna Delight gear,
I was surprised there was something he didn’t
own.We were able to find a leather jacket that
fit me before hitting the local shops.
I thought that the shopping was going to be
the least of my worries, but not quite. The first
stop was Wig Beauty Supply on 28th Street
in Grand Rapids. When the door opened and
Dakota and I walked in, I immediately began to
feel out of place. Dakota reassured me everything would be fine, and that they knew who
he was and that he did drag. The first thing I
began to notice was the price. I saw wigs that
ranged from $50 to $200 and I’m sure some
went even higher. Still feeling overwhelmed, I
picked up what I thought was “Cher hair” and
tried it on. Impressed with the way it looked I
brought it to the counter. Almost $70 later, I

walked out of the store with my very first wig.
That’s the price of beauty, right?
Next we stopped at Rivertown Crossings
Mall to shop for shoes and a pair of leggings.
Dakota and I walked into Deb and went
straight to the back to look for a pair of heels an experience that made me very uncomfortable. We were two guys shopping for heels in
a women’s store and people noticed. I looked
over at Dakota as he was casually browsing
the selection, but it’s impossible to ignore the
other shoppers in the store staring at us as we
are trying on heels. Finally, an associate came
over and asked if there was anything she could
help us with. I immediately responded, “I don’t
know, do you want to?”
“I don’t have a problem with it,” the associate responded.
Although other customers were still staring, the associate’s response suddenly made
me feel much more comfortable looking for
a size 11 pair of heels.
Once I finally found a pair of heels, my
biggest challenge was walking in them. Of this
whole experience, getting comfortable walking in heels was the most difficult and even
most painful experience.To help stretch them
out to fit my feet more comfortably, Dakota
advised me to wear the heels while sitting
and watching TV or even sleeping if I wanted
to. So that’s exactly what I did for a week. I
even wore them on campus in The Collegiate
newsroom. That advice actually worked.

Adam Johnson applies final touches for transformation.

When it came show time, I was surprised that
my feet didn’t hurt too bad.
Before the end of the night, we went back
to Dakota’s house to make sure everything
fit. As I began to try everything on, it became
more apparent that arm hair had to go. And if
you ever think I’ve shaved the hair on my arm
before, you are mistaken. After I did, I really
didn’t mind it. I feared I would have to shave
my legs or something much more drastic.
Come to find out, some drag queens don’t
even shave their legs!

L i g h t s , H a i r,
Action!

Dakota Main helps Clayton “stuff” for the night’s performance.

After a week to
practice walking in
my heels, the day had
finally come for my
performance. I arrived before most of
the queens and put
my heels on and did
a trial run of some of
the moves I planned
on doing. Walking
off the stage after
practicing, I felt fairly

confident that my performance was going to
go smoothly.
When Donna arrived, we began the beginning steps drag queens take to get ready.
As many would of guessed, yes, I did start out
my “transformation” by “tucking” my male
parts away. A queen backstage jokingly said
“Nobody wants to look like a Mr. Sister.”, I
chuckled a little bit. The mood backstage surprisingly was pretty relaxed. I always imagined
that behind the scenes of drag shows, queens
would be catty towards one another. But as
the night progressed, that stereotype quickly
went away. More times than not, makeup was
being shared and even hairspray. Although to
me the environment was very intimidating,
I was surprised it wasn’t more intense than
what it was.
Underneath two pair of skin tight pantyhose, were my hip pads that literally were
shaped like Africa. These hip pads were to
help give Claytina Collegiate a more womanly
figure in the legs. Following the installation of
my hip pads, it was time for makeup. A solid
foundation is crucial in getting rid of any shade
of facial hair and help develop cheek bones
as women typically have higher cheek bones
than men. Donna used both a thick liquid
and powder foundation, more make up than
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I’ve ever worn before, even as a budding TV
reporter. Next was my bra, but this wasn’t a
typical bra most women wear.This bra had one
strap that went over both shoulders and two
straps that went around my back. And stuffed
inside were two nylons filled with padding, giving Claytina Collegiate a set of breasts.
The biggest part of my transformation
(both physically and mentally) happened next,
my face was painted to look like Cher. I had
been sent to Adam Johnson, who performed
as Sydney Chablis, a queen that has makeup
artistry down to a science. As my eyelashes
were painted on and lipstick was applied, my
face was really beginning to take shape. The
transformation took Adam only about 25 minutes to complete. When I put my wig on and
looked in the mirror that’s when it all hit me.
I wasn’t Clayton Cummins anymore. I started
to feel like a whole new person. It was the first
time Claytina Collegiate came to life and I was
loving it.
Adam has done drag for 10 years. Like
Dakota, Adam grew up in a small town where
a gay culture didn’t exist. A Lowell native,
Adam picked up some of the tricks of the drag
trade as early as 19 years old and has had the
opportunity to work with some of the best
people in the country. To date, Adam has done
97 shows and he says practice makes perfect.
Adam’s family took the idea of him doing

drag very well, they even went and saw him
perform live. “For me, I don’t ever want to be
a woman, “ he said. “It’s just an acting job. For
my family to kind of see it that way-it makes me
very happy. I’m lucky they don’t think it’s some
weird fetish like some people do”.
Performing isn’t the only thing that drag
queens do, they also give back to the community. “To me there is a lot of reward in it.
We usually do Make-A-Wish benefits at The
Dunes Resort in Saugatuck where we’ve raised
enough money to grant two kids wishes which
equaled about $15,000 dollars with a silent
auction.You can do a lot of good with this.”

And It’s Showtime!

After more than a week of preparation,
it was now showtime. As the music began
playing the opening bars of Cher’s “Song for
the Lonely,” my heart rate about doubled. As
I stood up and walked towards the door my
hands began sweating as the nerves began
to set in. I started questioning my decision
to participate, but following a few expletive
statements, I was ready to take the stage.
While walking out onto the stage I focused
on what Cher had said as Tess in “Burlesque” “Remember if you fall off stage, legs extended
and boobs up”. And that was my exact plan.
Many ask me, “So, how was your performance?” I can honestly say I don’t know.
I really didn’t remember
exactly
what I did on stage.
My adrenaline was
running so high at
that point, I was
just trying to make
my lip syncing to
the music look
good and hoping I
didn’t fall down. I
did manage to walk
out into the crowd
a bit and successfully skipped my
way back up to
the stage during
“If I Could Turn
Back Time”. I figured that was an

Claytina Collegiate poses with Donna Delight following the show.
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Claytina Collegiate performing at drag show.

accomplishment in itself. As I was walking
down the stage, there was a point where the
back of my heel hit a spot where two parts
of the stage came together and I thought I
was going to go down. Thankfully, that didn’t
happen.
Following the show, I got a lot of strange
looks when friends came over. Many have seen
the pair of heels and wig hanging on the back
of my dining room chair and hesitantly ask,
“Clayton, what is that?” I responded, “I got
to be Cher for a night and it was fabulous!”
After I showed them the video from that night,
many are amazed that was even me. Now that
I’ve walked more than a mile in 5-inch heels,
drag queens have my R-E-S-P-E-C-T. Withhold
your judgment until you’ve done the same.
To view the performance, see bit.ly/claytina

Building your first computer
By Joshua Vissers

It’s been a long time since I
was last accused of being any
kind of computer geek. I haven’t
taken the case off of a computer
in almost a decade, and I haven’t
reinstalled Windows on my laptop
since I bought it almost four years
ago. I’ve been console gaming and
enjoying it as a cheaper alternative
to building and maintaining a computer for gaming. However, consoles and games cost a lot to keep
up with, and computer parts have
come a long way down in price.
Now I’m ready to set aside my consoles and get back into computer
gaming. I enlisted The Collegiate’s
Web Editor, Chris Powers, to help
me in the endeavor, since I’ve been
out of touch with the parts market,
and together we’ve put together

this guide to help you through the
process, too. This won’t be for
everybody, but if you’re willing to
deal with a few difficulties, you can
come away with a custom machine
at an exceptional cost.
Planning your computer is the
most important step of the whole
process. Keep in mind what you
plan on using the computer for.
You’ll need to invest more money
into a computer used for extensive
gaming, but if your main purpose
will be surfing the web, watching
movies or doing homework, you
can probably get away spending
less than $400, especially if you
already own a flat screen TV that
can be used as a monitor.
The software you want to
run will essentially dictate what

hardware you need, so always
start with that. An OS (Operating
System) like Windows is an absolute must. If you plan on running
editing software or video games,
look up the recommended system
requirements and be sure you
meet those with your build. We’ve
also assembled some basic builds
on pcpartpicker.com that you can
work with. PCPartPicker is a very
useful site, giving you comparisons
for performance and cost, a template for building your computer, and it tracks pricing, sales and
rebates.
Once you’ve decided on the
hardware requirements you want
to meet, you can get down to business picking parts. Parts no computer can do without are the case,
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power supply, motherboard, CPU (Central
Processing Unit), hard drive, and RAM
(Random-Access Memory).
You’ll also want to make sure you get
some kind of networking card, which may be
built into your motherboard, but often isn’t. If
you’re a gamer, you’ll also likely want a video
card, sometimes known as a GPU (Graphics
Processing Unit). Be sure to choose your motherboard and CPU together, because not all
processors and motherboards are compatible,
and you won’t be happy if you try to put them
together only to realize they don’t fit together,
much less work together. PCPartPicker offers
compatibility warnings, but double-check the
specifications on the manufacturer’s website
to be sure.
It’s also important to look into the future.
Hopefully you won’t be replacing this computer all at once down the road. Instead, the idea
is to update pieces of it when they become
outdated, or when you want to upgrade to
meet the requirements of new software. Buy
a motherboard with extra slots for expansion
cards and RAM, and rather than buying four
2GB sticks of RAM, buy two 4GB sticks to
keep slots free for more to be added later. The
solid state hard drive I wanted ended up being
a little too expensive for me, so I backed down
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my build a little and I’m planning to save up to
get the new drive next year. Also, if you’re not
in a hurry to build right away, you can bide your
time and sale shop the internet for the parts
you want. Many sites have monthly sales and
specials and taking your time buying can save
you a lot of money.
I plan on doing some moderate gaming
(Minecraft with HD textures) and quite a bit
of multitasking (doing homework and watching YouTube videos at the same time). Chris
helped me pick out an AMD processor, an MSI
motherboard and video card, 8GB of RAM,
and a one terabyte hard drive. I also picked
up a bigger cooling fan, a USB (Universal Serial
Bus) wireless card and wireless keyboard for
next to my recliner, because there’s no going
back to playing video games in an office chair. I
don’t need a monitor because I have a TV with
a compatible input and I don’t need speakers
because I plan on using headphones. All of the
parts we chose through PCPartPicker ended
up shipping from NewEgg, a popular parts site
and my personal favorite.
Once the parts arrived, it was time to
snap them together. And yes, it really is that
easy. Much like a puzzle, computers will only go
together so many ways.
Once you take the screws out of the case

of a computer, most of the parts literally just
snap together, but there are a few things to
keep in mind. While fairly robust, these parts
are sensitive to static electricity, so it’s important to keep yourself ‘grounded’. Touching the
computer case is often enough to do this, but
if you want to be more sure of not damaging
hundreds of dollars worth of electronics, buy
a bracelet specially designed to keep you from
damaging parts with static discharge. Chris and
I live life on the edge, so we went with the
riskier option.
Also, when inserting your CPU into it’s
socket on the motherboard, it requires ‘zero
insertion force’, which means it should drop
into place easily. Once in place, there is usually
some sort of mechanism to lock it in place.
DO NOT FORCE IT. The primary reason for
malfunctioning CPUs is bent connection pins.
Order of assembly is also important to
keep in mind. Some parts will be very difficult
to put into place after other parts. The hard
drive is mounted in the front of the case, but
depending on how your motherboard and
video card sit, it could be hard to get there.
Take all the parts out of their packaging (make
sure to save the instructions) and take a close
look at how they will fit together. It will save
you trouble later on if you plan on putting in

PCPartPicker is a one-stop-shop for putting your computer together. With its easyto-use interface, you can make sure you’ve got
all the parts you need to put together your
computer. You can even share your builds
with friends and, if you’re logged in, save parts
lists and keep track of the parts you’ve got.
pcpartpicker.com

CPUBoss will help you wade through and
rate your CPU possibilities. It’s difficult to keep
up on all of the newest hardware, especially if
you’re a first-time builder. The site offers value ratings and comparisons along with current
market prices to help you choose the right
processor.
cpuboss.com

GPUBoss works just like CPUBoss, except
it’s for video cards. Video cards are particularly challenging to keep track of. With both
AMD and NVIDIA creating a new $500 video card every few months, it can get really
confusing, especially when trying to compare
between brands.
gpuboss.com

NewEgg is a premier computer parts e-retailer. It offers great products at competitive
prices. The customer ratings are typically
from much more informed users and give
insight into more technical issues than those
at Amazon. Its warehouse in Memphis, Tenn.,
makes even free shipping fast and easy.
newegg.com

Ninite helps you install all the software you
need to get up and running after installing your
OS. It offers a list of free products that are
available including browsers, security and other utilities. It downloads and installs the latest
versions all at once, virtually unattended., Even
opting out of all the toolbars and malware.
ninite.com

Can You Run It offers system requirements for just about any game you’ll want
to play. Use its lists to help you choose your
hardware, or let its automated detection
show you if your system is up to par on a
game you want to buy.
canyourunit.com

Sarah Davis/Photo Editor

the parts that are at the back of the case, or
behind other parts, first.
While they aren’t always particularly clear,
each part should have some basic instructions with it on how to plug them into the
framework of the computer. Instruction manuals, especially for motherboards, often have
diagrams to show where sockets and slots
are located. Connections are typically labeled,
although sometimes you have to look pretty
closely to see them. Just proceed methodically
and consult the instructions, or that one technically inclined friend who still answers your
calls, when you get confused.
Once your parts are assembled and the
case is back together, it’s the moment of truth.
Time to plug it
in and push the
power button.
Without
Build your own
an OS like
Windows
Budget
installed, your
(under $350)
computer
Media PC:
will boot into
bit.ly/collegiatemediapc
BIOS
(Basic
Input/Output
Midrange
System). This
(under $600)
used to be
Josh’s complete parts list:
a
cryptic,
bit.ly/collegiatejoshpc
dark
screen,
but is usualHigh-end/Gaming
ly a bit more
(under $1500)
u s e r- f r i e n d ly
AMD:
nowadays. You
bit.ly/collegiateamdpc
shouldn’t need
Intel:
to spend much
bit.ly/collegiateintelpc
time here, but

it’s where you assign the drive where the computer will look for an OS(we told it to check
the USB ports first) and you can overclock
your computer here, too, if you’re so inclined.
If you don’t have access to another computer,
some motherboards will have just enough in
their BIOS to get you online to download a
full OS, but luckily I still have my old laptop to
work with.
I decided to go with Windows 8.1, and
chances are you’ll want to do the same. It’s
the newest version, and if you plan on playing
many video games, it’s the most likely to be
able to play them. Plus, with my college email
address, I was able to get the student version
from journeyed.com for just over $70, when it
normally costs $200. Once it’s downloaded, it
walks you through making a ‘boot drive’, which
I created on a USB flash drive. Once that was
plugged into my new computer, I restarted it
and it walked me through installing Windows.
Now that there’s a familiar OS on my
computer, things get a bit easier. There are
still some other programs that I want added
before I get started, like Audacity, Google
Drive, Chrome (or anything other than
Internet Explorer), Steam and OpenOffice (a
freeware alternative to Microsoft Office) and
some security software. If you know what you
want, Ninite is a great place to get all these
programs at once. It allows you to choose out
what you want, then bundles them all into a
single installer so you don’t have to spend time
hunting them each down individually. If you’re
not sure, you can probably wait on everything
except security. If you’re not sure what security option to go with, Avast is a pretty safe
bet, however Windows 8 and 8.1 both have
Windows Defender built in, as well.
Once you’ve reached this point, you
should be off and running on your own with
a fully functioning computer. The first thing I
looked to do was install Minecraft. With my
laptop, I can crank all the video setting down
and my framerate still lags, but with my new
desktop, that cost me about the same amount,
I can keep the settings at maximum and my
framerate doesn’t even flicker. Time to build
my zombie shelter!

Tips & Tricks
By Chris Powers
•

Build what you can afford with an eye for the
future. Keep expansion slots and CPU/RAM upgradeability in mind when you’re putting your build
together. Knowing what you need now and what’s
an easy upgrade later helps.

•

Unless you’re looking for extreme performance or
running Crysis, there’s not a lot of difference between the name brands of things like RAM or video
cards. Oftentimes the cheaper ones are nearly as
good as the premium ones.

•

Don’t skimp on your power supply. Since most
power supplies are rated at peak wattage not
average wattage, it’s important to get one that’s
rated for at least 30-40% more than PCPartPicker
rates your build, or you’ll overwork the supply and
burn it out.

•

Do your homework. Even though PCPartPicker
does a lot of the work for you, you’ll still want to
keep an eye on things like, “Will my CPU heatsink
fit in my case?” Also, not all chipsets are created
equal.

•

Make sure you have everything you need. Most
motherboards have built-in sound and wired
networking adapters, but don’t have on-board video
or wireless.

•

If your computer will be kept in your bedroom,
look for parts that are labeled quiet or silent. They
may be a bit pricier, but will keep you from getting
headaches from the loud fans.

•

If you’re not sure how to do something, check your
instruction manuals, manufacturers’ websites or
look for how-to videos on YouTube.

•

Once you’re done, your motherboard box works
really well for keeping all of your instruction manuals, static bags and extra parts that you may need
the next time you upgrade your PC.

•

When possible, use freeware or student discounts/
versions to help save money. GRCC’s online
bookstore offers discounted software, including
Windows and Adobe products. Computer App
department students have access to lots of free
Microsoft products, just check with your instructor
to see if you qualify for the Microsoft Developer’s
Network Academic Alliance (MSDNAA).
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#iPhoneography
Story & Photos
By Erica Horoky
Photography is changing. Just 10 years
ago, disposable cameras were the standard
and you wouldn’t dare call the photos taken
on your Motorola RAZR “art”. Today, almost
every American owns a cell phone and an
estimated 25 percent own an iPhone. This
means that most Americans carry a high-performance camera in their pockets, revolutionizing photography and what you would have
considered a photographer to be.
“iPhoneography”, a term coined in 2008,
has become one of Instagram’s favorite
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hashtags with over 2.7 million results, and the
iPhone is the second most popular camera
used on flickr. There’s no doubting that for
what it is (a portable device that you rarely
leave the house without), it can take incredible photos if you take advantage of it. I’m
going to highlight some tips, techniques, and
apps that will help you stay on your Instagram
A-game.
Natural light is your friend. Using
flash can be helpful in some instances, but
normally it results in a washed out and unnatural photo. If you’re
taking photos outside,
let the sun do the work.
Position your subject so
that the sun is reflecting on him or her, but
try to shoot when the
sun is either rising or
setting for soft, golden
light. If the sun isn’t out,
overcast days are just as
great by providing soft,
even lighting. If you’re
taking photos inside, position your subject facing
a window, or use a lamp
for creative directional

lighting. Experimenting can lead to awesome
results, and putting the sunset behind your
subject will create a silhouette.
Composition is a trickier subject, but
always remember the rule of thirds. Turn the
grid on in your settings and put your subject
in one of the four intersections of the grid for
a more eye-catching photo. If you’re taking
a landscape shot, set the horizon line so that
the photo is either 2/3 sky or land. Try to
make use of lines and shapes in your photo,
as well.
Choose your angle for a unique shot.
Up high or down low, the angle you take is
what makes the photo one of a kind. Shooting the same scene with different perspectives
is sure to result in a photo worth bragging
about to your Instagram followers. Try holding the iPhone at your hips, set it close to the
ground, or hold it high above your head and
you’ll get vastly different results. If you’re taking pictures of pets or children, get down to
their eye level for a more impressive photo.
Holding the iPhone at your hip in crowds can
result in candid street shots.
Subject matter matters the most.
Regardless of what kind of lighting, angle, or
composition you use, usually if you’re shooting something we’ve all seen too many times

before it doesn’t matter. Be wary of taking a
photo of that park bench- it’s not that artsy.
It’s hard to take a bad picture of a flower, but
we’ve seen those too much as well. If you can
show your audience something they’ve never seen before (or something they’ve seen
in a different way), you’ll captivate them and
keep them interested. On another note, try
to keep your subject isolated from any background clutter. Backgrounds play a huge role
in making the subject stand out- try to choose
a background with a muted color that compliments the subject.
Editing can play as much of a role as
shooting the photo does. Here are some of
my top picks for apps.
Afterlight- Afterlight has a large selection of neat “vintage” filters, effects such as
lens flares, and impressive editing tools like
vignette, highlights, shadows, and hue adjustments.
VSCO Cam- You’ve probably noticed
your friends uploading pictures to Facebook
through this app. VSCO Cam is becoming increasingly popular by providing quality filters
that help make your photos appear as though
they were taken with a 35mm camera. The
separate focus and exposure rings yield greater creative results, as well.
Pro HDR- Pro HDR allows you to set

two separate exposures, a feature missing
from the iPhone’s standard camera. It takes
two photos at different exposures then merges them together, eliminating the usual result
of having a blown-out white sky or dark foreground.
Facetune- Impressive results and incredibly easy to use, Facetune makes portraits look
stunning. You can smooth skin, whiten teeth,
increase detail, and amplify the tones of the
image and it only takes a couple of minutes.
Many free apps have these features already,
but Facetune does it much better and creates
a professional looking result.
Accessorizing your iPhone will give
you the edge you need to make your photos
really stand out. All of these accessories can
be found on photography websites like www.
photojojo.com, or Amazon, eBay, etc.
Lens kits- Most kits come with a fisheye,
macro/wide, and telephoto lens. Depending
on the brand, you can buy lens kits anywhere
on the web from $10 to $70, a steal if you
consider that most DSLR lenses can cost upwards of $1,000. Simply snap the lenses onto
your iPhone and you’re all set to take amazing
photos.
Tripods/grips- Tripods are useful when

even the slightest bit of shaking could ruin
your picture, especially common in night photography. Tripods can be found for around
$20. Grips are good to use when you need a
steady hand while shooting video and can be
found for around the same price.
Reflectors- Pocket reflectors are useful
for shooting portraits. Use the white side to
reflect soft natural light and the silver side to
bounce back bright light onto your subject.
You can purchase a reflector for around $15.
Pocket spotlight- Use the pocket spotlight when flash is necessary. The spotlight
attaches to your iPhones aux port and gives
off bright, even lighting. You can even remove
it from your iPhone and angle it where you’d
like for eye-catching directional lighting. You
can buy it for $30.
If you stretch its capabilities, your iPhone is
perfectly capable of holding its own up against
some of the bigger, more expensive digital
cameras.
Make an effort to shoot every day, and
upload your photos to keep track of your
improvements. After a while, you’ll find your
photographic style and your photos will be
recognized as your own. Above all else, practice.
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Miles from my Homeland
By Carla Villasana-Acosta

“As much as I love living
in Grand Rapids, this
time I have been abroad
made me realize that
Venezuela is part of me
wherever I go.”
Courtesy Carlos Villasana

It took two and a
half hours in a car to
travel from Valencia to
La Guaira; it may have
been longer due to the
almost permanent rush
hour that affects the
highway. After the trip,
I stayed at an apartment that belonged to
people my family knew
but I didn’t. I did not get
much rest, though.The night before a big event
is always long and full of expectation. However,
I did not have to wait a lot since I found myself
up at 4 a.m. going to the airport; a day filled
with endless lines, terminals, and goodbye hugs
was ahead of me: I was leaving my home country, Venezuela.
I was on my way to the United States with
my cousin on Aug. 16, 2012 to start college.
The moment I had been waiting for to start
pursuing my dreams had finally arrived. However, fear made an appearance and I could not
help but cry as I hugged my high school friends
goodbye for the last time a day before the trip.
The same happened when I didn’t want
to let go of my mother at the airport, even
though I was going to see her a few months

later. The uncertainty of my future hit me harder than I was
expecting.
As the plane was flying
away, for a brief moment I observed the Caribbean Sea and
the slums of La Guaira; those
small squares that people are
forced to call home, yet they
represent a marvelous light
show during the night. At that
time, I realized I did not have
a way to turn back time and
Courtesy Carlos Villasana
change my mind. I did not have
another choice but to relax My high school, Colegio La Esperanza in Valencia, Venezuela.
and take the best out of the
experience. That was in fact the best option sage and a phone call have become the only
since not even imagination could have showed ways I can reach them. As much as I love living
in Grand Rapids, this time I have been abroad
me everything I was about to live and learn.
It has been a year and four months since made me realize that Venezuela is part of me
that day. A year and four months since I arrived wherever I go. Growing up there made me
in the United States as an international student who I am, and I want to go back and see it all
eager to start college. This journey started once again.
Venezuela has more to offer than mere
at Oakland University, where I enhanced my
English skills to be ready to face the challenge political turmoil, and it saddens me how those
aspects can get buried under the actions
of pursuing a major in a second language.
After that, I moved to Grand Rapids and caused by a situation that went out of conended up at Grand Rapids Community Col- trol. However, I’ve also had the chance to hear
lege, the place where my dream of becoming comments from people who know some of
a journalist officially began. The experience Venezuela’s features; the Angel Falls and base—are
has been wonderful and ball players—especially Miguel Cabrera
I look forward to seeing usually the most common, and there are even
more natural landscapes, national talents, and
what the future holds.
However, nostalgia traditions to talk about. Either way, it is always
never forgets to visit me an honor to hear positive remarks and show
and remind me that it has people the other side of that South American
also been a year and four country where I lived the first 18 years of my
months since the last time life.
Somebody once told me that even if I lived
I set foot in Venezuela. It
reminds me how moving somewhere else for 20 years, I was still going
away also meant I had to to miss Venezuela; I’m starting to believe that’s
be apart from the ones true. I have not been able to go back for difI love. To this date, I still ferent reasons such as the price of tickets and
can’t believe I’ve spent all academic obligations. I do not even know when
this time without seeing I will be able to go back at this point. It could
be a few months, another year or more for
my father.
I don’t have the all I can guess. Meanwhile, I can just imagine
chance either to be with the moment when the plane is approaching
my older brothers or my La Guaira, once again receiving me with all its
best friends; a text mes- countless lights.
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UP ALL NIGHT
As I paced the hall waiting for my ride, I knew this night
would be one for the books. I was given the opportunity to
ride along with Grand Rapids Community College professor and Sgt. John Wittkowski.
Wittkowski’s life plan didn’t start off with dreams of the
police academy.
“I didn’t initially think of this career choice to be perfectly honest,” said Wittkowski, 46.“I went into business, got
a degree in finance, but I didn’t like the profession.
“Then I started volunteering for a neighborhood organization and got to meet a police officer. I used to get into
a lot of trouble when I was a kid, so I had a negative stereotype about police. But this particular officer was completely different; kids loved him and he was great with people.
He was very respectful, very inclusive, treated people fairly
(though sternly) and I really understood that this was a job
I’d like to do. So I, kind of under his tutelage, decided to
become an intern at the police department and the rest is
history.”
A typical shift for a police officer consists of many different components. First, officers get dressed and then head
to lineup. The night shift officers gather in the squad room
at 5:30 p.m. Mail is delivered to the officers who are then
briefed about the day’s activities. After that, the lieutenant
in charge of the shift will read off all the officers names, and
their assignments before the officers head out to patrol the
streets.
Supervisors are not like regular police officers. They
are responsible for backing up calls, traffic stops, assisting
officers on calls, or if there is a major incident, like a shooting. Supervisors are also responsible for making sure the
officers are doing what they’re supposed to be doing and
making sure the scene is organized appropriately.
I prepared myself for a crazy night, much like an episode of “Cops” but with fewer cameras. However, my night
was further from intense and instead filled with an insightful
look into the lives of police officers.
At 6:30 p.m. Wittkowski picked me up at my house. By
this time I had already gone through a Venti White Chocolate Mocha, in preparation for a long night, and was ready
to go.
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By Lauren Winther

with the GRPD

After strapping me into a bulletproof vest,
which was by far the most comforting yet uncomfortable part of my attire, I headed into
what would be my mobile office for the next
nine hours.
Once in the car, I acted like any mature
adult would.
“Okay, what can I touch?” I said.
“You can touch the computer,” said Wittkowski, as he began to walk me through the
mini laptop’s technology and briefed me on
all the gadgets in his car, including the shotgun
that was installed between our seats.
We began our night’s journey by patrolling
around the south side of town, predominantly
the center of our area, Franklin Street and
Eastern Avenue.
After about 20 minutes in the cruiser, we
picked up our first call.
Once we arrived at the home, Wittkowski stepped out of the car inviting me to tag
along. I anxiously scrambled out of the car,
breaking a nail in the process. I clearly wasn’t
cut out for police work.
We were met by an intake probation officer who was stopping by to pick up a young
man who seemed to be having problems with
his curfew and mother.
Wittkowski, the intake probation officer
and Officer Jenny Rood, another officer who
joined us on the scene, all stepped into the
home while I stood by the car.
Once everything was taken care of, I was
reunited with Wittkowski and we headed
back out on patrol.
While we rode around waiting for action to occur; Wittkowski and I competed in
naming the artist to various songs. I cannot
confirm nor deny that he beat me in this mini
competition.
Another call came through, and we were
once again on our way to rid the Grand Rapids streets of crime. When we arrived, the officers who responded to the initial call were
wrapping up by checking through a woman’s vehicle while her children sat on a curb
watching in disbelief.
The woman was placed in the back of another officer’s cruiser while Officer Tim Hoornstra blew off steam about the current situation. Wittkowski figured that Hoornstra was

in such a great mood that maybe he’d like to
demonstrate a brief K-9 tutorial for me. Hoornstra willingly agreed saying, “I’ll meet you at
the ramp.”
We drove down Sheldon Street and
Wittkowski pulled into the ramp of Catholic
Central High School. Soon after, Hoornstra
arrived with his German Shepherd, Brick.
Hoornstra began by throwing Brick’s ball
then yelling a command, immediately Brick
froze until Officer Hoornstra bellowed another command.

“He began screaming
profanities and accusing the
officer who stopped him of
being racist.”
I was able to throw the ball for Brick, but
in an unfortunate series of events, when I
threw it, it hit a bar in the parking ramp’s roof
and bounced to the ground, confusing Brick
and myself.
Wittkowski and Hoornstra both had a
good laugh at my athletic abilities, or the lack
there of.
After that embarrassing moment, it was
time we headed back to the road to further
patrol, which I was grateful for.
Our next stop brought us to Madison
Street. A homeowner called about a potential disturbance and when we arrived at the
scene, officers immediately saw the suspect
heading down the street and stopped him.
When they ran his name through the Law
Enforcement Information Network (LEIN) it
came back that he had a driving warrant and
would be going to jail.
This upset the man who was placed in
the back of Wittkowski’s cruiser. He began
screaming profanities and accusing the officer
who stopped him of being racist.
“Man this is bullsh*t! These mother-” the
perp said.
Then, suddenly it got quiet, too quiet. I
turned around and the once vocal man was
seductively looking at me through the bullet-

proof glass.
“Hey snowflake, how you doin’ tonight?”
he said.
“Uh… I’m okay,” I said nervously as I focused on Wittkowski checking out the scene,
anticipating when he would return.
While I sat alone with the boisterous perpetrator, I couldn’t help but laugh at my new
street moniker all while pondering the different ways I could monogram “snowflake” on all
of my belongings.
The man began to get loud again until
Wittkowski explained the call and why he was
picked up. As I sat as a third party observer, it was clear that the Grand Rapids Police
Department had some serious people skills. I
was amazed at how this man who once was
so hostile was now calm, for the police of all
people.
As we rode in silence to the Kent County Jail, I couldn’t help but think about what
it would be like to arrest someone; this
thought quickly exited my mind as Wittkowski
wouldn’t let me play with the handcuffs.
Once at the jail, I had a backstage pass to
what it was really like. We pulled up to what
looked like a huge garage. After typing in a
code, the doors opened and we parked.
After 10 minutes of paper work, he was
placed in the hands of the Kent County Jail
and we were off on our way.
At this point in our shift it was time for the
most quintessential part of our night, a coffee
break. This was a mission I deemed more fitting for Wittkowski, who kept yawning. After
getting his coffee, we were back on the road.
While bonding over 80’s music, we were
finally dispatched to another call taking us
over to Delaware Street for a domestic dispute.
The officers calmly worked out the problem. Apparently the homeowner was evicting
his girlfriend who refused to leave because
she already paid him rent money.
We were able to get the woman to leave
and the officers even suggested she call them
back when she wished to return for her belongings.
As our shift began to wind down, we
stopped at the hospital for a bathroom and
snack break.
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“While collecting the man’s
information I couldn’t help
but ponder all the different
things police officers see, and
how brave they truly are.”

After our pit stop, we witnessed a van
swerve and drive over a median.
Wittkowski sped up and turned around,
a move that was made effortlessly, and pulled
over the van. The driver immediately began to
step out of his car.
“Stay in your vehicle!” Wittkowski
screamed as he ducked behind his steering
wheel and kicked his foot to his door to prop
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it open. The man quickly jumped back into the
van and Wittkowski proceeded to get out of
our car and walk to the van.
While collecting the man’s information I
couldn’t help but ponder all the different things
police officers see, and how brave they truly
are. All night I was able to see that these officers are real people.
As Wittkowski came back relaxed, my
heartfelt epiphany was put on the back-burner.
Wittkowski began running the man’s information, while explaining that the man was having
car problems and initially stopped to check on
his vehicle. The man’s record came back clean.
After returning the man’s license and registration, it was back to patrolling.
While looping back around the south area,
we got what would be my last call; a car parked
at a club near downtown allegedly possessed
a gun.
As we arrived at the scene, I was told to
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stay in the car, which was perfectly fine by me.
Although uncomfortable, I was grateful for my
bullet proof vest, but not grateful enough to
risk trying it out.
From the safety of the cruiser, I witnessed
officers evacuating the packed car. Each person
in the car was handcuffed and put in the back
of a cruiser. I was fortunate enough to have yet
another companion join me.
As I watched Brick sniff through the car, I
heard our newest passenger clear his throat,
trying to get my attention.
“Is that your dad or brother?” he asked,
signaling to Wittkowski.
“No,” I said as I turned to look at him.
“Can I get your number?” the suspect
asked.
“I don’t think so,” I said as I turned back
around.
As I contemplated whether or not I was
appalled or flattered about all the attention I
was getting tonight, Wittkowski came back just
in time to save me from any further conversation. Wittkowski briefly disclosed to the young
man that they were called due to a report of
a gun but the only thing they found was an
open container. The young man was ticketed
and released.
After we finished up, Wittkowski decided
it would be best to go back to the station to
finish up paperwork but not before taking me
home. Although my pleas to stay were denied,
I was relieved to hang up the bullet proof vest.
As we pulled up to my house, I removed
the bulletproof vest and thanked Wittkowski
for the ride.
I stayed awake thinking about the night I
just had and what it truly meant to be a police
officer. I could feel that heartfelt epiphany rising
back into my brain. I spent one night on the job
and I was relieved to go home. These officers
have to go back every day, being apart from
their families to risk their lives to protect us.
Although I didn’t have the stereotypical
television violence play out on my ride along,
what I learned from this experience was definitely something I’ll never forget. I came to
the realization that police officers are heroes,
whether involved in a major drug bust or simply allowing a college student to tag along on a
typical night in Grand Rapids.

Being an English Football Fan
in Grand Rapids
It’s Saturday. It’s gameday and
you’re headed to the bar wearing
your favorite team’s jersey. A flag is
draped over your back, and a scarf
wrapped around your neck-- but it’s
7:45 a.m., and college football won’t
start until noon.
More than 3.4 million Americans
tuned into NBC on opening weekend of premier league soccer coverage, and I was one of them.
However, on opening day I didn’t
make it down to the SpeakEZ, 600
Monroe Ave NW. The local bar has
unofficially become home of the
English Premier League on Saturday
and Sunday mornings. -->
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By Zachary Watkins

“I never wanted to open a sports
bar,” SpeakEZ owner Eric Albertson, 42, of
Grands Rapids said. “I’m never going to outdraw Peppinos. It’d be foolish for me to try.
The thing about sports bars is that they’ve
always ignored football.
“Mike Ewer, a QPR fan, told me I should
open up for football, and I told him that I’d
love that. He told me that they had been
going other places, and he felt like the other places were doing the normal sports
bar thing, ‘Oh soccer sucks.’ So what we’ve
done here is put the Arsenal fan, next to the
Chelsea fan, and turned them against the
normal Grand Rapids guy who says, ‘soccer
sucks.’ ”
The SpeakEZ, with the underground
football following, still remains somewhat of
a secret amongst the football crowd.
“It started off very grass-roots,”
Albertson said. “We hardly did any advertising, and we still really haven’t. We have a
Facebook page, and we really open up (the
bar) when we feel like it.”
Albertson can tell he has the right group
of people coming in on these Saturday and
Sunday mornings.
“Arsenal nation is my biggest crowd,”

Albertson said, “If you were ‘johnny-come-lately,’ and you were like, ‘Oh I’m
going to like soccer now,’ you’d be like a
Yankees fan, and like Manchester United.
The fact is, we don’t have that many United
fans, and the ones we do have, have been
fans their whole life.
“To listen to all these people come
down, and talk about the game, is really nice.
I know more about football than 95 percent
of the public out there. That last 5 percent
are coming here.”
The SpeakEZ opened in February of
2012. It began showing EPL matches last fall.
“It started when Mike Ewer came in
here, and he’s from England, so he’s got
this thick British accent,” Albertson said. “As
soon as I heard that accent I grabbed him
and said ‘Hey lets have a proper pint.’ He
told me that he had been to other places,
and that it wasn’t working out. I immediately
told him that I’d open for him.”
Albertson and his general manager,
Calin Skidmore, didn’t go into this sporting
venture already having favorite teams.
“He said we have to pick a team, and
we’ll just have some fun with this,” Albertson
said. “It took a while, I became a Hammer
(West Hampshire
United), and Calin
became a Toffee
(Everton).
Despite being
a West Ham fan,
Albertson’s
first
love is the United
States
Men’s
National Team.
“I got really
into the USMNT in
‘94,” Albertson said.
“I love the World
Cup, because we’re
always the underdog. It’s why I loved
the ‘Miracle on Ice’.
I countdown the
years to get to the
world cup. The nice
Photo by Jerry Jones
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thing about opening the SpeakEZ was being able to watch these international players
play for their club teams.
“I love that the U.S. is the underdog, and
I love that it’s country versus country.”
Learning the lingo of the EPL is key to
understanding.
“I have utterly given up on the NFL,”
Albertson said. “I at least see what they did
and see where they are at on the table. You
see what this sport (English football) has
done to me? I’m referring to the standings
as the table (what the EPL calls its “standings.”) And when I look at the schedule its
no longer the schedule. It’s the fixture list.
It’s funny how we get into that vernacular.”
The SpeakEZ became an official Arsenal
America branch, through the efforts of Zach
Boswell, 31, of Grand Rapids.
“I had been a member of Arsenal
America for a while, and had been attending games at the SpeakEZ with a crew of
four or five,” Boswell, a Senior Art Director
and Creative Manager at AUXILIARY
Advertising & Design said. “I had gotten
SpeakEZ listed on the main Arsenal website as a “place to watch”, but it was nothing
official. This past summer there was an opportunity for smaller branches to become
officially recognized by Arsenal America.
I jumped at the chance, and after some
emails back and forth, we were recognized,
and we joined a nationwide community of
supporters.”
Albertson didn’t know that Boswell had
registered SpeakEZ as an Arsenal bar.
“Zach’s just so mega-casual,” Albertson
said. “He calls me up and says, ‘Hey just so
you know, you’re on Arsenal.com,’ I was like
‘What?’ Then he said he’d be in for a beer
later, and that he had a story for me. I tell
everyone to see if we can become a supporter location for their club.”
Boswell, who played football his entire
life, really got into watching football after
spending time in Japan.
“The 1994 World Cup was the first time
I got really excited about it,” Boswell said.
“From there I followed the Japanese and

Dutch national teams closely. I also followed
the J-League (Japanese Football Association)
with no particular allegiance. I followed other
top teams loosely, always with a slight lean
towards Arsenal and Ajax.”
Boswell and his friends used to watch
football at Graydon’s Crossing, but Fox
Soccer Channel upped their prices, and the
channel was dropped by the pub.
“They were fairly accommodating, but
not particularly enthusiastic about a bunch
of fans getting drunk at 10 a.m. yelling at TVs
while the after church brunch crowd filtered
in,” Boswell said. “We of course discovered
this (the channel being dropped) on match
day. A friend of mine had heard SpeakEZ was
showing games, and so we sauntered down
to SpeakEZ, and that was that.
Boswell was happy about the discovery.
“An owner passionate about the game, a
diverse fanbase, and a small but loyal crowd?
That’s all I needed,” Boswell said. “It was simple, quiet and boozy. I got to meet fans of all
teams, who were there to watch, discuss, and
commune. Kind of like finding a new home.”
Dan Weatherhead, 34, of Grand Rapids,
is a regular attending Arsenal fan, who is
there for most matches.
“The staff is very friendly,” Weatherhead,
the network support specialist, said. “The
owner is a huge footie-fanatic, and there is
a great group of Arsenal supporters, which
makes the matches fun to watch at the pub.”
Weatherhead has traveled to North
London twice to see Arsenal.
“I saw both at Highbury,” Weatherhead
said. “They were amazing. The atmosphere in
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the stadium was unlike anything I had ever
witnessed. Songs from the opening kickoff
until the final whistle. The speed of the game
is much quicker live, and everybody I met
at the stadium was very friendly. The whole
thing was just great.”
Despite the SpeakEZ being an actual
Arsenal Bar, Albertson hopes to get more
fans of other clubs (teams).
“I want the SpeakEZ to be a place for
all footy fans,” Albertson. “I just want people who get the sport, and can get along in
here.”
The Saturday and Sunday morning
games are becoming more and more popular as people learn where to catch their
favorite club.
“At some point if it gets that big, I might
not be able to have as much fun with it,”
Albertson said. “Back in the early days, when
there were like four or five of us here, I’d sit
right with them. Someone would say to me
‘I’d like a beer,’ I’d say right back, ‘Tap handle is
right there, pour it yourself.’ For me to come
and open up for just one person, at seven
in the morning, it doesn’t speak to trying to
build a business, it’s me doing it for the love
of the game.”
Even though the SpeakEZ currently
shows EPL on the weekends, the plan is to
add some other leagues.
“I would like us to start doing some
more Bundesliga (German football league),”
Albertson said. “Rob Schafer posts a list
every week on our Facebook page of upcoming games. Ever since Goltv got dropped
by DirecTV, It’s been harder finding the

Bundesliga games.”
Albertson thinks that the move to NBC
is working out well for the EPL and it’s fans.
“NBC did a great job,” Albertson said.
“Especially if you have seen that video, with
Jason Sudeikis, as Tottenham Hotspur manager. It picks on both the Brits, and Americans.
I really think NBC did a nice job a laying out
the clubs for people. Not the players, but the
history of the club.”
SpeakEZ hosted the old rivalry Arsenal
vs Manchester United at 11 a.m. Nov 10.
“We had 55 people here at 11 a.m. on
a Sunday morning,” Albertson said. “Find me
a busier bar. Sure Peppinos can have 200 for
the 1 p.m. Lions game, but that is their thing.”
Weatherhead is a SpeakEZ regular, and
doesn’t limit himself to only watching games
there.
“My parents like going to the bar,”
Weatherhead said. “Sometimes I’ll go and
have a beer with them, or to watch a band
that they are interested in seeing.”
Albertson takes pride in the face that
SpeakEZ isn’t an overly expensive restaurant
with everything on the menu is under $20.
“Our menu is old world flair with pricing
that is designed so folks can afford to dine
here more often than what I call “Special
Occasion Dining.”
With jazz on Sundays, open mic night on
Mondays, and live music on Wednesdays, the
‘prohibition era’ SpeakEZ has carved a niche
for the football fan, and customers of good
taste alike.

Club = Team

Manager = Head Coach

Fixture = Match

Pitch = Field

Fixture list = Schedule

Shirt = Jersey

Football = Soccer

Supporter = Fan

Keeper = Goalie

Table = Standings
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Beer City, USA
By Jerry Jones

Grand Rapids is a city defined by a unique
Midwestern style; an unpretentious and fresh
view on the world of art, food and drink that
continues to bring the city acclaim.Today, Grand
Rapids finds its fortunes as tightly interwoven
with the rejuvenation of microbreweries as it
did 80 years ago with the newly formed commercial furniture market.
Both industries experienced growth due to
high public demand, and in both cases, Grand
Rapids was there to fill the need. Today we find
an explosive cityscape filled with 17 distinct
breweries, an up and coming giant of the industry, and the title of “Beer City, USA” two years
running.
“If you’re talking about Grand Rapids beer
history, the starting point would be The Grand
Rapids Brewing Company that opened their
doors over 100 years ago,” explains Ben Darcie,
beer entrepreneur, teacher and distributor. Darcie, a Grand Rapids native, teaches classes on
the art of beer at local breweries.“But Founders
was the start of modern craft beer in Grand
Rapids.”
GRBC and Founders do represent two
very different, yet pivotal turning points in the
history of Grand Rapids beer. The beginning of
the 20th century marked GR’s first entry to the
national stage, as GRBC’s “Silver Lager” invaded
taps across America. Yet, 13 years of prohibition
took its toll and by the end of the 1930’s, Michigan beer hit a low point it would take decades
to recover from.
Founders Brewery, separated from the
GRBC by over a hundred years, would be the
rejuvenation of Michigan beer. Opening in 1997,
Founders struggled to make a mark at first, declaring bankruptcy twice.
“Founders, while they were up on Monroe,
were just surviving. To the public eye, they were
doing fine. The insiders know just how close
they came to throwing in the towel,” reveals
Chas Thompson, historian and beer engineer
for Schmohz Brewery near 28th and Patterson.
“Their real turnaround was when they started
making weirder beers.”
Founders had indeed changed their production strategy at a pivotal point in American
beer. It coincided with a new great social revival
in artisan beers. Using elaborate ingredients and
pushing the envelope of what people expected
Photo by Jason Babcock

of beer, craft style recipes had always existed
on the outskirts as specialized drinks for true
enthusiasts.
Now, however, they resurfaced into the
mainstream, clashing threateningly with commercial beers that had been standards for decades.
“The weird, wild, creative and strange beers,
those are what get press, but they don’t traditionally sell in volume,” Thompson explains.
“Commercial beers, or Rank & File as we call
them, still keep the lights on. Those are the
beers that everyone likes to drink, but aren’t
really distinguishable from one another.They are
business for your pub, comfortable and familiar
beers. Producing those is what allows us to try
new and exciting things.”
For Founders, plagued by sub-par beer, it
was only when they finally abandoned their attempts to produce the next Rank & File that
they found success. It was part luck, part daring
and part excellent beer.
Founders’ success and a new social acceptance for craft beers gave fresh opportunities
to many newcomers in the Grand Rapids beer
scene. Some who were just beginning, and some
who had been there all along, quietly making
small batches of prize winning beer and waiting
for their time to come. It gave many award-winning breweries an opportunity to expose their
recipes to a mainstream audience.
Schmohz brewery found success with
statewide distribution of its beer. Others found
more modest success with local bars serving
homemade recipes. Nano and Microbreweries
exploded in different pockets of the city. It blanketed Grand Rapids in choices.
“It’s important to note the gradual growth
and points in our cities history where we had
no breweries at all,” Darcie comments. “The
beer craze is still very fresh here.”
Yet the impact it’s had in the last five years
alone has been substantial. Since bottoming
out during the market crash of 2008 at 45,000
employees, the cities employment rate has shot
up to nearly 80,000 this year; 30 percent higher
than our pre-depression average. A large part of
that success is owed to the 17 unique breweries
that have come to the city.
“The Michigan beer scene has been incredibly aggressive over the last few years,” Darcie

explains. “Michigan’s beer scene brought in $2
billion into the economy in 2012. The industry
growth has been 20 percent compared to the
national average of 12.”
That’s not just from local breweries serving
local people. Michigan’s success owes a lot to a
new concept in the beer industry that has had
a substantial impact on craft breweries: beer
tourism.
“Beer tourism is a new word for Grand
Rapids that has had an overwhelming effect,”
explains Janet Korn,Vice President Of Marketing
for Experience Grand Rapids. “Our craft beer is
a cultural experience and it’s been fantastic for
our economy”.
Why Grand Rapids has become a rallying
point for a new craft beer culture is difficult
to say. It’s a combination of many elements, including timing, great quality beer and enthusiastic fans. The recipe for a successful beer city is
much like the brew it’s named for. It’s a delicate
balance of the right ingredients prepared in just
the right way with passion and attention to detail. Darcie feels there is, however, one ingredient
more important than all.
“We owe our success as a beer city to
our attitude,” Darcie tells. “We do not have a
competitive beer culture. Our breweries aren’t
afraid of the brewery that opened up down the
block. They exchange ingredients, ideas. They’ve
built a community. It’s that idea that’s kept this
community thriving: our beer is not elitist.”
Thompson agrees. He’s a founder of the
Grand Rapids Society Of Brewers, an organization that seeks to create a community between
different brewers for support and growth.
“The GRSB is an intentionally unorganized
group of brewers,” Thompson smiles. “We put
it together so that everybody had everybody’s
number. So if you were short on grain, or needed advice, you knew the other guys in town.”
That community is what promises the most
for Grand Rapids future. Despite the threat of
over-saturation as the successful market grows
exponentially, Darcie remains confident in the
future.
“Our future is growth. Our culture of beer,
our collaborative spirit is what has kept us thriving, and will keep us successful. It’s what makes
us Beer City, USA.”
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By Sean Walker
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Spider-Man. The Avengers. The X-Men. Superheroes are admired by everyone. While
they may be fictional, superheroes from comic
books and newspapers represent the kind of
people that many of us want to be. I am no
exception. I’ve always admired superheroes
(all mentioned above and more), but I never
thought I would be one myself. I think differently now.
On the outside, I might look like any other
college student: casual clothes, backpack, books
and my favorite fedora always on my head. But
in a lot of ways I am like Bruce Banner, otherwise known as The Incredible Hulk. I look
normal, but there’s something of a monster
that haunts me every day. It’s not as bad as The
Hulk, but more often than not it gets in my
way, and usually I, or someone else, gets hurt.
What is this beast haunting me? It’s a diagnosis
that I received in 2nd grade: I have Asperger’s
Syndrome.
In a nutshell, Asperger’s Syndrome is social
anxiety. As with many persons with this diagnosis, I have great difficulty picking up on social
cues and responding in kind. My situation is
much like Dr. Sheldon Cooper from my favorite TV show, The Big Bang Theory: Sheldon also
has great difficulty understanding social cues
such as sarcasm or irony. I don’t have as much
difficulty as he does, but I am not without my
own struggles. For example, hanging out with
friends comes naturally to other people, but I
seldom call someone up to come over or hang
out somewhere in the world (well, without being prompted by someone else).
My diagnosis was not apparent to me from
the start. As time went on, I guess I started to
notice some differences between me and my
classmates. For example, while my classmates
teamed up on shared assignments, I preferred
to work alone. I was reluctant to allow anyone to help me, and usually I didn’t do so well.
But I’ve grown to a point where I ask for help
when I do need it. I always had difficulty talking
to other people, yet I had an amazing memory
for movies and sometimes spoke to myself by
reciting lines from the movies.

Let me fast-forward
to high school. This
was where lots of
things
changed
for me. Prior to
high school, I
had expressed interest in theatre. In
high school I got the
chance to act in plays
and musicals that proved
fun and exciting. My grandma
pointed out to me that I wasn’t very
socially awkward when I was acting
onstage; I think it’s because I was
playing a fictional character that was
loosely based off of myself in each
case of theatre. Maybe it was because I practiced what I wanted
to say before telling someone.
Whatever the reason, I loved
theatre for three good reasons:
1. It was fun.
2. I got to sing in many cases.
3. It was an opportunity for me
to make friends.
Many of my friends were (and still are)
also “theatre nuts,” and they all represented
the people I wanted to know as friends. I
wish I could list all their names here, but that
would take the rest of my story. However,
I can say that they love theatre as much as
I do, which allowed us to connect. We talked,
we hung out, and we found things we had in
common. From there, we had classes together,
and if you had seen me with them, you probably never would have guessed that I am socially
awkward, because I wasn’t awkward around
them. I just felt like any other person: smiling,
laughing, and enjoying my life without a care in
the world.
Looking back on my life, I would say I’ve
come far from where I used to be. I think to
myself that I’ve got a long way to go yet, but I’ve
definitely improved on my social anxieties. I’ve
joined my friends for at least one school dance
(which I wasn’t fond of, but went anyway); I

have admitted my diagnosis to others without
trouble; I’ve even summoned enough courage to tell a girl that I
liked her.
I don’t think that I
would have been able to
do all of this back when I first
learned about this diagnosis. Of course
I wouldn’t have come this far without
friends and family, and I still wish I could
list them all, but that would take probably take up three more pages. But I will
say this much: thank you. Thanks to my
family for supporting me in everything I
do. Thanks to my friends for doing some
things with me. Thanks to the Collegiate
for giving me the opportunity to tell my
story. And thank you, dear reader, for taking the time to read my story.
Spider-Man by Teagan Burns
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When
They
Come
Home
By Rachael Ocampo
The night air provides much-needed relief as David Krenz allows his
mind to quiet and his body to give in
to sleep.
Within minutes, he’s jolted awake.
“Where is it?” he thinks, searching
frantically. “Where is it?”
He searches his side and under the
bed before stumbling onto the floor
and into the living room. He has to
find it.
The light flips on behind him.
He turns to greet the movement.
“Dave… what are you doing?” comes
a soft voice.
“I’m looking for my M-4,” he starts,
then trails off. Reality rushes over
him as he realizes he doesn’t have his
M-4. The gun was left overseas with
his unit.
He is in a warm, safe home in
middle class America.
Inside his mind, the war rages on.
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Krenz served three tours in the deserts
of Iraq for Operation Iraqi Freedom. Now,
nearly five years since his last deployment, the
memories remain strong and persistent. He is
part of an ever-growing population of service
members-turned-civilians who try to re-acclimate themselves to “normal life” upon their
return home.
For Krenz, life overseas proved to be
much different from life in the United States.
But how different is not easily understood by
those who have never served.

literally blew up the entire trash can, nearly
giving Krenz and several others a heart attack.
Yet ironically, one of the most impacting
moments he had overseas was one of peace,
not violence.
“There was a time on my first deployment, after we’d gotten to Baghdad, this older
lady, maybe late 50s or early 60s, approached
my truck. I was in the turret. She tried to get
my attention, so I bent over to see what she
wanted. She said something to me in Arabic, I

don’t know what she said… but she grabbed
my hand and put something inside it… and
then she walked away.”
Krenz remembers opening his hand to
find a blue rosary. He thought it a little strange
since Iraq’s religious culture is predominantly
Muslim. Though he couldn’t understand the
older woman, he perceived gentleness in her
demeanor. He placed the rosary in his front
pocket where it remained with him for the
remainder of all three of his tours.

“It can be difficult because everything’s
just so different from the little microcosm
which is your fort, or being on deployment. It
seems so weirdly free that people can just do
whatever they want here, and (we) couldn’t.
To have that kind of restriction lifted is scary,”
he said.
Working as a military police officer for
the 3rd Infantry Division, Krenz served in several capacities overseas, including overseeing
a prisoner of war (POW) facility. His unit was
the first to break ground into Iraq in 2003,
with events highly publicized in the media.
Krenz remembers the night the U.S. Army
crossed into Iraq. He was young—only 19 at
the time, and scared of what would happen
next.
“I was lying on the top of my truck, looking up at the night sky… and I saw rockets,
just hundreds of rockets streaming in this
big, giant wave. It took me a second to realize what it was… and when I did, I was just
amazed. I wasn’t thinking about the destructive capabilities or the outcome of what this
was bringing. I was just thinking that it looked
amazing. I don’t know why, but it made me
feel better seeing that.”
That airstrike was the first of many moments that left a profound impact on Krenz.
Some of these moments are funny, such as
the night a pair of goats somehow got lost in
the men’s barracks and caused a huge ruckus
among the men. (The goats found their way
inside the barracks with perfect ease, yet getting them back out was another story.)
Equally funny was the time someone “accidentally” threw a round of ammo in a pile
of burning trash, causing chaos as the shells
Courtesy Photo
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day.

He still carries the rosary with him to this

“I’m not religious, and I’m not particularly superstitious,” he said. “It’s just something I
don’t feel safe without.”
For Krenz, the rosary is a reminder of the
peaceful intentions some Iraqi citizens felt toward the troops, and the good fortune he’s
had during his tours overseas.
The transition back to civilian life proved
to be difficult at first. Though his symptoms
of post-traumatic stress disorder (PTSD)
were never too severe, they were still present. Noises startled him at first among other
sensory stimuli.
One incident happened at Fifth Third
Ballpark when fireworks were set off after the
game. Though he was aware of the fireworks
show, he wasn’t prepared for the physiological
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response his body had the moment he heard
the explosions.
“The last time I heard anything of that
magnitude were actual explosions in a hostile
area,” he said.
With each successive boom, his heart
raced and his breath quickened.
“I was still in combat mode, but I was in
Grand Rapids instead of Tikrit.”
The adjustment to normal life took a while
for Krenz, but it did come. In time, he found
that talking about his stories helped put distance between himself and his emotions from
those experiences.
“What helped me personally adapt was
sharing as much as I could with as many people
as I could,” he said.
Working at the Veterans Office at GRCC
has given Krenz an opportunity to reach out

to other veterans. Janice Holton, a benefits coordinator, says Krenz has been a tremendous
help to incoming students.
“It helps a lot, because the vets trust another vet that they’re talking to,” she said. “They
can relate to him more because I wasn’t a vet.
It’s important to them to have that presence.”
In addition to working for GRCC, Krenz is
pursuing a degree in criminal justice with plans
to transfer to Ferris State University. He hopes
to use his training as a military police officer
toward a career in law enforcement someday.
Recently engaged to fiancée Rebecca Ritter, he
is looking forward to an autumn wedding next
year.
“I count myself among the lucky,” he said.
“Rebecca is my home, and my best adventures
lie ahead of me.”

Adderall Abuse:
Behind the Scenes
By Jason Babcock
Marijuana, Cocaine, Methamphetamine,
and LSD are probably what comes to mind
when you think of drug abuse; however, there
is an ever growing trend among college students today, who are starting to use Adderall
to help boost their study skills without fully
knowing its side effects.
Adderall is a heavily controlled class II prescription drug used to help treat patients with
Attention Deficit Disorder, more commonly
know as ADD, and narcolepsy. ADD is a disorder which causes hyperactivity and impulsivity,
the effect that Adderall has on these patients
is increased focus, which ADD patients need
because they have very little focus at all and
it invariably helps treat all the symptoms of
ADD. Narcoleptic patients also use Adderall
to help regulate their sleep patterns, because
it’s harder for them to fall asleep when they
are focused.
There are many people who abuse this
medication. Students have found that Adderall
helps them focus on their schoolwork and
have started to use it to help increase their
focus in hopes of getting more work done
faster. Unfortunately, Adderall has some rather profound side effects, and rather than going
through a doctor to find out what dosage they
need, students have been buying it illegally from
people who have a prescription; and using extremely high doses to get the desired effect.
Dr. Craig Straley, a professor of General
Psychiatric Pharmacy at Ferris State University,
is an expert in the field of Psychiatric Drugs.
“Adderall is (an) amphetamine, it is speed. It
is in the same family of drugs as methamphetamine and cocaine,” he said.
Straley also explained what Adderall did to
people saying, “When used by people who are
prescribed, like people with ADD, it can help
make them be less impulsive, have a greater

ability to focus, and some
what of a reduction in
wild behavior.”
There
is
a
misconception
about
Adderall, that taking it
will increase your grades, which is why many
students turn to using it illegally. Adderall does
not actually guarantee better grades, it just
increases your ability to focus and remain on
task. Straley commented on students abusing
Adderall, “There may be differences in the way
a person with ADD and someone without
ADD responds to the drug. Those without
ADD are probably using higher doses, to get
the increased energy and euphoria. These
drugs make people feel good, almost a feeling
of grandiosity.”
Early on, Adderall can potentially cause insomnia, due to it being a stimulant. The most
common problem reported in studies about
Adderall are gastrointestinal problems, abdominal pain and stomach upset. It is also an appetite suppressant.
The early side effects are profound, but
Straley stressed that the long-term effects can
cause serious problems.
“Blood pressure and pulse can increase,
which when sustained at a high level, can lead
to cardiac arrest, however as long as the person doesn’t have an undiagnosed heart condition, serious cardiac problems like cardiac
arrest shouldn’t present themselves. Another
long term effect that stimulants can cause are
worsening and possibly the presentation of tics;
or sudden, repetitive, uncontrollable muscle
movements”
Greg* is a supplier of Adderall to college
students. “About one-half of my clientele are
college students. They usually have a ‘script
themselves, and when they run out they come
to me. I usually charge people roughly $1 every

Photo by Jason Babcock

10 milligrams.”
When asked about how he acquired his
product, he admitted that he didn’t have a prescription himself, but that he uses a network
of friends to get it. “It’s really just being in the
right place at the right time,” he said. Greg also
shed some light on how people without ADD
get a prescription for Adderall, “Some people
have tricked their doctor’s into giving them a
prescription for it.”
Luke*, a former student of Grand Rapids
Community College, admitted that he started
using Adderall illegally in college, and he now
uses it everyday to help him focus.
“It really helped me focus, and helped me
get my work done. It gave me the motivation
to work and it also helped me with life in general, I really got a lot done when I took it.”
Luke did say that he felt some of the side
effects. “The first time I took it, I can only describe the feeling as euphoric. After that, it motivated me to focus and become self-reliant. It
does mess with my appetite though; I make a
schedule to be sure I eat regularly.” Luke admitted that he got his Adderall from a friend, who
suggested using it. When Luke bought it from
a supplier, he paid between $3 to $6 dollars
per pill.
If you think you might have symptoms of
ADD, the best way to go about treating it is
to see your doctor. Self-medicating for ADD
can be dangerous, not to mention expensive.
Abusing Adderall might help you study better
now, but it could have negative lasting effects
on the rest of your life.
*Names changed to protect identities.

27

2012

Buck Fever By Matthew Idema
Your hands are shaking, palms are sweaty,
and heart feels like it’s going to rip through
your chest. As he gets closer your stomach
tightens. You grip your bow, drawing it back
with your dominant hand. Staring through
your neon green peep sight, the rubber
fletching of the arrow brushes the corner
of your mouth as you aim the carbon arrow,
with four blades that will do fatal damage if
released right. You erase all thoughts from
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your mind, feeling the adrenaline coursing
through your veins, you feel no pain, the tunnel vision kicks in, and everything becomes
silent. Focusing on the six-point buck, you
are lost in your surroundings as you stare
him down. He turns broadside, you release
the carbon arrow and it launches in a blur.
The sensation of getting a deer and the
rush that comes with hunting is part of a
lifetime adventure. I was born into it and
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have always had a passion for the woods and
hunting, carrying on the family tradition.
It dates back to 1907. My great-grandfather, Bert Idema, started hunting as a kid and
continued to do so his whole life. In 1932
my grandpa, John Idema, was born. Just like
his father, he began hunting from childhood,
all the way to when he was diagnosed with
heart disease. This never slowed him down
though; he still hunted every year, until he

passed away. I remember sitting with him,
amazed by his ability to sit still for hours and
hours. He would joke with me saying I was
swatting flies, even though I was itching my
head. Eventually, the doctors told him not to
hunt because he could over exert himself and
have a heart attack. But despite the doctor’s
advice, he hunted until he couldn’t walk anymore. He passed away in 2004.
My dad, Andrew Idema, was born in 1963,
and just like his dad and his grandfather he
started young and fell in love with hunting. He
will always be hunting until he physically can’t
anymore. My brother, Mike Idema, and I were
also born into the hunting life. It seems to
be embedded in our DNA, coursing through
our veins.A tradition of over a hundred years.
When I was 14 years old, I went on a dry
spell of getting no Michigan buck. Michigan
offers a youth hunt at the end of September
for kids, so my dad was right next to me in
our ground blind, sitting in old office chairs.
The night was approaching rapidly and the
deer were on the move. In front of me was
a clover field, with a hayfield 250 yards to
my right and an oat field 200 yards to my
left. Right before shooting hours were about
to end, a big eight point came out in the oat
field.
Tapping my dad’s leg, I say I’m going to
shoot him. I raise my .308 rifle my dad bought
me when I was 12, and I rest the gun quietly on the window sill, placing my cheek tight
against the wooden stock of the gun. I frantically peered down the scope looking for the
buck.
I found him and I whispered to my dad
that I was ready to take the shot. I clicked
the safety off and made sure the crosshairs
were behind the buck’s shoulder and pulled
the trigger. The deer dropped to the ground
instantly and it felt like I made history, I finally
got a buck on the land that has been hunted
on for over 100 years by my family; my great
grandpa, grandpa, dad, brother, and now me.
My dad said he was so proud of me that
day. My brother and my mom came running
out of the house and all gave me high fives. It’s

a moment that will last in my memory until
I die. I have finally etched my name alongside
other Idema’s that have gotten their deer. It’s
like a feeling of relief and pure joy, that’s hard
to compare it to anything else, because it is
an emotion that is unlike any other.
It was my dad, playing the role of my grandpa, who showed us how to butcher a deer,
how to take care of an animal properly, and
how to make the most clean and humane
shot possible.
Everything my dad ever learned about
hunting from his dad was taught to us that
year, my brother and I trying to wrap our
heads around all the tricks of the trade. We
had to learn how to pick a hunting stand and
when to hunt it, because if the wind is not
right the spot will be no good and the deer
will wind (smell) you.
My dad would always say you’re looking for
something horizontal in a vertical environment, meaning you’re looking for the shape
of a deer not just focusing on looking for a
head or antlers.
One of my grandpa’s favorite quotes was,

“You can’t eat the antlers.” No matter how
big or small the buck is you can’t eat the antlers, all that matters is putting meat in the
freezer. With all the deer we have gotten
over the years, we butcher them ourselves
and make breakfast sausage, steaks, jerky,
hamburger, and ground venison; no meat
goes to waste.
You sit in the stand 16 feet above the
ground. Scanning the scenery, you hear the
spring peepers, the chipmunks squeak and
squirrels rustling the leaves as they bounce
from tree to tree.
You’re holding on to your grandpa’s old,
scratched and gouged 12-gauge pump shotgun, which he hunted with for over 50 years.
You wonder how these scratches happened
and the stories behind them. Now, it’s in the
hands of a 16-year-old kid who is hoping to
carry on Grandpa’s tradition. Your brother is
holding Dad’s old 12-gauge shotgun, which
was Grandpa’s, passed to Dad, and now to
him.
The tradition lives on.
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Living on Pins and Needles
By Travis Devlin
Photos by Erica Horoky

T

YPICALLY, my birthdays are a time for
celebration, spending time with family
and friends, and just enjoying the fact that
my twin brother and I have made it another year. Unfortunately, my 19th birthday was
unlike my usual birthdays. Yes, cake was eaten
and gifts were opened from all my friends and
family, but most of my day wasn’t really spent
participating in any of the celebratory festivities. Instead, I spent the majority of that day,
and the next nine, in the bathroom. I had to
urinate about every half an hour, but I was
also so thirsty that I was drinking what felt
like gallons of water. Something was going on
in my body that clearly needed to be fixed. I
learned 10 days later that I had Type 1 diabetes.
Why did it take me 10 days to get to the
hospital? I have no idea. My thought process
was maybe it would stop; maybe it was all in
my head. I was, as expected, wrong.The official
day was Nov. 12, 2012. I knew driving to the
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hospital that I had diabetes because of one
thing you’re told never to use when you’re
sick: Google. During the long, slow drive to
the hospital, my heart was pounding a mile a
minute. I was overwhelmed with nerves, looking out the car window worrying about how
sick I was and what my life was going to be
like going forward.
Eventually, I got to the emergency room
and the doctor put me through a few tests.
The worst part was the wait for the results. I
waited patiently for my results to come back
from my urine sample and my blood sugar
levels. Finally, the doctor slowly walked back
into the room and gave me the news. “Well,
it looks like you have Type 1 diabetes, your
blood sugar level is at 446,” the doctor said. I
knew those words were going to come out of
his mouth, but once it actually happened, my
heart dropped and tears ran down my face. It
was the worst day of my life. In my mind, my
life was over.

Diabetes is a metabolic disease in which
the body’s inability to produce any, or enough,
insulin causes elevated levels of glucose in the
blood. Basically, it means you have too much
sugar in your blood. The job of the pancreas is to produce insulin and help break down
food into glucose. If the pancreas stops doing
its job, you have diabetes.
There are two main types of diabetes.
Type 2 is more common, also known as adult
onset diabetes. In Type 2, the pancreas doesn’t
work properly and the body doesn’t produce
enough insulin. Type 2 is also more closely
related to obesity. With Type 1, also known
as juvenile diabetes, the pancreas completely
shuts down and is unable to produce any insulin. It mainly affects children and young adults,
and while researchers have determined causes for Type 2, studies have been unsuccessful in finding the main cause for Type 1. Even
though the causes of Type 2 diabetes haven’t
been linked to Type 1, I was reviewing them in

my head to try to understand why I’d gotten
this disease. Typically, the causes for Type 2
are an unhealthy diet and genetics. No one
in my family has this disease, so it wasn’t genetic. It’s also not my diet. Then again, how
could it be? I only weighed 100 pounds when
I was diagnosed. I was asking and thinking
about questions that would never be answered, that is, until a cure is found.
Diabetes has changed my life. Things that
are simple for most people are more complicated for me. A normal day for me is not
much different than that of a person who
doesn’t have this disease, but there are definitely more processes in my daily routines.
The steps of taking a shower, brushing my
teeth, and getting ready for school are all the
same, but there are big differences when it’s
time to eat. Every time before I eat, there
are specific processes that must be completed to ensure I stay relatively healthy.
The first step is counting carbohydrates.
To do this, I check the labels on the sides of
the food packaging to see how many carbs
there are in a serving. After that, my blood
glucose level is tested. A little monitor is
used to read my glucose level. A strip is
put into the monitor to turn it on and then
I must do my favorite thing of all, prick my
finger to get a blood sample. The strip is slid
into the blood and my monitor reads my
blood sugar level.
As time has gone on, pricking my finger
doesn’t bother me, but my nerves still play
a factor because of my unpredictable sugar
levels. A normal blood glucose level is between 70 and 100. My target range is between 100 and 150. Anything under 70 is
too low, for me and it usually makes me sick.
Anything over 150, for me, means that more
insulin is needed. The final step is plugging
the amount of carbohydrates into the insulin pump connected to my stomach where
insulin is injected through a tube. The insertion site that connects to the pump must be
replaced every three days to avoid infection.
(Yes, I realize that having a pump attached

to my stomach is also an inconvenience that
most people don’t have to deal with.)
Life has been harder and a lot scarier
with the highs and the lows of my blood glucose level. However, to date, there has only
been one instance where my life has been in
serious danger. It was over Christmas break
last year; my family and I were on a flight
to beautiful Los Angeles, Calif. for vacation.
Everything went as planned. We flew out of
Chicago. It was a long plane ride, around
four hours. Most of time consisted of listening to music, being annoyed by a small child
kicking my seat, talking with my parents and
brother, and looking out the plane window at
the beautiful scenery.
Suddenly, I began to feel very poorly
so I checked my sugar. My sugar was about
400, which can be deadly if not treated right
away.Therefore, I needed insulin to lower it. I
waited about 10 minutes before I checked it
again and saw that it was the same. I decided
to give myself more insulin because I didn’t
know what else to do.About five minutes later, everything went numb and my vision was
fading, all signs of a diabetic coma. I had given
myself too much insulin and my blood sugar
was now dangerously low. In a sense, I had
overdosed on insulin. Luckily, all it takes to
raise sugar levels is food, and thankfully we
had some. Needless to say, a near death experience is definitely a learning experience.
After the fact, I learned that insulin takes

roughly four hours for all of it to be fully distributed into your bloodstream.
It’s been a little over a year since the
diagnosis and despite the one potentially fatal mistake, I feel like my life has improved
in many ways because I’ve had to become
much more disciplined. Since the diagnosis,
I’m doing great in school; I’m working out
on a consistent basis, and getting stronger
and healthier each and every day. I have even
become closer with my friends and family.
I believe this disease has been a blessing in
disguise. If I have learned anything from this
experience, it would be to never eat that last
chocolate chip cookie. No, in reality, I have
learned that life is pretty awful sometimes,
but I believe everything happens for a reason,
and that we have to work on the parts of our
lives that we can control.
This disease affects me, but it doesn’t define me. Yes, the daily routine of constant
finger pricks and frequent injections is mentally and physically demanding, but I have
stayed positive. I believe that’s an attitude we
all need to live by. Whatever the issue may
be, big or small, keep your head up, don’t let
it ruin your life. Don’t let challenges deter
you from whatever dreams you aspire to, because your life isn’t over. Every day is a new
beginning.

For more information or to donate, visit
diabetes.org
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What Will You Do For
the Rest of Your Life?

By Sara Juarez
Many of us have been, or are at a point
now in our life, where we are overwhelmed
with feelings of confusion and uncertainty. It
feels as though people are declaring majors
left and right, yet you are sitting there, soaking in a big clouded puddle of indecisiveness.
The thing is, you are not exactly sure what
you want to do for the rest of your life. You
have your family pulling you one direction,
and your friends pulling you in another.
There are people telling you what you
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should do, and where you should be. So, what
are you supposed to do?
And, as if the confusion wasn’t enough,
there is also that dreadful feeling in the pit of
your stomach. It all makes you feel as though
your entire life depends on this single, seemingly permanent choice of what career path
to take. Well, I am here to help ease a few of
your worries.
First of all, you should take a deep breath
and just relax. You are not the only one deal-

ing with this stressful situation. There are
many students that are undecided in college
today, myself included. In thinking about my
major, I have also been all over the spectrum.
I have considered a myriad of studies, such
as theatre, film, art, photography, journalism,
music, teaching, psychology, and even criminal
justice.
In my quest to make a choice, I have found
a few tips and techniques to be quite helpful.
Now, I am not a career counseling expert, but

I am simply offering advice on strategies that
have worked for me thus far:

others on a daily basis. Look for a few career
paths that incorporate your values.

Get Involved:

Envision Your Ideal Work Day:

If you have not the slightest idea of any
career or study you would like to pursue,
the first and probably best thing you can do
is to get involved in your community and
your school. Explore a wide range of interests and activities. Find out what you really
enjoy doing.
When trying something new, like joining a
club, sport, or volunteering, you get a sense
of what you specifically like, or dislike. You
might even discover a talent or skill you
didn’t know you possessed. For example, I
have volunteered numerous times, and realized my love for a sense of community.
More importantly, I realized how much I
enjoy making someone’s day and positively
impacting a person’s life.This has allowed me
to look for career paths that embody the
same ideals.
Think about all those emotions (positive
or negative) you get next time you are experiencing something new, helping someone
out, or partaking in an unfamiliar endeavor.
These could be helpful when considering careers that encompass those similar aspects
and bring you the same satisfaction.

Identify Your Values:

This brings me to my next tip, which involves determining what is most important
to you. You should make a list of the principles that are significant and relevant to your
life. For example, some of my values that I
want to exercise in my career are honesty,
self-expression, and bringing happiness to
others.
Doing this helped me narrow my choices
between art, writing, and teaching. This is so
because I feel that in art and writing, you
are the creator, impacting the lives of many
through your own work. While in teaching,
you are able to see how much you affect
Photo Illustration by Sara Juarez

What do you want your typical work day
to look like? Take into consideration how
many hours you want to work each week,
how many days a week, what you aim to accomplish, and what you hope to gain from
your job.
Do you want to work a few days a week,
or every day of the week? Do you want
your job to pay really well, or are you simply content with just enjoying it? In terms of
accomplishments, maybe you want to save a
life, maybe you want to bring innovation and
creativity to the table, or maybe you want to
help others.
Whatever your answers may be, write
them down and look for careers that reasonably mesh with them.

Do Some Research:

I feel that this goes hand in hand with everything else I have mentioned so far. If you
don’t do any research, how are you ever going to find anything out? Investigate the different fields and jobs that sound interesting
to you.
Find out which ones merge your interests,
values, goals, and needs all in to one. Once
you find a few that seem promising, list them
and make it a point to get to know or talk
to someone who is doing just that, so that
you have a better idea of what you’re dealing
with.

Job Shadow Someone:

Moving on to my next and final piece of
advice, it’s time to take action. You probably
guessed it, but the next best thing you can
do is to job shadow someone in your desired field. This is your chance to see if it’s
really what you think it is, and whether you
would honestly enjoy doing it every day of
your life.

Contact a few people who are working
in the field, or fields, you are considering
and ask them if you can follow them around
work for a day. When observing, make sure
you dress appropriately, and that you take a
few notes on what you like or dislike about
the experience and anything that might surprise you.
I job shadowed my kindergarten teacher,
and it made me realize that teaching is not
for me, but it also strengthened my appreciation for teachers and what they do.
All in all, when you are job shadowing
someone, you are able to see first-hand
what they actually do on a regular basis and
can determine whether you really envision
yourself doing the same for the rest of your
life.
After you have tried a few of the tips
mentioned above and have narrowed down
your choices, you should decide the one that
you like the most or best fits your needs.
Before you venture on your own, however, I want you to know that nothing is set
in stone. You can always change your major,
and you certainly don’t have to stick with
the same job for the rest of your life if you
don’t enjoy it.
I also want you to know that just because
you pick one career to pursue, it doesn’t
mean that you have to give up everything
else you love doing. You can always make
room for your other hobbies and interests
outside of work.
As for me and my own journey, I have yet
to make a decision. I have, however, been
able to narrow my area of study between
writing and art.
I am still sorting my plans out and, although I may not have all the answers, I
have a vision of the direction I want to go.
Hopefully some of you found this advice to
be useful in some way and I wish you all the
best of luck.
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Moments into Memories

By Shelby Corliss

As a kid, Christmas was my favorite time
of the year, and not much has changed. As
Christmas approaches, there are so many
memories I’m thankful for. I remember decorating Christmas cookies with my mom, made
with my grandma’s delicious homemade
frosting.
I remember driving around looking for
Santa, and leaving reindeer food all over
the snow-covered ground with my grandpa
on Christmas Eve. I remember listening to
Christmas music for hours on end with my
grandma, and falling asleep next to her every
night before Christmas. She would always lay
with me until I was asleep and it was safe for
Santa to come.
I have many memories of spending
Christmas day with my extended family. We
exchanged gifts and ate a huge Christmas dinner, mostly prepared by my grandma. She was
the head chef every holiday, and we had to
force her to let us help in the kitchen. Looking
back, I wish I could re-live some of those moments, back when everything was the way
it was supposed to be. Memories stick with
us for as long as we live and I am beyond
grateful for that. Last Christmas was the first
Christmas without the head chef to prepare
our meal.
She was so much more than that. She was
the backbone to our entire family and then in
the blink of an eye, everything changed. On a
December afternoon, almost two years ago,
my grandma found herself lying in a hospital
bed instead of enjoying her vanilla flavored
coffee and watching the five o’clock news.
Being the strong willed and stubborn, 68
year-old woman that she was, my grandma
shoveled her driveway and then proceeded
to take out the trash when she slipped on
ice, causing a trash can to land on top of her.
The wind-chill was a freezing negative 14 that
day. She yelled for help, but my grandpa was
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unable to hear her from inside the house.
After 30 minutes of struggling, a stranger
drove by their house and saw her in need of
help. My grandparents, along with the amazing middle aged man who stopped to help,
made it to the hospital where a full body scan
had to be done. Because my grandma was so
frozen, they weren’t sure what all had been
damaged in the fall. The results showed that
she had a broken hip, which could be healed

with surgery, but the surprising tumor they
found attached to her right lung and her
heart, they weren’t too sure about.
My family spent Christmas in the hospital
that year. After more tests and second and
third opinions, my grandma was diagnosed
with stage four lung cancer. It came as a shock
to all of us, and quite honestly, I’ll never get

over why this happened to her. My Grandma
Jacqueline had always been the healthiest one
in my family. She took her vitamins, rarely got
sick, and my family often joked about how she
was going to outlive us. How could she have
stage four lung cancer? She didn’t smoke and
she didn’t even have any symptoms.
During the 13 months she battled cancer, I
never once heard her complain. She never let
her sickness bring her down. She never used it
as an excuse, and she was always positive. My
grandma began radiation and then chemotherapy. The doctors told her she didn’t have
a chance and gave her six months to a year to
live, but she fought until her last breath, a year
and one month later. My grandma continued to stay active after her diagnosis. Besides
chemo appointments, she was always up to
something. She made the most of the time
she had left on earth.
Even through becoming sick, losing her
hair, spending too much time as a patient in
waiting rooms, and realizing that she wouldn’t
get to see her seven grandchildren grow up,
she stayed strong. The last year of her life
wasn’t always filled with amazing moments,
but she tried her best to have as many as she
possibly could.
Because I lived two hours away, I didn’t
get to spend as much time with my grandma
as I wish I could have, but she was still a huge
part of my life. It took me far too long to realize that even people who I thought were
invincible, aren’t that way forever. Before her
diagnosis, I had this false sense that I would
always have my grandmother around, and that
I could call, visit, or make time for her whenever it was most convenient for me. It saddens
me that it took cancer for me to get so close
to the woman who would do anything for me,
who always believed in me, and who unconditionally loved me for who I am. When life
throws you a curve ball, you can let it hit you
in the face and knock you down, or you can
catch it and play ball. I chose to strengthen my

relationship with my grandmother as much as
I could while she was still here, even though
losing her has been the hardest thing I’ve ever
gone through.
It became a priority for me to call my
grandma every day. We talked, laughed, and I
enjoyed hearing all the stories she had to share
about her life. My grandma was also a great
listener. She gave the best advice and she was
always real with me.
When I asked her how she was, she was
always upbeat. “It was a good day”, she would
often say. Even if I later found out from my
grandfather how far from the truth that really
was. I taught her how to text, something she
swore she would never do and we communicated that way a lot as well. I may have taught
her a thing or two, but I learned far more from
her than she ever learned from me.
I’ll always remember my grandma as the
strongest woman I know, next to my own
mother that is and there’s no question where
she gets that from. When my grandma had
every right to break down, and to fall apart,
she never did.The biggest lesson I ever learned
from her, she didn’t even try to teach. She was
a fighter and she never gave up.
My grandma always said that she’d have
pink hair someday, since it was her favorite color. When she began to lose her hair, we got
her some wigs, but she never wore them. I remember hanging out at my grandma’s house
one day, with her, my mom, and my aunts. We
tried on the wigs, and just joked and made fun
of how we looked in them.
My grandma was beautiful with or without
hair on her head. I really wish she hadn’t been
so stubborn about having her picture taken, so
I’d have more photos of her to look back on.
I know it bothered her, but she never let any
of us see that losing her hair affected her. She
smiled and laughed as we tried on different
hair colors and styles. She was never a fan of
hats, but on a normal day, she wore a head
wrap with some sort of design on it.
When I’d visit, we’d spend the day playing cards, watching our favorite shows, baking,
and she even made time to help me learn to
sew. She also tended to be my personal chef

whenever I was around. It’s funny how much
a 17-year-old and an old lady can have in
common.
My grandma was the worst at cards games,
but she’d tell you it was the seat she was sitting in. She loved “Everybody loves Raymond”,
“Reba”, and “Judge Judy”. She even enjoyed
watching those singing and dancing reality
shows. She made the world’s best O’ Henry
bars, and her Oreo cookie dessert was delicious. A few months before we lost her, she
even took an entire day teaching me how to
make fleece blankets, because unlike her, I’m
not too crafty.

I’ll never forget our shopping trips. The
women in our family love to shop and we’re
pretty good at it too. School shopping for my
senior year of high school was a big deal. I remember she didn’t feel too well that day, but
my grandma wanted to go out shopping with
me anyway. We spent the day at the mall and
a few department stores, and she made sure
to give me her opinion on everything I tried
on. For someone in her 60s, she had a decent
eye for style.
Christmas rolled around again, and for
once, it wasn’t a Christmas that I looked forward to. My grandmother’s favorite holiday
was Christmas. She loved decorating her home

for the holidays. She looked forward to the
music, the food, the movies, and the fact that
all of her family was together. She got to bake,
wear her favorite Christmas sweaters, watch
“It’s a Wonderful Life”, listen to Christmas music for two months straight, and spend hours
tuning into the holiday shopping networks.
Although she spent her last Christmas in a
bed unable to care for herself, she still found
joy in the fact that she was able to be home
with her family. Just one month later, four days
before my 18th birthday, my grandma died.
I’ll never forget the last time I spoke to her.
The night before she passed away, my mom
held the phone up to her ear and I was able to
tell her how much I loved her. She got so upset because she couldn’t respond, but I could
hear her cry and fight to find words to speak.
She was strong, not only for herself, but for her
family. Once we told her it was okay to go, that
she didn’t have to live in pain anymore, I think
she felt relieved and knew it was time.
I wish she could still be here. I wish she got
to see me play the lead in my school play, and
watch me graduate from high school. I wish
she could see me graduate from college in a
few years, get married, and meet my children
some day. I wish I could still call her up and tell
her about my day. It’s not fair, but I’ve learned
that life never is.
Cancer took my grandma way too soon,
but she fought lung cancer with everything she
had. It’s hard to believe it’s been almost two
years without her. She only wanted the absolute best for all of her grandchildren and I hope
I make her proud.
As Christmas comes around again, it may
be sad, but I still have so much to be thankful
for. I’m thankful to have had a grandmother so
amazing that I can miss every single day. I’m
thankful that through her, I learned how to be
strong and never give up.
Life truly does pass in the blink of an eye.
It’s important to make the most of the moments you have with the ones you love, because the opportunity won’t always be there
and eventually everything becomes a memory.

Photos courtesy of Shelby Corliss
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GRCC: Is it for me?
By: Teresa Russo
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I enrolled in community college with
mixed feelings. On one hand, I was thankful
I didn’t have to deal with moving out, never seeing my family, having no money at my
fingertips, and major change. However, the
other part of me wanted all of that and was
annoyed that I was “missing out”. I wanted to
complain about my annoying roommate, be a
poor college student without a job, eat cafeteria food, go to big college parties on the
weekends, go to Big Ten football games, make
new friends, and live on my own. Instead, my
life consisted of living at home. “It’s going to
be a glorified step up from high school,” I
thought to myself. Nothing special, nothing
like the amazing stories I kept seeing unfold

on Facebook with all my friends looking as
though they were having the time of their
lives. My newsfeed was blown up with posts
about new roommates, dorm rooms, and big
parties being attended by my best friends. A
picture’s worth a thousand words, right? Cliche, but it’s true. Looking at just one picture
of my friend and her new roommates, it felt
like I had been replaced - especially without
having my own new roommates, and a new
dorm. In fact my life had pretty much stayed
the same.
I made a lot of assumptions before even
stepping foot on the Grand Rapids Community College campus. All of those negative
feelings I had towards GRCC had nothing

to do with the academics itself, but with the
seemingly dismal social life surrounding the
campus. At GRCC, it seemed as though not
everyone was looking to make new friends.
After a few weeks, I finally talked to an
interesting kid in my English class. He told me
that he was off to Grand Valley State University next year. He felt it didn’t make sense to
meet any new people at GRCC, considering
he would never see them again. He made
a point to be unapproachable and as invisible as possible on campus. He didn’t realize that his one simple conversation helped
me to actually think about my own attitude
toward this place. Is that what I wanted, to
be unapproachable and invisible? To just “get

through” these next two years as invisible
as possible. To focus on only getting out and
getting my degree? That guy made me realize
that there is more to GRCC than “just getting through.”
College, I realized, is like starting fresh
with a clean slate. No one knows any of your
past, unless you choose to let them in. This
doesn’t mean you lie to everyone and create this image of something you’re not. All
it means is that you can choose what you
want to share, and who you want to share
it with. I decided then and there that it was
time to get over the fact that I wasn’t at a
four-year university. It was time to embrace
all that GRCC had to offer and make the best
of my two years here. I decided to make an
effort to try and enjoy myself in the present,
instead of worrying so much about the future. The future can change in an instant and
sometimes you don’t even notice you’re at a
crossroads in your life.You can’t control your
future, you can try, but no matter what, it’s
going to be different than what you might
have planned.
You control what you make of your current situation. You can either drag your feet
around campus, or pick them up and smile
at someone. Just talking to a familiar face every day in class, makes your experience that
much brighter. Smile at someone sitting next
to you. Say “hello” because you might need a
friend to get through these long boring lecture’s at some point in the semester. Every
day can be different, and interesting, if you
let it. Eventually I started to find familiar approachable faces and it made my day when
someone smiled back or greeted me.
Get out and explore our campus. The
GRCC campus doesn’t just include the Main
Building and Cook Hall, it also extends to
the entire downtown of Grand Rapids. Walk
past Division Street and see what you find.
To make my day a little brighter, I invented
Chinese Thursdays with a friend, and we walk
to XO Asian Cuisine between classes every
Thursday. All because we shared a common
interest in food. We are so lucky to be in the
heart of the city. Take advantage of that, because not all four-year universities are located in places as exciting and entertaining as

downtown Grand Rapids.
Some college towns can in fact be quite
boring and leave you with nothing to do. But
GRCC is right in the heart of downtown
Grand Rapids. ArtPrize happens right under
our noses! Learn how to navigate a city, see
the sights, taste the food, and be involved.
Don’t just walk to your car after class and
go home. Take a walk downtown, you never
know what you might find. Maybe try a new
coffee shop or go ice skating at Rosa Park’s
Circle in the winter. I have gotten to know
downtown so much better because of my
time here, I’ve learned all the ins and outs of
downtown GR.
Utilize your opportunity to get better
grades at GRCC and work hard toward your
goals. Eventually you will have the chance to
move on to a four-year university, but without the first two years of debt. The amount
of money you save by going to a community
college, versus a four-year university, is remarkable. If you think about how much just
living and food expenses are to go away to
school, its thousands of dollars. I’m saving
roughly $18,000 dollars for two years, and
that doesn’t include tuition. Whereas food
and living expenses could potentially be free
for two years if you live at home. While it’s
not exactly gourmet, home cooked meals are
a whole lot better than cafeteria food.
Living at home isn’t always easy, but it’s
not always bad either. Go out of your comfort zone and start getting involved. Joining
the Collegiate newspaper staff forced me to
do just that. There was no getting out of going to school events that I normally would
avoid like the plague. It turns out we have
some fun people on campus. I met some
great people while reporting and writing for
the paper, which has helped steer me into my
career path.
There are many different reasons why
you might have chosen GRCC over a fouryear university. Be proud of your decision. I
chose GRCC because I knew it would be a
less expensive option and I had no idea what
I wanted to major in. I was hoping GRCC
would help me decide. I wanted to take time
and figure out my life before I jumped into it
full speed ahead.This gave me a chance to ex-

plore all of my career options before I chose
the best one for me. If you look up, GRCC
has a whole lot to offer. It’s all about your
attitude. If you want to make the best of it,
you can. If not, it’s your loss.

GRCC
Contact hour: $103.00
Tuition per semester: $1,545
Tuition per year: $3,090
GVSU
Credit hour: $435
Tuition per semester: $4,732
Tuition per year: $10,454
WMU
Credit hour: $327.31
Tuition per semester: $4,732
Tuition per year: $18,151
CMU
Credit hour: $789.00
Tuition per semester: $10,052
Tuition per year: $18,264
FSU
Credit hour: $586.00
Tuition per semester: $14,226
Tuition per year: $26,536
MSU
Credit hour: $806.53
Tuition per semester: $12,908
Tuition per year: $25,816
U of M
Contact hour: $876.13
Tuition per semester: $13,142
Tuition per year: $26,284
Source: University websites
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Dark

By: Josh Diendorf

vvv

Keeping a monster caged can
cause it to become something
more terrible than it was in the
first place. Refusing to admit its
existence, or neglecting cognizance
can cause it to seek more attention, and to take over completely.
I carry a monster inside me that I
didn’t want to admit that I had at
first, but I’ve come to accept it and
tame it. Depression is a part of me,
but it is not me.
I wasn’t aware that I specifically
suffered from depression until my
freshman year in college. My doctor started asking questions about
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my mental health during a physical, and I finally broke down and
confessed to him all my emotional
instability and troubles with having a normal, happy life. I had always wanted to tell someone, but I
didn’t know how to bring it up. As
soon as he asked me, I saw the opportunity and decided to finally get
help.
It’s one of the most bittersweet
moments in my life. On one hand,
I had finally shared my troubles to
someone who could help me, but on
the other hand, I had felt so weak. I
thought I could carry the weight by
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Exiting
the

myself, and my stubbornness convinced me that I could do so.
When I was younger, I would
get in these “lows” that I couldn’t
quite understand. I didn’t want to
be sad or angry, it just happened
and I couldn’t control it. Friends
would comment that I could be a
downer when we all hung out, and
that sometimes I took things too
hard, but I couldn’t help it. When
my friends and I would joke around
and poke fun at each other, when
the aim was at me, I took it too
seriously. I could “dish it,” but I
couldn’t take it.

my well-being, and I have an amazing girlfriend that is always there
to help me, but it’s not as simple
as “oh, you have a great life, you
shouldn’t be sad.”
Realizing that I suffered from this mental illness and treating it accordingly has
improved my life immensely. While I can
still experience days
of feeling depressed,
their frequency and
levels have diminished to a much more
controllable level.
The worst thing
I did to myself was
letting my emotions
bottle inside, and I
kept those emotions
from those who cared about me. I
thought that people would distance
themselves away from me, but in
truth, they became closer to me.
Sharing something this personal
builds a powerful trust that is hard
to come by.
I had so many fears of sharing the
truth about my depression with my
girlfriend, and my mind began to
create doubt.
“What if she doesn’t want to deal
with a depressed guy for the rest of
her life?”
But I sold her short - something I
should have never done. She told me
that she would always be available
to talk, and that I shouldn’t have hid
anything from her. I told her I was
scared of people not wanting to be
associated with my depression, and
she quickly denied my thoughts. I
ultimately feared our relationship
deteriorating because of this, but it
did the exact opposite.

“

What I thought was a potential
relationship “killer” turned out to
be a base for building stronger relationships. Having people know
about my condition has opened up
more avenues for me to
talk about my troubles,
which has been a miracle
in itself. While I thought
I was being a burden,
my friends told me that
I would always have
someone to talk to.
So why would I share
my personal story? I
wanted to speak to
those who are afraid of
speaking. To those that
are having any trouble,
know that someone is
willing to listen and care.
The fear of exile and
judgment is mostly false. Getting
help is easy; asking for it is the hard
part. Taking that one step forward
in the light is all it takes, and I can
guarantee it will help.
For so long, I had hidden myself
in the dark along with this monster
that tried to control me. While I
don’t know if I’ll ever truly be able
to tame my depression, I have accepted its existence and not let it
become me. I feel like I finally have
found the key outside of the room I
had been locked in, and that I have
exited the dark.

What if she
doesn’t want
to deal with a
depressed guy
for the rest of
her life?

“

I found some hobbies that subdued my depression, like writing
and acting in plays. My mind would
destroy some happiness, but what
I built creatively helped give me
some feeling of success that was often hard to find. When I put on outfits, wigs, and created characters,
I found not only happiness, but an
escape.
For two hours every day, I was
someone else. I wasn’t my depressed self; I was an explorer,
a gangster, a jock, and an iconic Shakespearean character over
my tenure as an actor at my high
school. The important realization I
had was that while escaping helped,
I would always come back to reality. Escaping was nice, but it didn’t
fix my default self, something I had
to eventually open up to outsiders
about to get help and be happy with
who I was – not happy with someone I pretended to be.
Explaining depression to others
can be difficult. Depression can be
different for many people, but for
me, it was thoughts of emptiness.
Sometimes I felt like I was locked
in an empty room with no key, and
I couldn’t get out if I tried. Some
people would ask me if something
was wrong, but I’d lie and tell them
everything was fine, even though
my mind was shouting for help.
One of the hardest aspects of depression for people to understand is
that everything can be fine externally. Sometimes you can live a life
others would deem “happy,” but inside, it’s not registering.
For me, I’ve led an incredibly
enriched life. I have a family of
Irish-Italians that love me dearly, and would pretty much do anything short of murder to ensure

For Help:
GRCC Counseling

(616) 234 - 3900
counseling@grcc.edu
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By Jared Teune

Coasting to class
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It’s about the middle of November as
I take my cold morning ride to class on
my short Sector 9 Bob Marley longboard,
while listening to some Rolling Stones on
my iPod.The sun filters through the clouds
shedding a little warmth as I clunk over
the little gaps on the bridge. It’s enough
warmth to get me through the dreary day.
I’ve been longboarding for a few reasons-mainly to save money, but also as a
way of meditation to temporarily relieve
my anxiety and depression. When people
are traveling through a rough patch of
their life, they look desperately for temporary relief from their misery. For me,
it became longboarding, and I take advantage of its therapeutic relief induced
by cruising from my car to college on
the sidewalks. The route I take is usually the same. I start from Summer Avenue
between the Big Boy restaurant and the
YMCA building, head down Mt. Vernon
and onto Front Avenue (while weaving
between students from GVSU), then
cross the bridge and hop on to Monroe,
Pearl, and finally Fountain. It’s roughly a
10-minute ride.
I’ve taken excursions around Grand
Rapids with a “push stick” that I use as a
paddle to propel myself down the streets.
I’ve taken some time to ride down Division Avenue on the north and south sides
to explore the area.
There are plenty of benefits in getting
a longboard. They are a more portable,
creative, and self-expressive way of transportation than cars and bikes. Longboarding became popular for Hawaiian surfers
in the 1980s when the conditions were
rough, and it was a way to pass time. Longboards gradually became more refined as

people picked up interest in them through
the decades. What separates them from
skateboards is that they are designed to
achieve higher speeds and are much more
stable.
Ultimately, there are wide varieties
of longboards out there that accommodate your interests, whether it’s speeding
down steep declines, cruising through
downtown Grand Rapids, or doing tricks.
But when getting into longboarding, one
thing you need to know is that you get
what you pay for. A question to ask yourself would be what you’d primarily use it
for, and how often. The prices range from
around $60 to $200; it’s a matter of how
much you’re willing to spend for a quality board. If you’re looking for something
local, Wind Waves and Wheels, 3624 29th
St. SE, in Grand Rapids is a store that sells
longboards along with skateboards, surfboards, and many others.
As a creative writer, I’ve come to realize that it’s necessary to unwind from
the typical way of transportation, because
there are a plethora of beautiful sights
that fill up my windows every time I drive
into Grand Rapids that I simply glance at.
But whenever I longboard on the bridge
in the morning, I gaze over the Grand River and watch the sun’s rays slow dance
with the river’s cool waters, see the cool
quirky pictures streaking old buildings and
live in the moment of the here-and-now.
When I longboard, Grand Rapids becomes a wonderland, a Picasso-culture
of people, and a vibrant city with a great
view that we’ll only see
Visit bit.ly/grccskate to watch Teune
in action.
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Getting the Degree vs. Living the Dream
By Clare Kolenda
When you’re 10 seconds away from potentially achieving your dream, there are many thoughts
that rush through your head. You ask yourself why
you can’t seem to remember to breathe; you
coach your heart to slow down as it pounds with
heady anticipation. You remind yourself of all the
work that has brought you to this moment.Yet, my
first thought didn’t involve any of these things as I
stepped in the room where I was to meet a literary
agent to discuss my book. All I could think was, “It’s
crowded in here.” Every other person in that room
had the same dream as I.
The next 15 minutes were some of the most
nerve wracking ones I’d ever experienced. All of my
presentation materials were spread out across the
table, and I watched the eyes of the agent float from
word to word as she read my first chapter. Slowly
she placed my chapter down, and smiled politely. In
that moment, I knew that my book hadn’t won her
over.
That next week I went back to school. I slinked
back into my familiar routine, trying to lick my
wounds and build back the courage I’d lost from
that fateful meeting. But what killed me as I went
back to my same life, was that it was just that. It
was the same. Nothing had changed.Though I was
learning a lot and getting good grades, my academic success hadn’t helped me get any closer to my
dream: to become a published author.
Yet, I love school. And because of the thoughtful
advising from my academic counselor, almost all of
the classes that I’ve taken thus far will be transferring
on to a university when I graduate. I’m pursuing my
degree full speed ahead, always with a full class load
each semester, and I’m driven to graduate.
Though I might be called crazy or indecisive, I
want to have both. I want to be a full-time student,
planning on getting my degree, all the while working
toward my dream, which really doesn’t require a
degree of any sort.
My predicament is one that I know many students face. We’re working hard to earn a degree,
but secretly dreaming of a different career. Is it
worth continuing classes, when they take so much
time and energy away from working towards what
we really want?
These questions plagued me, and drove me on
a quest to discover the answers.Though everyone’s
story is different, there are individuals out there

who dared to take that leap of faith, to pursue their
dream, without much of a backup plan or a college
degree to fall back on. Were they successful? How
did they do it?
Stephanie Morrill, 30, Kansas City, is a young adult
fiction writer, who has published five books with no
college degree. She graduated high school, and decided that she wanted to write stories as her career
because that was what she loved: stories. Sharing
the same passion as Morrill, I was encouraged to
know what she had to say about not going to college.
“I finally admitted that college wasn’t going to
happen for me,” she wrote in an email interview.
“In some ways it was a relief but it was also a bit
embarrassing. But I have the life I always wanted, and
I wound up here with no debt, so I think it was the
right path for me.”
I felt elated reading those simple words. Could
that be the answer to my dilemma of choosing
between a degree and a dream? The week of my
agent meeting had seemed like the longest week
of my life. Not only had I been preparing my pitch
materials and staying up late in the wee hours of
the morning to polish my story, but I also was juggling studying for tests and giving presentations for
classes. My two worlds—school and writing—were
clashing in a way that was causing thunderous consequences.
Yet, Morrill also spoke words of caution.“If you’re
wanting to pursue a dream that doesn’t necessarily
rake in the big bucks, or that requires a lot of initial
investment, I think it’s worth doing. But you still need
to make sure you’ve got your basics - food, shelter,
etc. - covered.”
This reality, that to be successful you have to
make money, is something I often wish to ignore as I
day dream about glossy book covers with my name
on the front. But it’s true, and going to school is the
best way to make myself more marketable to the
world and society.
A fellow classmate of mine, Sarah Esquivel, is a
sophomore here at Grand Rapids Community
College. But while everyone else is signing up for
classes, she is buying a one way plane ticket to New
York City, where she hopes to make a new life for
herself, and fulfill the dream to live in this most iconic
city.
“My husband and I have always been people
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who want to strive for greatness and the city was
exactly what we were looking for in life,” said Esquivel.“It is busy with so many things happening in it. It is
a place where people are working hard to become
someone.”
She doesn’t have a back-up plan, and no job lined
up once she arrives. What she hopes to do is immerse herself in the city, and learn as much as she
can so that someday she can be a tour guide for
others who are fascinated by the city she loves. Her
dream is bigger than the doubts of the naysayers.
Her courage to break the mold of a typical college
student is both inspiring and risky.
Yet, Esquivel hasn’t given up on her goal to
earn her bachelor’s degree. “I will be taking a good
amount of time off to work hard, but I will go back
to school to finish my last two years off.”
I believe the key to both Morrill’s and Esquivel’s
stories is they are both respecting their dreams.
Morrill wanted her dream enough that she chose
to jump right into writing instead of going to college,
and Esquivel is moving to New York in the spirit
of adventure. These weren’t whimsical wishes that
float in between reality and the unknown; instead
these were real actions that they took to further
their dreams.
From these two women’s stories, I’ve seen the
price—and the reward—that comes with respecting your dream. And I’m determined to do the
same. Pursuing my dream may not look as romantic
as I would like, which would involve sitting in a coffeehouse all day writing my poetic creations. It will
probably involve me writing my homework assignments, then quick posting a short story on my blog,
or writing down a new story outline. And these
steps won’t probably come with instant results. But
what I’m comforted by is the knowledge that, even
though I’m a full time student, I am respecting my
dream enough to actually work towards it.
Now the question is, will you?
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Junk bike makeover
Photos and Story
By Jacob Palmer

Everyone knows of that old Huffy, not
necessarily by brand name, but that old rusted
mangled mess of metal and rubber that a selfrespecting person once rode and proudly
proclaimed as their bicycle.Whether its residency
has been behind your garage for the past decade,
a recent acquisition from your local charity-store,
or a hand-me-down from an otherwise loving
relative, that rust with wheels could (with a little
physical and monetary investment) be the envy
of all your friends.
Starting with part selection, just because
you’re shopping second-hand does not mean
you should settle. Some preliminary points; focus
on the frame, it doesn’t matter if it’s the most
beautiful shade of purple you’ve ever laid eyes on,
if it’s bent consider it garbage. Check for major
gouges/dents, they look terrible and while body
filler can hide them away, a misplaced dent could
mean a weakened frame, thus an unsafe bicycle.
While the bike doesn’t need to look crispy, be
wary of excessive rust, not only is it harder to
remove than even the toughest paint job, it could
be a terminal (and irreversible) structural failure.
The next step is fit. Fit here means frame size
(the only aspect of a bicycle that isn’t adjustable). If
a bike is too small you’ll be uncomfortable and look
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like a clown in a circus, if too large you’ll be uncomfortable and look like a toddler on a ten speed.
Fit is something that many wise old cyclists
have broken down into a mathematical science,
but what it really comes down to: find a bicycle
that is comfortable in your “reach”, of course this
will vary based on the type of bicycle, but you
want a riding stance that you could easily ride in
for a couple hours.
Unless you already have a design in mind, now
is the time to do some research. Look around for
options and find a dream bike, the configurations
are infinite. Decide if you’re looking for a plush
leisure bike, an efficient commuter to get across
town, or something faster
with lighter components
and an aggressive stance.
Overall, you want to be
comfortable. An uncomfortable bike usually ends
up an unused bike.
While you peruse
the endless ocean that
is bicycle variety, color is
what will truly make the
bike yours. Really use that
imagination, but decide
on a color with some
permanence in your taste
(you’re only going to want
to paint this thing once).

Sketch a rough idea of the bike or write
down the color combination, this will be helpful
later when choosing parts.

Setting a Realistic Budget

It is crucial, whether you intend to pinch every penny or you have disposable cash to throw
at this project, to set a budget. Budgeting makes
for more concrete direction once it comes time
to write a parts list, and then shopping for that list.
The world of bikes is far too immense to jump in
without some kind of parameters.
Now obviously you want to shoot low (since
the intent here is a low-cost rebuild) but the key
here is to be honest. If a budget is set too low,
quality and quantity of the replacement parts will
be diminished, while setting a budget too high
could result in money wasted.
To help with this process consider the cost of
your dream bike and cut it by a quarter, or even
half. Overall, be realistic, how much are you willing
to spend on a bike that you made as opposed to
a store bought model. For this particular project,
we set a parts budget of $150 and ended up
going over slightly.

Writing a Parts List

Specificity is key while writing up a parts list
for the project, which luckily isn’t too complicated
when working with bicycles. Start with the front
tire and scan the whole bike to the rear, allevi-

ating the possibility of missing parts in need of
replacement.
Place damaged or broken parts in higher priority, followed by those in need of change simply
by taste, practicality, or possible upgrades.
Keep in mind bike fit, maybe you need a
shorter or longer stem (the bracket that attaches
the handlebars to the bike). If you got a chance
to ride the bike and pedaling seems awkward, a
longer or shorter set of cranks could resolve the
issue. If you’re building a commuter or a “race”
bike you may want to consider clipless pedals.
They’re called “clipless” because they replaced
“toe clips” or sometimes known as “messenger
clips”, the old metal toe cap and strap setup that
older bikes were fitted with.
Depending on the style of the bike even toe
clips are an option, they can give the bike a more
classic feel and they’re functional too.
The direction chosen for our rebuild was a
multi-speed cruiser (being that it started off as an
18 speed mountain bike) so the parts selection
was made that much easier with that style as a
guide.

Shop to Stretch Your Budget

As far as shopping goes, steer clear from the
big name shops, they’re usually over priced and
their selection will be limited to a smaller number
of brands. Shop around local and see what’s out
there, but be skeptical too of local shops, even
their markup can run high.
Your best bet is surfing the web, there are
hundreds of sites to browse through and there
will never be an over-eager salesman breathing
down your neck. Sites like amazon.com, ebay.
com, danscomp.com, or nashbar.com all have
extensive inventories with constant sales or freebies.
Our choice marketplace was Amazon,
where we walked away with all out parts for less
than $160.00, shipped right to our doorstep. Part
acquisition could be a recycle effort as well, using
parts off of other bikes is a great way to further
the green initiative that bicycles are already such
an integral part of.

The Tear-Down

This is where the actual work begins, the
dis-assembly process down to nothing but

bare frame. For true
first-timers, label everything you can, that
way you’ll know exactly where pieces go
when it comes time
for reassembly. Whenever you remove
something it is good
practice to replace the
nuts and/or bolts that
were loosened in the
process, this prevents
them from being lost
(which is a nightmare).
Start by taking off
any bottle cages, baskets, racks, or saddle
bags. While bike service stands are convenient,
they are also pricey, what I find to be easiest is
flipping the bike over so that it rests on its ‘bars
and saddle, that way you can begin with wheel
removal.
Standard procedure, loosen up the nuts opposite each other on both the front and rear axles, but before trying to pull off the wheels, let the
majority of the air out of your tires so that they’ll
slip past your brake calipers more easily (or unclip your calipers if that is an option on your bike).
Continue by pulling apart the drive line (the
chain, front chainring/s, and both front and rear
derailleurs if applicable). If your chain does not
have a master link (this was the case with our
Huffy) no need to worry; option one is to simply
put the chain in a plastic bag sealed with tape
prior to painting.
If the bike has multiple speeds, remove the
front and rear derailleurs, but keep both the shifters and the derailleurs attached to their cables.
Cranks will vary from bike-to-bike, so it may be
best to look online for a manual before you pull
yours apart.
At this point you can flip the bike over and
it should stand nicely on its forks and bottom
bracket.
Detach the brake calipers from the frame,
and remove/cut any ties holding the cables to the
bike. Unbolt the seat, along with the seat post,
and remove them. Removing the shifters (if there
are shifters) and the brake levers may require re-

moving the grips.
If you need to remove the grips they can be
cut off with a razor blade (carefully, might I add).
If you’d like to keep them slide a screwdriver
between the grip and the ‘bars, some shops use
lubricants but I find that applying a generous
amount of hand sanitizer between the grips and
‘bars works beautifully.
Now you can easily remove the shifters and
brake levers, this would also be the time to remove any lights, cyclometers, and bells or horns.
Loosen the stem bolt and use the still attached
‘bars to pull the stem out of the head tube.
The headset will have a top lock bolt, remove it along with the washer underneath, then
remove the bearing “cup” along with the bearings
inside (be careful not to pop the bearings from
their cage), and slide the forks down and out of
the head tube.
You now have completely disassembled your
bike, leaving you with a frame ready to take on
a new life.

The Cleaning Stage

As a general rule, if it is to be reused, clean it
(with the exception of bearings). Here it is nice to
have a few basic tools in your arsenal: you’ll need
shop rags (terry cloth), steel wool, a steel brush, a
toothbrush, and some form of detergent (WD40 does wonders for cleaning).
Water and a rag will get any dirt and loose
grime off of the frame and other parts, for diffi-
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cult and hard to reach areas use the toothbrush
or steel wool/brush (if scratching isn’t an issue).
Cleaning is a great time to check smaller
parts for excessive wear or possible broken
components. Unless you’re buying new wheels,
clean each spoke individually, and while doing so
check for any that are noticeably more flexible
than the others. If you find loose spokes you can
tighten up the spoke nut at the rim, but this could
run your rim out of alignment (making the rim
wobble while spinning) so I recommend you take
the rim into your local shop for adjustment.
Wipe everything down afterward with a
clean, dry rag to grab any remaining cleaner/residue.

Painting to Turn Heads

Painting will take more time than you’ll expect and it will challenge your patience, but the
reward of a fresh coat of that beautiful color you
picked out earlier is tremendous. Materials for
the job include stripper, an old paintbrush, a flat
scraper, 60, 200, and 400 grit sandpaper, painter’s
tape, Nitrile gloves, spray primer, spray paint, and
spray-on clear coat.
A preliminary step, using the painter’s tape
cover the holes in the frame i.e. both ends of
the head tube, the bottom bracket (where the
cranks came from), and the top of the seat tube.
Also, if chain removal wasn’t doing it for you,
now is the time to bag and tape it sealed.
This will get messy and the stripper is harmful
to your skin along with anything else it touches, so
work in a properly ventilated and covered area.
Using the old paintbrush apply generous
amounts of stripper to the frame forks, and any
other pieces you plan on repainting. Allow the
stripper to sit and do its job for at least the time
recommended by the manufacturer.
The paint should begin to wrinkle and bubble
up, at which point (wearing nitrile gloves) remove
it using the steel wool (be careful not to get any
stripper on your skin).
Once you’re satisfied that you’ve scraped as
much paint off as you can, move on to sanding.
Start with the more coarse 60 grit and sand in
mostly circular motions, removing any leftover
paint or rust spots. Follow up with a 200 grit
full sanding to smooth out the more prominent scratches. Make that bad boy really shine
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by cleaning every piece again, this is a necessary
step in order for your primer to really stick to
the metal.
Priming doesn’t have to be pretty, but you
do want to follow the manufacturer’s directions
for the best and safest results. Once the primer
has dried, lightly sand over the surface with the
400 grit sandpaper, smoothing out any runs or
imperfections. With a clean, dry rag give the surface a good wipe-down ensuring that all of the
dust from sanding is removed.
Again, as with the primer follow manufacturer’s instruction, but before you start spraying
map out in your head where you plan to begin
and end, this prevents uneven coating or missed
spots altogether.
Spray in a sweeping motion regulated by
short bursts of paint, two to three coats will
suffice. Clear coating the bike adds additional
scratch and rust resistance, along with giving the
final product a professional look.
Let that last coat dry for a couple hours, then
you’ll be ready for reassembly.

Pure Creation (Reassembly)

Slapping it all back together should be anything but careless, all of that hard work you just
put into the paint could be ruined in an instant if
you aren’t careful while you rebuild.
The process is much the same (only in reverse order) as dis-assembly, only now you install
those shiny new parts you ordered. For longevity
of parts it’s good practice to “re-pack” bearings,
which means removal of the old grease and generous application of new.
Also, for parts like the pedals and others
that thread directly into a component, it will
help down the road if you apply anti-seize to the
threads before installing them, to prevent corrosion or any “dissimilar metals” issues from locking
the bolt up.
Be sure not to over tighten anything, this is a
bicycle, while you do want to be safe, there isn’t
a tremendous amount of force being applied.
Remember too that the position parts like the
seat and handlebars are in now can (and will) be
adjusted later.
Back to our friend “fit”, before embarking on
this two wheeled extravaganza you made sure
that the frame size and parts ordered were ap-
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propriate for the size of the rider. That in mind,
the rest is up to comfort and while yes, there is a
“correct” manner in which to go about it, just do
what feels right.
The levers and shifters can be adjusted to
wherever your hand finds them most comfortably. In terms of tire pressure it will vary from
bike to bike, but usually the tire will have a max
pressure on the sidewall and as a general rule
you should run a few psi under that number.
If you’re really bothered to get it “perfect” do
your research or take it to a local shop and ask
them to help you.
Before you go running out the door to show
the world your new ride, give it a good cleaning.
Wipe down all of the cables and areas where
excess grease shows. Be positively sure that no
grease got on your rims or brake pads, as this

could lead to brake failure and probable injury
(possibly worse).
Keep products like tire-black away from bikes,
you don’t want that stuff on your hands from the
grips, and if you apply it to your tires you run the
risk of losing traction or having it run onto the
rim (the stuff can be worse than grease).
Waxes are okay if kept exclusively on the
paint, but with that clear coat, none will be

needed. Keep the bike maintained well, keep
moving components lubed, give it a bath once in
a while, and dry it off well if you ever encounter
wet conditions.
Congratulations, you have officially dove into
the subculture that is the DIY cyclist. A bike rebuild can be self-confidence building, it can be a
bonding opportunity, and it’s just downright cool
to say you built it yourself.

This process is far more difficult than buying
chocolate, flowers, or even chocolate flowers,
but it has permanence and is in most cases
cheaper than jewelry so what better way is there
to get that special person riding with you, than
to build them a custom bike. Be proud of your
hard work, and be prepared to be the envy of
everyone you know.
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