
thecollegiatelive.com

Winter Semester 2017

"Home is here."

WRONG! Waking 
Up in a New 
America

A GRCC student's story of 
immigration

The Pressure to 
Pick Your Path

GRCC alumni 
goes pro
Nick Truesdell signs with 
the Minnesota Vikings

More Than Just 
Shoes

One student's reaction to the 
2016 presidential election 

A sneakerhead's collection



05 Reflection

16 The Pressure to Pick your Path

25 Double Dipping: starting college 
as a high school student

08 Doing What I Love

19 GRCC alumni goes pro

29 Being nobody, Going nowhere

35 Being Wiccan in a family of 
Christians

33 A guide to non-traditional sports 
in GR

10 More Than Just Shoes

20 "Home is here."

32 Going Back Up

37 "It's Morphin Time!"

02 Dealing with Social Anxiety

12 WRONG! Waking Up in  a New 
America

23 I Am Good Enough. 

Features

GET INVOLVED IN YOUR STUDENT MEDIA

The Collegiate is looking for contributing writers, artists, photographers and designers. 

Please email us at collegiate@grcc.edu if you’re interested!

14 On the Road to Love 27 Esports: taking the world by 
storm

39 A silent tragedy: the rising abuse 
of heroin and prescription opiods

41 The Chronicles of a Home 
Brewer



Kayla Tucker
Editor-in-Chief
kaylatuckercollegiate@gmail.com

The Collegiate Magazine 
is a student publication 

of Grand Rapids 
Community College

Kayla Tucker
Editor-in-Chief

 Avery Jennings
Sports Editor

Kendra Turley
Web Editor

Layout Editor

Matthew Smith
Feature Editor

143 Bostwick Ave.
Grand Rapids, MI 49503

Room 339, Main
collegiate@grcc.edu

Phone: (616) 234-4157
www.TheCollegiateLive.com

Vol. 5, No. 2  Winter Semester 2017

On the cover
"Home is Here"

Photo and story by Kayla Tucker

Letter from the Editor

Your school. Your source. Your story.

Jennifer Ackerman-Haywood
Collegiate Adviser

@thecollegiate

GRCCCollegiate

@GRCC_Collegiate

GRCC.Collegiate

Dear Readers, 

Happy Spring! It’s the time of the year to refresh, reenergize and evaluate your goals. 

In this edition of The Collegiate Magazine, there’s a mix of personal stories and interesting 
features that everyone’s bound to find something to relate to in this publication. 

On the cover is GRCC student Brandon Reyes, who crossed the Mexican-U.S. border at 
6-years-old. In the story, on page 20, he opens up about that experience, what it means to 
him to be an American, and his feelings about the current politics around immigration. 

Another touching and relatable story is about dealing with social anxiety, on page 2, by staffer 
Rachael Yadlowsky. In her piece, Rachael clearly explains how easy it is to hide the anxiety 
and how it can go unnoticed by others. Both those who suffer with social anxiety and those 
who don’t can benefit by learning from this account of her experience. 

In staffer Jake Goldberg’s column on page 12, he expresses his thoughts on the election in a 
witty, entertaining and educated way. The column is accompanied by a humorous cartoon, a 
symbolization of Jake’s thoughts on our current political state, by staffer Cienna Thorndill, 
our award-winning cartoon artist. 

A former GRCC student athlete with a dream just went pro - you can read the story of 
Vikings’ tight end Nick Truesdell on page 19 by staffer Jakhari Carroll. 

Also in this magazine, you’ll read about the varying interests of those who write for our 
publication. On page 8, Web Editor Kendra Turley talks about the struggle of finding out 
your degree path and how sometimes your passion reveals itself in unexpected places. Sports 
Editor Avery Jennings shares his “sneakerhead” collection of shoes on page 10. Feature 
Editor Matt Smith explains his homebrewing side-hobby on page 41, and how it’s remained a 
constant source of fulfillment in his life throughout the ups and downs. 

Beyond these stories highlighted, there are many more to enjoy on topics ranging from 
meditation and sports, to the effects of heroin on society, growing up practicing a religion 
opposite your family, and many more.

I hope you enjoy this publication and leave it feeling inspired. We are all sharing the same 
college experience in many different ways, at all different points in our lives. After reading 
this work by your fellow students, I hope you feel more connected and part of our community 
at GRCC. 

Have a great summer,



Dealing with social anxiety
By Rachael Yadlowsky
Photo by Nathan Bidwell
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Ever since I was little, I have been 
a very shy person. I only spoke 
when I was asked a question, 
and I constantly hid behind my 

mother’s legs or hid my face in her neck 
when someone who I didn’t know came 
to say, “hi.” Overall, I was a very quiet 
kid who kept to herself. As I grew older 
it was still the same. I did have friends 
who I goofed off 
with and hung 
out with, but I 
still wouldn’t even 
dare to introduce 
myself to anyone. 
If I was going 
to make friends 
with anyone, they 
either had to come 
up and be the 
first ones to start 
a conversation 
or I had to be 
introduced to them. 
     This shy behavior continued all the way 
through middle school. I was still just as 
silent and awkward when I wasn’t around 
my friends. I usually walked through 
the middle school hallways with my 
head down and tried to stay out of other 
people’s way. When the class was taking 
turns reading a book aloud, I would shake 
my foot and sweat and stutter when it 
was my time to read. Most of the time, I 
was too quiet and the teacher would have 
to tell me to speak up. Some kids would 
laugh which always made it worse.
     At this point I still didn’t know 
anything of anxiety or depression or 
any of the other mental disorders. I just 
attributed my quietness with being shy. 
     Middle school is the time in most 
teens’ lives where they are awkward and 
going through puberty and trying to 
figure out who they are. I was no different. 
I still had the same friends as I did in 

elementary school, but they were changing 
so I decided to change with them so I fit 
in. It was in middle school that I started to 
be more comfortable around other people. 
     However, in 7th grade, I chopped 
off all of my long hair and had no idea 
what to do with it. As I walked through 
the halls, I would hear whispered insults 
about my hair or my clothes or my weight. 

To add to the 
criticism, my 
brother’s friends 
constantly picked 
on me for reasons 
that I still don’t 
know to this day. 
This made me go 
back to my self 
conscious ways of 
covering myself in 
baggy clothes and 
walking with my 
head down.

     This behavior followed me into high 
school where I decided I should grow my 
hair out so I could look “normal.” Now, I 
have never been a very confronting person. 
If someone makes fun of me behind my 
back or even to my face, I never knew 
how to handle it so I would just accept 
the joking insults 
from friends and 
the insults from 
classmates. I never 
really dwelled on 
them, though. Or 
at least I thought 
I never dwelled on 
them. 
     I guess I never realized how much they 
affected me and how much I let them sit 
in my mind. My friends would jokingly 
make fun of me, but I would over process 
my emotional response to this and it 
would almost eat me alive. What seems 
like a joke that anyone would let roll off of 

their shoulders, I would lay awake at night 
and bash myself for doing whatever I was 
being made fun of for. However, I still 
wouldn’t defend myself. 
     I had, and still have, this mindset that 
if I stand up for myself over a silly insult 
made by my friends, then I would lose 
the very few friends that I had. So, I still 
just let the things being said seep into my 
mind. 
     Although I did start to open up in high 
school, I was still very quiet and stuck 
close to my friends. I remember how at the 
beginning of every school year, I would 
almost lose my mind thinking about 
whether I would have any of my friends 
in my lunch hour. For most people, if 
they didn’t have any close friends in their 
lunch hour, it wasn’t the end of the world 
because they could just talk to others. For 
me it would have been that end of the 
world. Thankfully, I always had a friend 
in my lunch hour, but I hated being alone 
when so many people around me were 
having fun and talking with friends. 
      If I had to wait for a friend by myself, 
I was always worried that people were 
looking at me and judging me because I 
wouldn’t look up at anyone and my foot 
would constantly be tapping until my 

friends would 
rescue me. 
      Skip forward 
to junior year, 
I finally got my 
first boyfriend 
and it felt like a 
miracle. Everyone 
around me had a 

boyfriend or girlfriend and I kind of felt 
like I could finally fit in. His name was 
Troy, he was very fit and handsome and 
he even drove a motorcycle. We would 
take rides around Reeds Lake in the spring 
and to say that I had fun would be an 
understatement. 

"At this point I still didn’t 
know anything of anxiety 
or depression or any of the 

other mental disorders. 
I just attributed my 

quietness with being shy."

"I didn’t want to be 
known as the girl with 

social anxiety."
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     At first it was great and I was happy 
and I felt myself becoming more 
confident. About 
three months into 
the relationship, I 
guess you could say 
that his true colors 
started showing 
through. It seemed as 
though all he cared 
about was looks. It 
started with him 
taking the nice bike helmet that covered 
the whole face and giving me an old, 
partially covering helmet. He would tell 
me that I needed to shave my legs more 
often, eat better and workout more often. 
     I ended up breaking up with him 
after four months, but what he said about 
my appearance took a toll on my mind. 
I constantly looked in the mirror and 
thought that I needed to work on my body 
or else no guy would want me. I started 
worrying that if I didn’t have a boyfriend, 
then people would think that I’m weird or 
not a good girlfriend. 
     After Troy, my friends would always 
point out cute guys for me to go talk 
to, but I would hide and say I couldn’t 
because I truly couldn’t. I was seriously 
getting sick of my shy behavior and this 
was when I didn’t know or didn’t want 
to admit that I had social anxiety. In 
the beginning of senior year, my friends 
introduced to me 
the possibility that 
I might have social 
anxiety. 
     I didn’t believe 
them. I didn’t want 
to believe them. It 
messed with my 
need to be normal. 
I didn’t want to be known as the girl 
with social anxiety and the girl who can’t 
make friends or start a conversation with a 

stranger. If I had social anxiety then that 
meant that I was different from others and 

that wasn’t good. 
     Although I 
shoved away the 
possibility away as 
much as I could, I 
knew I had to accept 
it if I was going to do 
something about it. 
      After high 
school, I made 

the decision that I wanted to be a 
photojournalist. I love taking photographs 
and I love writing and talking about world 
news. 
      I think my family thought I was on 
some crazy drugs 
when I told them. 
What journalist has 
social anxiety? That 
doesn’t make any 
sense. 
      I thought so at 
first too, but my 
anxiety is very odd. 
It’s odd in the sense 
that, if I’m asking 
someone a question, I can usually do it no 
problem. For example, if I need directions, 
I won’t hesitate to go up to someone and 
ask them. I can also do the same for my 
journalism assignments. However, if you 
asked me to go up to someone and make 
friends with them or even ask them how 

their day is going, I 
can’t. 
      I’ve realized 
that I fidget out of 
control when I’m 
talking to someone 
new. Someone can 
immediately tell if 
I’m nervous because 

I stutter, constantly brush my hair back, 
shake my leg, and crack my knuckles even 

though they don’t need to be cracked. 
I start to sweat and it just turns into a 
disaster. 
      Although I have started to come out 
of my shell, my anxiety still cripples me 
in my everyday life. I have missed out on 
so many fun opportunities that people my 
age should do just because of my anxiety. I 
lose friends because of my anxiety because 
I always wait for them to text me first or 
invite me somewhere first. 
     My friend Gabi and I have been friends 
for nine years and most of the time, I 
still can’t text her first. As a result, I feel 
like she’s giving up on me. Because of my 
anxiety I’m still very quiet whether it be 
with friends, family, or walking down 

the street and going 
about my day. I’m 
often told that I 
don’t look inviting 
to others when I’m 
walking around by 
myself. 
     I still have 
trouble meeting new 
people. My mom is 
constantly asking me 

about boys at school or if I have any new 
friends. 
     “You just need to open up, honey,” she 
says. “You just have to get out there and be 
yourself and have fun.” 
     If I had a dollar for every time someone 
said that to me, I wouldn’t need to work. 
     Many people who struggle with social 
anxiety like myself, struggle more than 
myself and it truly cripples them. Please 
don’t sigh or jokingly make fun of them 
when they struggle to order food or if they 
ask you to order for them. For those who 
don’t suffer from this problem, it can be 
hard to put yourself in the other person’s 
shoes. Remind them that it’s okay and 
maybe encourage them to take small steps 
to defeating their anxiety. 

"If I had social anxiety 
then that meant that 
I was different from 

others and that wasn’t 
good."

“If I had a dollar for 
every time someone 
said that to me, I 
wouldn’t need to 

work.”

 “What journalist has 
social anxiety? That 
doesn’t make any 

sense.”
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Reflection
By Jazmine Heggins
Photo by Kayla Tucker
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A piece of me broke inside. It was 
like a meteor hit my world and 
caused a massive gravitational 
shift. It sent me floating through 

some new time space continuum, never to 
return again. I was seventeen and it was 
September 21, 2013 when it happened. I 
was living a typical routine day, in between 
classes and working at the Dollar Tree. My 
mom was having one of her “bad days”. As 
she shuffled through the living room, her 
walker moving faster than her swollen feet, 
she muttered, “I'm just going to lay down 
baby girl.” I walked past and told her to call 
me if she needed 
anything and 
assured her I would 
be downstairs 
watching TV. 
About an hour 
passed and it was 
time for me to 
get to work. As I 
skipped upstairs 
to my room a 
quick tap at the 
door stopped me. 
It was my Aunt 
Francis stopping 
by as she often did 
to check in on my 
mom. I greeted her with a quick hug and 
hopped into my room to quickly throw on 
my wrinkled work shirt just when I heard 
a loud shriek from my mom’s bedroom. An 
erie feeling swept across me as I rushed to 
the open door way. My heart froze over when 
I saw my mom face down into her pillow. I 
couldn't hear anything my aunt was saying 
but her lips read, “Jazzy, she won't wake up.” 
I had recently finished my Certified Nursing 
Assistant classes so I immediately prepared 
for CPR. As I lifted her body to turn her face 
up she was noticeably purple and already 
cold with no pulse. I did CPR anyway. 
As I juggled the phone with 911 on the line 

I moved back and forth between answering 
their questions and counting pumps to her 
chest. I knew from the 
beginning that there 
was no saving her, but 
miracles could happen 
right? Wrong. She was 
gone, and I was still 
here.  The ambulance 
came and the 
paramedics decided 
to perform CPR for 
their own reassurance. 
I had the job of calling my siblings and 

informing them 
of our  mother’s 
sudden death. My 
sister, at the time 
a senior at MSU, 
sped from class 
to the hospital, 
and my brother, 
in Big Rapids, hit 
the highway. My 
stepfather was last 
to be informed 
because he was 
not answering the 
phone. I followed 
the ambulance in a 
trance, wondering 

if I was dreaming and pinching myself 
repeatedly to wake from my nightmare. 
The worst part was 
seeing my niece's 
face walking into the 
hospital, where my 
mother lay, cold and 
alone. That broke 
my heart more than 
anything. She was 
her hero. I became a 
zombie for the next 
coming months, only 
eating and moving to prove to myself that 
I was still alive. I dropped my classes from 

LCC and I only worked when I could build 
the strength to get out of bed. 

Every night I 
wondered how I could 
let this happen. I was 
there. I was right there 
and she was still gone. 
Depression came like 
an eternal eclipse 
into my life, there 
was no more light 
and I waited until 
the day I would leave 

next. I tried to spend as much time with my 
grandmother as I could. She could not wrap 
her head around her oldest child not being 
on this Earth, not just her child but her 
best friend. That was true pain. I got a job 
through the home care agency that took care 
of my grandmother so I could work as her 
home care aide. I could see the rate at which 
my grandmother was declining,  and every 
day she wanted to talk about her children 
that have passed on. My mother was not the 
first - this strong woman outlived two of my 
uncles, and twins at their birth, before this. 
       Soon after my mother’s death, my sister 
and I moved to our own apartment in Holt, 
Michigan. I was barely working so she 
was carrying most of the weight. My dad 
would call us sometimes, make promises 
about how he would be there for us more, 
and how he felt the need to reconcile our 

relationship. Not 
much has changed 
on that end. Others 
including family and 
friends would make 
promises about how 
we could always call if 
we needed anything, 
how they would 
always be there to 
lean on if we needed 

it. My siblings and I quickly learned that it 
was us against the world. There was comfort 

"I followed the 
ambulance in a 

trance, wondering 
if I was dreaming 

and pinching myself 
repeatedly to wake 

from my nightmare."

"Depression came 
like an eternal 
eclipse into my 

life."

"My siblings and 
I quickly learned 

that it was us 
against the world."
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in that, because in my eyes that is how it 
always has been. I found a job at a factory 
that paid more money 
than I ever made 
working as a CNA 
and I stayed there for 
the two years we lived 
in that apartment. 
My sister graduated 
from Michigan State 
University with her 
bachelor's degree and 
my brother moved to 
Grand Rapids. Not 
a day passed that I did not think about my 
mother, I wondered if she was still here, what 
she would say about who we have become … 
would she be proud? 
Every decision I made I wanted to call and 
ask my mom for advice. It didn’t seem right 
that I had to keep growing older, moving on 
in different directions and she was stagnant. 
Cut off at 46, and stuck in the ground. 
Hiring a therapist crossed my mind multiple 
times, but there was no way I could have 
afforded that. I even went to interview at 
a therapist office, just to get a free session. 
Needless to say I did not get that job. After 
two years at that apartment in Holt with my 
sister, I had to gather my priorities and take 
care of business myself. I started working 12 
and 16 hour workdays at my job to save up 
for a car and an apartment. I moved out on 
my own and the scales of my Libra sign were 
balanced for the first time in a while. I stayed 
in this dream state for almost a year, when 
depression came swooping in like a hawk, 
carrying me away once again. 
      I started missing work so much that I got 
behind on my bills and I lost my apartment. 
I didn't have the courage to call my family 
for help. I felt like I was becoming a burden 
to them.They were always picking me up 
when I fell. This time I was going to dig 
myself out of the hole. I was in my first 
official relationship of my 20s at this time 

and we thought we were ready to move 
in together, so we did. Me, him, and my 

puppy, Fudge. It 
was not everything I 
wanted, no way was it 
perfection but it was 
all I had at the time. 
The more we were 
around each other, 
the more we grew 
apart. I started to 
write more, searching 
for ways to start my 
career in journalism. 

I met a woman by the name of Rina Risper, 
who runs a local paper called The Citizens 
Press. We talked about me interning for her 
and she invited me on her radio show. I read 
a few of my poems and we talked for a few 
hours about life. After I spilled my heart out 
on the floor, she gave me some advice that 
I still think about to this day. She said, “If 
you do not let go of what is holding you back 
here, no matter where you go, it will drag 
you down.”
I never ended up having the internship 
with Rina, but I 
am thankful for 
her energy coming 
into my life. I take 
that as a sign from 
my mom that I was 
moving in the right 
direction. As things 
for my boyfriend and 
I worsened, I decided 
to take a trip to visit 
my sister in Georgia. 
We visited Martin 
Luther King, Jr’s 
memorial site and all 
of Georgia’s hidden cultural treasures. That 
was when I made up my mind. I would move 
there to study journalism, I just didn't know 
how I would get to that point. If it were up 
to my sister, she would have had my dog and 

"I still can't help 
but wonder what 
my mother would 
say if she saw me 

now. Would she be 
proud?" 

"Every decision I 
made I wanted to 
call and ask my 
mom for advice."

all of my belongings on the first plane there. 
I knew I had some things to take care of first 
back at home. That was May of 2016. From 
that point, I devised a plan. I would move 
to Grand Rapids with my brother and his 
family and go to Grand Rapids Community 
College in the fall to work toward my 
degree. I ended things with my boyfriend 
and I moved out of that apartment. My 
mom always told me if I speak things into 
existence, they will come to manifest. She 
was right. 
       I moved my things and my puppy 
to Grand Rapids in July 2016. Since I’ve 
been here my energy has changed. I started 
working full time and going to school part 
time. Sometimes I wonder what my mother 
would say if she saw me now. Would she be 
proud? When I was experiencing all of these 
unfortunate events I thought there was no 
way I could make it through, but I know 
now that all it takes is a change in mindset. 
If you believe that you can get through 
something, and speak it into existence,  there 
will be nothing that can stop you. You are 
your biggest critic and you have to be your 

biggest fan. Take the 
good with the bad and 
keep climbing over 
those mountains on 
your path, no matter 
how long it takes, 
never stop moving. 
Now I am at the end 
of my second semester 
at GRCC and I am 
moving to Georgia 
at the end of April. It 
feels good to follow 
through with my 
plans and this is just 

the beginning. 
       I still can't help but wonder what my 
mother would say if she saw me now. Would 
she be proud? 
      I am proud.
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Doing What I Love
Story and photo by Kendra Turley

Writing has always been one of my 
defining qualities. It’s something that 
people almost immediately notice 

when they first have a basic conversation with 
me. Ask about my interests, and I’m going to talk 
about my favorite authors and writing in my free 
time about everything and anything. 
     Spelling tests were my favorite in elementary 
school, and English became my best class in 
middle and high school. When my high school 
counselor suggested I take Writing for Publication 

up as one of the most involved people on staff. 
     Then senior year, I was online manager, and a 
prime source for getting The Central Trend, now 
almost completely online only, off the ground. By 
the time graduation rolled around, we had created 
an app, and were averaging around 150 to 200 
hits on the website daily. Our record number of 
hits in one day had skyrocketed to over 1,000. 
We had a full staff of talented, kind people, and 
a great teacher/adviser. All was well, and it was a 
wonderful experience. I was incredibly sad to say 

in my sophomore year, I happily agreed and 
signed up for the class, excited to start writing for 
the school newspaper and not quite knowing what 
to expect. And within a month of that semester, I 
was in love with journalism. 
The following year, my junior year, I was copy 
editor and the newspaper, formerly known as The 
Forest Edge, was quickly evolving into a magazine 
and news website, now currently known as The 
Central Trend. I spent that year working hard and 
close with the two editors in chief and built myself 
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goodbye to a project I had poured two years of my 
high school career into, but I was also excited for 
the future and ready to move on. 
     After high school ended, I started looking 
for a summer job. I took a long time researching 
all of the positions that were available at several 
stores at the Woodland Mall, as well as the few 
cafes and ice cream 
shops that were merely 
a bike ride away. But 
even as I sent in resumes 
and was rejected, I 
still had my heart set 
on one store, and one 
store only: PetSmart. 
I’ve always been a huge 
animal lover, and being 
a veterinarian was a dream job of mine. But after 
playing a fairly realistic and graphic video game 
that depicted exactly what all the roles of being a 
vet are, and nearly passing out, I knew it wasn’t 
right for me. I had given up my veterinarian 
dream a long time ago. But something about 
working at a pet store was calling to me. 
I applied, and just like all the other jobs, I was 
denied. So I moved on to Chow Hound. This store 
was one of the few who never gave me a response. 
After waiting around for two weeks hoping they 
would call me, I gave up. I was tired of being 
told no. I was ready to start sending applications 
into anywhere and everywhere that was hiring, 
no matter the kind of work. I was a high school 
graduate and soon to be college freshman, and I 
needed money. 
     Then one final pet 
store caught my eye - 
Pet Supplies Plus. The 
name wasn’t as familiar 
as PetSmart or Chow 
Hound, but it was still a 
pet store. I went in and 
asked for an application, 
and they gave me the link to apply online. I went 
home, adjusted my resume, and applied. And then 
I waited. 
Four days later I got a call from one of the 

managers asking to set up an interview. I happily 
agreed to the following day at 2 p.m. I walked in, 
sat down in the office, and talked to one of the 
store managers for a solid half hour. I left with a 
stack of business papers to fill out to finalize the 
employment process and a huge smile. I was hired 
as a sales associate, and would begin working as 

a cashier, as well as a 
stocker. 
I spent the second half 
of my summer there 
learning all that I could 
about pet care, customer 
service, and, on average, 
petting over 20 dogs 
on the daily. Then my 
freshman year of college 

started, and I jumped into my journalism major. 
I took the bull by the horns and applied to be an 
editor for The Collegiate. I was hired, and stepped 
into a world of round-the-clock news updates and 
editing. 
     At first, I loved it. I felt the same sense of 
excitement and productivity I’d felt at The Central 
Trend in high school. However, I quickly found 
that between my role as an editor plus my other 
14 credits of college, I was spending more time 
stressing than enjoying the experience. I wasn’t 
happy anymore. 
     When college classes started, I cut down my 
hours at the pet store to two to three days. I had 
loved being full time in the summer, and once I 
was down to on average 14 hours a week, I missed 

it. I missed the pets, 
especially all of our 
regulars that come in at 
least once a week. And 
I missed my coworkers 
and strengthening the 
bonds of friendship that 
had quickly formed 
between us over the 

summer. 
     Being at the store on weekends became more of 
a break from school than a job. I would finish all 
of my homework on Friday so I could focus purely 

on customers and animals all weekend. And I 
loved every second of it. My love for working with 
animals was growing, while my writing days were 
starting to fade to dust.
     The first semester ended, and I had three weeks 
off for the holiday break. I spent every second I 
could working at the store. I worked Christmas 
Eve, New Year’s Eve, and New Year’s Day. I was 
dedicated, and I wanted to see if I still loved my 
job as much if I was there as often as before, even 
if it was temporary.
     And I did love it. 
     Second semester started, and this time, I 
set aside a few extra hours for The Collegiate. I 
thought that maybe if I had less of a full plate 
and some more time to focus only on journalism, 
maybe I would enjoy it again. But still, even with 
extra time, I found myself stressing and feeling 
overwhelmed at the tiniest things. Journalism 
is round-the-clock; the news is constantly being 
updated 24/7 and even a college newspaper was 
no exception. While my editor in chief flourished 
and thrived under this kind of schedule, I felt 
weighed down. I liked the team I was working 
with, as well as my professor. But I knew it 
was time for a change. I needed to make a final 
decision for myself, and my happiness. 
     I have yet to officially change my major and 
restructure my plan for the next three years, but I 
plan on majoring in something related to animal 
behavior or nutrition. I thought that telling 
people’s stories would make me happy, but instead 
I’m finding that working with animals, studying 
them and helping them makes me much happier. 
      Instead of continuing with journalism, I plan 
on spending this  summer at Pet Supplies Plus and 
learning all that I can about the products and the 
nutritional value in all the different kinds of pet 
foods we carry. I’ll be able to fully immerse myself 
in studying pet nutrition, and decide from there 
if I want to continue down that path or instead 
switch to animal behavior. I know it’s a complete 
180 degree turn from what my plans were before, 
but I’m ready. I know I can handle it. I’m excited 
for change, and I’m ready to do what I love as a 
career for the rest of my life.

“I needed to make 
a final decision 

for myself, and my 
happiness.”

“I had given up my 
veterinarian dream a long 
time ago. But something 
about working at a pet 
store was calling to me.” 
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“You have too many pairs of shoes.”

 If I had a dime for every time 
my friends and family have told 
me that, I think I’d have enough 

money to buy me a new pair of sneakers.
      If you’ve heard this before, then 
chances are you have a fascination with 
sneakers and the amount of time and 
money you spend on them. If you haven’t 
and don’t know what I’m talking about, 
then here’s what you need to know about 
sneakers.
      In the year 1985, the beginnings of 
a culture and phenomenon would arise 
that would eventually become a multi-

billion dollar industry and start a whole 
community surrounded by one common 
interest: sneakers.
      The reason 1985 is so important is 
that in that year the infamous Air Jordan 
1, a basketball shoe created by Nike and 
the hall of fame basketball player Michael 
Jordan debuted, and the world has been 
a different place ever since. The creation 
of the Air Jordan 1 would lead to more 
Air Jordans being debuted (i.e. Air Jordan 
2, Air Jordan 3, Air Jordan 4, etc.) and 
a door opening. Behind this door was 
sneaker collecting and sneakerheads.
      Sneaker collecting hasn’t become uber 

More Than Just Shoes
By Avery Jennings
Photo by Kayla Tucker

popular and mainstream until about the 
mid-to-late 2000s and it’s increasing in 
the amount of people buying, selling and 
trading sneakers.
      Sneakers don’t have to be Air jordans 
either. Sneakers can be a wide variety 
including, but not limited to, newer 
models like Adidas Ultra Boost, NMD 
and Yeezys, Nike Air Foamposites, SB 
Dunk Lows, Flyknit Racers Air Max 1, 
Under Armour Currys and other brands 
like Vans, Asics and New Balance. Some 
sneakers, although most likely unwearable, 
can be purely collectibles like ones from 
the 1980s and 1990s, but most shoes from 
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"They think my fascination 
for sneakers is a waste of time 

and money, but to me my 
sneakers are a representation 

of my ever-changing style 
and the way I like to express 

myself."

"This diverse collection 
has been a great source 

of pride, but also a cloud 
of confusion as I’ve 

progressed in my time as 
a sneakerhead."

about 2000 and on are fair game to be 
worn.
      I have about 20 pairs of sneakers and 
compared to many other sneakerheads, 20 
is pretty miniscule. Twenty pairs might 
be the number they pick up in a span of 
a couple months, whereas it’s taken me a 
couple of years to get to the point I’m at, 
an amount of roughly $1,800.
       Of course I’m looking to expand my 
collection of sneakers, but with me being 
a college student and paying for tuition, 
I don’t have the time, or money to get 
to a point where I’ll be content with my 
collection for now. 
      I view myself as a sneakerhead 
nonetheless. But more of a variation 
than anything else. For a long time I 
viewed sneakerheads as people who wore 
distressed skinny jeans, bought clothing 
brands like Supreme and BAPE and they 
drove a nice car. And they strictly wore 
Air Jordans, or Yeezys. I still think of 
sneakerheads in this way, but I have to 
remind myself that it’s a stereotype, not 
what a sneakerhead really is. Sure, there 
are some that embody it, kudos to them, 
but it’s not for me, or for a lot of other 
people into sneakers.
      As for me, I’m a sneakerhead, but I 
don’t fit the stereotype. I view the number 
of sneakers I have 
and the clothes I 
wear as lesser of 
importance of what 
my sneakers say 
about me. The 20 
showcase the range 
of my different tastes 
and preferences when 
it comes to what 
I put on my feet. 
And that means I 
might not want to 
wear Air Jordans all time. Sometimes a 
pair of Sperry Top Siders is exactly what 

I’m looking to wear, or maybe it’s a pair 
of Converse; either way, I have some 
“sneakers” 
that some 
sneakerheads 
wouldn’t 
agree to be 
conventional, 
but the best part 
of it all is it’s not 
about what they 
like, it’s about 
what I like.
      This diverse 
collection has 
been a great 
source of pride, 
but also a cloud of confusion as I’ve 
progressed in my time as a sneakerhead.
       I’ve looked at my collection of 
sneakers on my shoe rack and I’ve thought 
to myself, “I’ve got a good variety when 
it comes to my sneakers,” but in another 
moment I think, “This has got to be one 
of the weirdest collections of sneakers 
out there.” I’ve struggled with the angle I 
take with my sneakers. Because my first 
thought of what a sneaker is is not Sperrys, 
or Chacos, but classics like Air Jordans 
and newer shoes like the Adidas NMD R1, 
Ultra Boost and Nike Flyknit Racer and 

Air Max 1. Sperrys, 
Converse, Chacos 
and Cole Haans are 
not what come to 
mind. This tug-a-
war between more 
acceptable sneakers 
and shoes that don’t 
fit the definition of 
a sneaker is a battle 
for me and I think 
I’ll have this internal 

war of what a “sneaker” is for awhile.
      But what I want you to understand is 
that sneakers are not a waste of money. It’s 

a way for people to invest in something 
and an outlet to express their individuality. 

My friends and 
family have never 
understood why 
I love sneakers 
and why I spend 
so much time 
looking at them 
and spending 
money on them.
They think my 
fascination for 
sneakers is a 
waste of time and 
money, but to me 
my sneakers are 

a representation of my ever-changing style 
and the way I like to express myself.
       The best part about sneakers is that 
it’s a hobby open to anyone. Sneakerheads 
come in all shapes and sizes. Sneakerheads 
aren’t just one group of people, but a 
community of men and women, boys and 
girls from all walks of life and all different 
types of backgrounds.
       If you’re interested in getting more 
involved in sneakers and sneaker culture, 
a good website to read about upcoming 
releases and information about sneakers 
is sneakernews.com. This website is 
wholeheartedly dedicated to everything 
sneakers and it’s where I developed my love 
and enthusiasm for sneakers. A good tip 
for those just starting out is to gradually 
get into it. Don’t spend a boatload of 
money on sneakers that you may or may 
not like just to be a sneakerhead. Take 
time to look at the history of the brand 
and sneakers you’re thinking about buying 
and inform yourself on what it is you’re 
getting yourself into. But all said and 
done, sneakers are a wonderful way for 
someone to express themselves and find a 
community to be a part of.
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By Jake Goldberg
Illustration by Cienna Thorndill

The 2016 election was the first political 
race that I got to vote in. Going in, 
I was way more excited than many 
of my peers. Finally getting my say, 

my voice, my thoughts, and opinions heard was 
exhilarating. Even though it was just going to be 
drowned in the crowds of the millions of other 
people who also live in this country. Regardless, I 
was going to be one of them and  I was ecstatic.

     I knew this election was going to be a 
rollercoaster. President Obama, the man rocking 
the oval office chair, couldn’t run again, despite 
what the Internet wanted. The office chair was 
going to be filled by a new candidate, and it 
seemed everyone wanted in. Like I said, I thought 
it was going to be a rollercoaster. I was wrong. 
This wasn’t a rollercoaster but that whirl wind 
spinny ride you see in the corner of the county 

fair that you are pretty sure is being operated by 
someone intoxicated. That ride was our election. 
And every day we wanted to throw up even more. 
No one knew what was happening. The polls were 
rising and dropping. People were opting out of the 
race. Mass panic. Hysteria. Dogs and cats living 
together. And dogs and cats running for president. 
     Then it came to the final two. First up to 
the stage, Hillary Clinton. Let me tell you, this 

WRONG!  Waking up in a New America
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woman has been through everything. From 
political scandals to 
personal scandals, it felt 
like people were just 
making up scandals 
and we assumed them 
to be true because, 
well...it’s Hillary. Her 
and scandals seem 
to go together like 
peanut butter & jelly or 
Samsung & lawsuits. 
They just go hand in hand. Then hobbling onto 
the stage comes our Republican front runner. 
The guy that helps Wall Street feel safe at night. 
Donald J. Trump, someone who the political 
scene has never handled before. Say what you will 
about his tactics, they seem to have worked out. 
I remember watching the election, my co-worker 
and I at the time, looking at state polls like it was 
the final quarter of the Super Bowl. Screaming out 
in the middle of our local gift shop, Customers 
looking confused at our distress, “WHAT?” 
We cried. “NO WAY” I shouted. “TEXAS IS 
GOING BLUE? WHAT’S HAPPENING?” Our 
customers only wanted a new Candle, we wanted 
a new election result.
     Despite what every poll told us was going to 
happen, Donald J. Trump took office and was 
sworn in as our 45th president of the United 
States. And the country let out a huge “Huh?”. 
No matter who you voted for, everyone had a 
moment of sheer confusion at the results. People 
were taken aback. No one saw this coming, 
mostly because, we haven’t had a man like Donald 
Trump make it this far. The following day, can 
only be described as “when everything changed.”
     Like a tectonic plate shifting, everything 
felt a little off. We were in a new America now, 
almost. Not like a dystopian future kind of way, 
but we felt more divided than ever. For the past 
few generations anyone could tell you our two 
parties in government did not like each other. 
Each fought for dominance. They wanted all their 
ideas as the norm of government. There was little 
to no talk of compromise. When Trump won it 

was very much a victory for the Republican party. 
Like I said, watching 
the election was like 
watching the Superbowl, 
and that feeling didn’t 
stop after the results. 
It feels like it’s still 
going on. People have 
been treating our two-
party system like they 
are sports teams and 
they’re tossing around 

statements like: “We won, learn to deal with it!”
     Now as a millennial, I follow the liberal 
stereotype. I’ve been told many times that “You’re 
young, you don’t understand” for countless 
opinions I feel truly passionate about. Cheaper 
education, affordable access to healthcare. To 
have my voice suddenly undermined due to my 
age (Being a wee lass of 19), however, feels like 
everything I fought for has vanished overnight. 
The worst part of that is, not that my hopes for 
the country are gone, but those who undermine 
my voice now seem to be stronger, they now have 
a president again who supports their viewpoints. 
Granted it may not have been many of their first, 
second, or even tenth choice. However he’s a 
Republican and ready 
to take action. The 
new change has seem 
to inspire many of his 
supporters to continue 
to belittle my voice. 
Our voices. We’ve been 
called “Whiney babies” 
“Spoiled”. That we are 
now, in the words of our 
commander in chief. 
“WRONG!” This is 
not speaking for everyone who voted for Trump. 
However they keep telling us to give up and that 
our “crying” won't help. Do we just give up? Do 
we accept that this is the new norm? My personal 
answer to that is: no. No matter who is in charge. 
I hope the people never stop protesting, never 
stop taking to the streets if they feel it necessary. I 

don’t care if “he won there is nothing you can do 
about it.” Because that attitude - no matter what 
political side you are on - just isn’t American. 
Rioting and protesting is in our DNA. It was the 
spark that started our nation. When Britain was 
taxing us too much we threw some tea into the 
river. When women couldn’t vote,they took to 
the streets and made people pay attention. Just 
recently many of Trump’s cabinet members have 
dropped due to boycotts of their industries. Uber’s 
C.E.O. addressed concern due to his involvement 
in Trump’s cabinet and dropped (however he 
didn’t address why his drivers never know where 
my damn house is!)
     The truth of the matter is, our government is 
not made up of gods. They are people. They are 
like us, they bleed. Eventually they will return 
to the streets from where they came. Don’t think 
they can’t be stopped. We are not “Wrong!” 
To those protesting Trump, I applaud you and 
want you to keep going. To Republicans who 
won, your policies are beginning to be placed. 
Obamacare is in talks to be repealed, and laws 
that are protecting the environment are now going 
bye-bye. And your voice seemed to outweigh ours, 
but remember. This is not your country. It’s our 
country. United we stand. Divided we fall. Don’t 

belittle our voices. We 
liberals (the losing team) 
share this country with 
you. We are concerned 
for it just as much as 
you. We should not 
fight but discuss. Create 
new ideas, compromise, 
progress. And if the next 
president happens to 
be a Democrat, I hope 
you stand up for your 

beliefs, too. We were founded on the principle of 
combined ideas. Let's continue to talk and move 
this country forward. To bring together a country 
of unity. America was never truly great, the idea of 
it is - the idea to keep on building. 
     So Republicans, please pull up a chair and let's 
have a chat. It’ll be “HUGE!”

"Do we just give up? Do 
we accept that this is the 
new norm? My personal 
answer to that is: no. No 
matter who is in charge."

"This is not your 
country. It’s our 

country. United we 
stand. Divided we 

fall."
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With two Taco Bell coffees and two 
hundred some miles down I turned 
onto I-76 just outside of Pittsburgh 

for the second time in a month. Construction 
work lined the side of the road and slowed the 
traffic to a crawl. My 2010 Honda Civic was 
packed with everything I needed to move across 
the country from Virginia to Michigan. The sun 
was starting to break through the late September 
morning and even though I couldn’t have been 
more exhausted, I knew that I was making the 
right choice. Thinking back to where my life 
had been just four months earlier I couldn’t help 
but to be amazed at the way things can change 
in an instant. I was at the tail end of a serious 
engagement, defeated by a dead-end job and was 
waiting for a sign, something good to happen. 
Obvious judgements aside, I was looking for 
that something good to happen in my spare 
time while finding ways out of my current 
relationship.
     That’s when I met her. Elizabeth, or Liz as 
she prefers to be called.  And in one of the most 
unlikely places too, Tumblr.  Drawn in by her 
blog and the fact she had her KiK Messenger 
information willingly posted I decided to break 
the ice. The conversation started off simple, a 
bout of heys and how’s your night going, that 
then led to us talking about our nerdy interests. I 
didn’t know exactly what it was then but I knew 
I found someone special. It wasn’t just the shared 
interests but it was the way that she conveyed 
them to me. It was like we were perfectly in 
sync with each other.  From there we talked 
constantly, from our interests like “Pokemon” 
and “Supernatural” all the way to the simple 
foreshadowing of the future that we would share 
together.
      At that point in time, my current relationship 
was on its last few weeks and I had hopes for 
something new.When I think back to those days, 
one specific moment comes to mind.  It was my 
grandparents 90th birthday party, as well as 
their 70th anniversary, and a clip show of their 
long-lasting love was playing. It made me think 
about my life and where it was heading.  I started 

On the Road to Love
Photo courtesy of and story by Alex Spinelli
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to cry, not because of the empathic happiness I 
shared with my fiance at the time but because it 
was then that I realized I didn’t have a long-
lasting future with her.  She wasn’t the one I 
wanted to spend the rest of my life with. I knew 
I needed to find the one I was meant to have a 
future with.
     Once we had 
broken up,  I 
moved back 
into my parents’ 
house and started 
focusing on my 
own future. I was 
24 and knew that 
I wasn’t getting any younger.  I’ve always been 
a strong believer in love at first sight and the 
simplicity of romance so it goes without saying 
that it didn’t take long to fall head over heels for 
a stranger in Michigan. Soon enough we were 
talking and making plans to meet despite the 
distance. 
     With a 10-hour and 658-mile trip ahead of 
me, I finished up my 10-hour closing shift at 
Taco Bell by 3:30 a.m., which was earlier than 
usual, and hit the road. The traffic was light and 
the coffee was strong so I made it to Michigan 
around noon on August 29 in 2014.  When I 
saw her for the first time it took my breath away.  
I drove across the country and there she was, 
standing in front of me smiling.  We embraced 
and kissed and starting talking and catching up; 
I couldn’t stop staring.  Her eyes were a deep 
brown and beautiful and I swear that I could 
see forever.  As the hours passed it was time to 
get ready for a Fall Out Boy concert. Our first 
date. It was a memorable night being able to see 
her favorite band and just finally enjoying the 
company of the girl I’d grown to love over the 
past three months. It might sound cliché, but it’s 
true. It was in that moment that I knew we were 
meant to be. Standing outside Soaring Eagle 
Casino with her by my side was the happiest I’d 
been in months. It was in the way she laughed 
at my bad jokes, smiled just because, lightly 
touched my arm in the car just to make sure it 

wasn’t all a dream. I loved her.
     We spent the weekend driving around West 
Michigan.  She was showing me the sights and 
telling me all about her home state. Despite the 
encroaching cold that everyone seemed to be 
warning against, it seemed like a pretty great 

place to live. One 
thing that struck me 
was the dichotomy 
of architecture in 
Grand Rapids. To 
me, the inner-city 
suburbs reminded me 
of New Jersey with 
the small run-down 

two story houses. It felt like I was driving to 
my grandparents’ house and even though I was 
hundreds of miles away, it felt like home. Being 
downtown, on the other hand felt like I was 
walking the streets of Washington D.C. It had 
the same modern architecture and gentrified feel, 
the medium-sized skyline I had grown to know 
like the back of my hand, even the view from 
I-196 felt the same. Standing at the center of the 
Blue Bridge and looking out towards the city 
with the late summer breeze in the air I knew 
that I was meant to be here; I knew that there 
was something special about the city. Even before 
I had moved to Grand Rapids, it felt home.
      The next time I would take the trip from 
Virginia to Michigan my car would be packed 
from the floor to the roof with clothes, my 
television and video game consoles and other 
necessities. In just 
a few months, 
and with only a 
weekend to base a 
relationship on, I 
was moving across 
country for a girl 
I barely knew and 
nothing could have 
made me happier.  September 23, 2014 was the 
second-best day of my life.  
     We went into Grand Rapids the days after 
I moved up and I was amazed.  Not only was 

“It was in the way she laughed at 
my bad jokes, smiled just because, 
lightly touched my arm in the car 
just to make sure it wasn’t all a 

dream. I loved her.”

the dynamic of the city similar to everything I 
was used to in Washington D.C. but the culture 
was something I’d never seen before.  I couldn’t 
have moved at a better time because Art Prize 
was in full swing.  Seeing the city in a different 
aspect, with crowds and art and the perfect 
blend of community I was in love all over again.  
It really made me feel even more at home in 
Grand Rapids than I could have ever believed.  
Ever since then, we haven’t missed an Art Prize 
together.  
     As the months passed we moved to Comstock 
Park and found an apartment, found new jobs 
and made a life together.  We brought her three-
legged cat with us (that’s a whole other story), all 
of our video games and had help from friends to 
furnish our apartment.  I even adopted a perfect 
kitten.
     A little less than a year later I stood with her 
on the Blue Bridge and proposed, remembering 
the first time in the city and the way it made 
me feel inside.  It brought me back to the first 
weekend I spent in Grand Rapids, learning and 
growing in love with my future wife and the city 
I would call home.
     Almost two years to the date, September 
24, 2016, we were married at Post Family 
Farm.  It was a quaint fall wedding with the 
leaves starting to change and the air growing 
cool.  Friends and family on both of our sides 
were there to celebrate our love and enjoy the 
brisk Michigan air.  Most of my family hadn’t 
even been to the state yet so it was a treat for 

them.  Now as I write 
this I’m six months 
married, happier than 
ever knowing that I 
made the right choice 
moving across the 
country and making 
a positive effort to 
change my life.  Any 

time that I’m driving down the road and see a 
highway sign it reminds me of how far I’ve come.  
It reminds me that Grand Rapids has been the 
home I never knew I needed.

“It brought me back to the first 
weekend I spent in Grand Rapids, 
learning and growing in love with 
my future wife and the city I would 

call home.”

TheCollegiateLive.com | 15  



The Pressure to Pick your Path
by Dakota Marble
Illustration by Cienna Thorndill
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At the age of 4, before I could even 
see over my kitchen counter, I 
would often dream. I’d wander 
through 

the house, puzzled 
by the little things, 
thinking about how 
next year I’d be 
taller, and wiser, and 
broader. I dreamed 
that in my perfect 
world, my mother and 
father would never 
grow older. I dreamed 
then of the next day, 
never realizing that 
before I knew it, I 
would be dreaming of the next year, and so 
on. Soon I would be able to see over that 
kitchen counter into a kaleidoscope of hope, 
fear, and wonder. It’s funny that all three of 
those things could be coherent, and hit you 
so quickly, because when you’re young, you 
never really know what you had to do to be 
realistic and successful. Before I knew it, I 
suddenly woke up at age 18. 
     There has been a sense of urgency in 
recent months to get right into school, and to 
get educated, quick. They say you’re young, 
and have plenty of time, and at the same 
time, you feel like the world is taking off 
without you. And boy is it not an easy mind 
ride. I always knew that I would need to get 
a good education, but it was almost expected 
that I go off to a great four-year school right 
away, and earn a top-notch degree. High 
school might claim to prepare you, but we all 
feel that weight shift 
when we step into our 
first college classroom. 
Because of the way 
my life progressed, 
I always thought it 
would be easier to 
decide what I wanted 
to do and where I 
needed to go to fulfill 
my path. 
     Starting here, when I was around 5 years 
old, I wanted to be a bus driver. It was really 

because of an awesome man named Mr. Ken 
that I had that first dream. He was a quirky 
man with a few great jokes and a wonderful 

smile, the kind that 
was from ear to ear, 
almost meant to show 
true kindness. That 
seemed to be the only 
real importance at age 
5, to be just like Mr. 
Ken when I got older.
Then, there was the 
day that my dream 
changed. March 28, 
2007. I took the stage 
in what was the finale 
of the local talent 

show, Spartan Idol. I was only 8 years old 
then, and still, had no real idea what the 
future was going to be, or how in the world 
to get there. I sang my 
wonderful solo rendition 
of High School 
Musical’s “Breaking 
Free” and enjoyed doing 
so. That night, I was 
crowned champ, and 
boy did that feel special. 
I was definitely going to 
be a professional singer.
     Then again my 
dream changed. It was the summer of 2008, 
and my parents were about to take me to 
my first ever Detroit Tigers’ game. I had no 
real knowledge of the Tigers or the sport of 
baseball in general. When I watched for the 
first time a big league home run sail over the 

fence at Comerica 
Park, and a Tigers’ 
victory, I knew it right 
then: I was going 
to be a professional 
Major League 
Baseball player. 
     Then believe 
it or not, that 
changed. I was 
avid in community 

productions in my hometown, taking part in 
plays and even landing a few leads. The stage 

was so natural to me, so much so that people 
would beg me to share my secret: “How are 
you so comfortable up there?” and I never 
really had the answer. I loved acting, and 
this went back to a dream I had when I was 
younger, to move to Hollywood and become 
a highly paid actor or movie producer.
    When I was in high school, I realized that 
I didn’t have quite the passion for acting or 
producing that I once did. I still placed some 
time for making dumb parodies and funny 
short films with my friends in my free time, 
but knew this wouldn’t be a part of my plan 
to fulfilling my new dream. I also wasn’t 
going to become a Major League Baseball 
player. As a freshman, I was five foot three, 
and 190 pounds. I had little to no speed 
(still don’t) and was not nearly as strong 
as my peers on the field. I loved the game, 
however, and planned to contribute my 

mind in someway to 
baseball throughout 
my life. Another thing 
that happened in 
high school, the fear 
kicked in. Lord, I’m a 
junior already, I have 
the ACT test coming, 
and I haven’t really 
thought about what 
school I want to go to 

after high school.
     Changes happen, and yes, it can be very 
scary. And to quote my favorite movie, 
“Forrest Gump,” “Life is like a box of 
chocolates, you never know what you’re 
going to get.” This much is very true, 
because I’m on a path to God knows where, 
and all I’m trying to do is get there safely. 
The question, however, is where in the world 
do I start? The world is wider, you know, 
than what is over top the kitchen counter, 
and seeing that far is just the beginning. 
Toward the end of my high school career, 
I had my career choices narrowed down to 
about five. One, become a sports broadcaster. 
This journey started when I was in middle 
school, where I began announcing school 
sports in my hometown. I loved baseball, 
still, though my contributions to the game 

"They say you’re young, 
and have plenty of 

time, and at the same 
time, you feel like the 

world is taking off 
without you."

"I’m on a path to God 
knows where, and all 
I’m trying to do is get 

there safely."

"Basically, when 
choosing a path, I 

always worried about 
a change occurring."
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were now going to be limited to my mind 
and voice, my two favorite things. Two, 
become a private investigator. This one 
probably jumps off the 
page as random, but I 
have an avid mind for 
picking up pieces and 
discovering truths. I 
always thought it would 
be cool to catch the 
bad guys as a detective, 
or get the scoops as 
a P.I. Three, go into 
business. I learned that 
I loved accounting in high school. I also was 
intrigued by the data I saw around work as 
I took on more responsibilities and thought 
about being more involved in business. Four, 
become a band director. I loved playing my 
trombone in the jazz, concert, and marching 
bands. I was an avid leader throughout high 
school and thought, “Hmm… why not 
pursue music?” I continuously thought about 
minoring in music in college to pair with 
another career choice, but was often advised 
by music students to either major in it, or 
drop it. Five, practice law. There goes my 
mind again.
     Basically, when choosing a path, I 
always worried about a change occurring. I 
wondered if I would settle into my studies 
and think, “Wow, I’d rather be studying 
neuroscience,” or something along those 
lines. The biggest thing was that having fun 
and taking life slow in high school is alright, 
until you feel like the pressure is mounting, 
and the flow of the adulting “river” is pulling 
too fast downstream. 
     There is an overwhelming pressure to be 
educated. I spent so long thinking about 
where to go to school and for what, that I 
really ran out of time. It was time for senior 
awards night, and there I was, winning 
academic excellence and band awards, while 
most of my friends were walking up on 
stage to accept scholarships from numerous 
universities. I had still yet to decide where 
I would be six months later. Because I was 
involved in so many different activities, 
however, there was usually the daily question 

or nine like, “Where you headed next year?” 
or “What are you studying” or the common 
“What do you want to do after high school?” 

and I usually found 
myself verbalizing 
the same rambled 
worry about there 
being “too many” 
things I want to do, 
or how I’m “not sure 
yet” what the heck 
I want to do. And 
often times I heard, 
“Oh well that’s 

okay, you don’t have to know right away, 
just take your time and things will come to 
you.” It wasn’t until my graduation party 
when I got smart enough to say: “I’m going 
to GRCC to test the waters and get some 
general education out of the way.” This is the 
path I’ve chosen thus far, and I’m still unsure 
where to go next.
     Though community college is a great way 
to go to save money and help you explore 
and give you time to figure out what you 
want to do, it may not always be the most 
“attractive” answer some are looking for. 
And some people may think, “so what? It’s 
smart, do what you got to do”, and as much 
as I agree with that, there is no denying 
there can be an insane amount of pressure 
by some people who 
think that you could 
be further along 
on your path. For 
instance, my sister 
went right to Central 
Michigan University 
and earned her 
bachelor’s degree 
in less than four 
years. She currently 
has an executive 
position at Kohl’s, 
and is starting her 
life already. For years, I bragged that I was 
going to be more successful than her, and 
in an instant. There’s that hope part. But 
ultimately, I have to pick the path I need to 
travel to get there.

"There has always 
been a pressure to be 
educated, the quicker 
the better, the more 
you learn, the more 

you earn."

     I currently am a manager with Culver’s 
and I must say, my advancement with the 
company has been somewhat of a reward 
to me. It has been a great tool for me, not 
only to advance within the company, but in 
my life as a whole. I have learned valuable 
skills and am even coordinating the Training 
Program, while also taking on management 
and development responsibilities. In many 
ways, I have surpassed my potential for this 
stage in a career, and am very proud of where 
I am. When telling people about Culver’s 
though, I can’t help but start to hear a worry 
in those people’s voices when they respond 
to it. See, I took the first semester off this 
past year, and worked full time. I commonly 
heard people say, “Well, you are planning on 
going to school soon, right?” and I usually 
feel pressured to answer with a laugh, and a 
phrase like: “Of course, just regrouping” or 
something in those lines.
     There has always been a pressure to be 
educated, the quicker the better, the more 
you learn, the more you earn. Of course, 
having a degree is something that my 
educators, parents and many of my other role 
models have always told me is a necessity. 
I understand that it is extremely beneficial, 
and I plan on getting there. But what’s 
the rush? I have a great job, I’m taking the 
classes I want to take, and narrowing down 

my career path each 
day. That pressure to 
jump on that path is 
always there. Again, 
I’ve often found myself 
wondering what the 
rush is, and, in today’s 
world, I often find 
myself dreaming 
of the dream I had 
when I was 4, before 
I could see over that 
skyscraper, that 
kitchen counter, that 

hid the rest of the whole wide world from 
me. When I dreamed of the next day, and 
not the next year, and so on. When I could 
allow my mind to change, without fear, only 
hope and wonder. 

"In many ways, I have 
surpassed my potential 

for this stage in a career, 
and am very proud of 

where I am."
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Former football player of GRCC and the 
Arena Football League, Nick Truesdell, has 
been signed by the Minnesota Vikings.

     “It was crazy at first,” Truesdell said. “I always 
believed it was gonna happen and when it did it 
was crazy. It’s a blessing and this just the start of 
it, I feel more ready now than ever in the past.”
      Truesdell, originally from Cincinnati, 
Ohio attended Anderson High School, then 
attended GRCC and played football in 2011. 
Unfortunately, Truesdell’s season was cut short 

with the Raiders due to injury, but he still 
enjoyed his time while in Grand Rapids. 
      “Being in Grand Rapids was a good 
experience,” Truesdell said. “Coach Annese 
was a good coach, and I spent most of my 
time with my teammates.”
       Truesdell, at 27 years old, played for six 
different organizations in the AFL and IFL, 
he spent a small stint with the Indianapolis 
Colts in 2016 before being released before 
training camp. He also has been invited to 

mini-camps as a rookie tryout player with 
the Cincinnati Bengals, Tennessee Titans 
and the Green Bay Packers.  
       Truesdell said his family influenced him 
throughout his journey to the NFL.
      “My parents, grandparents, and my 
two little sisters had an influence on me,” 
Truesdell said. “It was hard for them but 
they stuck with me, they believed in me.”
      On March 26, Truesdell showcased his 
skills in front of NFL teams at the NFL Pro 
Regional Combine, where he recorded a 4.60 
second 40 yard dash while measuring in at 
6-foot-5 250 pounds. 
      Following the combine, Truesdell 
received a call from the Minnesota Vikings, 
and was signed by the team. 
       Truesdell is looking forward to being 
more than just a football player during his 
time in the league.
      “There’s a lot that comes with playing in 
the league, you meet new people, and you 
build a foundation,” said Truesdell. “I want 
to be more than just a football player.”
      Truesdell will play tight end, despite 
playing wide receiver his whole career.
       Donte Robinson, Truesdell’s agent, has 
been with him for three years.
      “He’s progressed very well, he had some 
trouble in the past and what I required 
from him was that his troubles were done,” 
Robinson said. “Once they were done, 
we would have no issues getting him 
somewhere.”
       Truesdell in fact turned his troubles 
around and now he has the opportunity of a 
lifetime. 
       “Nick has changed his whole life,” 
Robinson said. “His whole outlook on life 
has changed and that’s the number one 
thing. Great overall person, cares about 
others, his family, and his craft.”
       Truesdell is now training and preparing 
himself for training camp with the 
Minnesota Vikings.

By Jakhari Carroll
Photo courtesy of Nick Truesdell

GRCC alumni goes pro
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By Kayla Tucker
Photo by Nathan Bidwell

"Home is here."
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Brandon Reyes, 20, is a graphic 
design major at Grand Rapids 
Community College. He works 

and takes a full-time classload. He lives 
with his mom, stepdad and two younger 
sisters. He loves his family and friends, 
and often volunteers and does work in the 
community, more recently at local rallies 
for immigrants. 
      When Reyes was 6 years old, he and 
his mother crossed the Mexican-U.S. 
border, to escape his abusive father, as well 
as the country’s poor economy. The desert 
heat was scorching, and the first time the 
mother and son tried to cross the border 
with a coyote, a person who smuggles 
people across the U.S. border, often for 
a high cost, Reyes’ small, and frightened 
body couldn’t handle it.  
      “We went in a truck,” Reyes said. 
“Next, the truck didn’t work, it got stuck 
in the middle of the desert. And after that, 
he wanted us to push the truck. It didn’t 
work, and he made us walk.”
      Reyes said that when coyotes have 
trucks, it’s easier for families with children 
to make the journey through the desert. 
       “The heat was just so intense,” Reyes 
said. “I was dehydrated ... I was feeling 
dizziness, I just didn’t want to keep going. 
My mom saw that I couldn’t keep going, 
so she decided just to give up.”
       Reyes’ mother led them to a road 
where Immigration police officers often 
passed through, and turned themselves in. 
They were taken to jail. 
       The failed attempt to get across the 
border cost $4,000. They spent three days 
in jail near where they were picked up, in 
Monterrey, Mexico, a city under 150 miles 
from the Texas border. 
      The next time they were able to pay 
$2,500 for a coyote and eventually crossed 
into Arizona.  
       “There were Native Americans helping 
us, and (they) spoke Spanish as well, 

so it was surprising we could actually 
communicate with them,” Reyes said. 
“It was a cabin, it was in the middle of 
nowhere.”
        The cabin 
was in Arizona, 
about an eight 
hour drive from 
Sonora, Mexico, 
where Reyes and 
his mom started 
their second, and 
successful, attempt 
across the border. 
After that, he and 
his mother and 
the others crossing 
were sent to meet individuals in cars. 
       “Besides the Native Americans, there 
were caucasian people who helped too, 
there were two ladies, they took us in the 
car,” Reyes said, talking about how they 
would lower people underneath the seats 
in the cars. “It was a horrible experience 
because I didn’t know why we were 
supposed to get (on) the ground, we’re here 
(in the U.S.), that’s the point.”  
       Next, Reyes and his mother were 
dropped off by the ladies to a Hispanic 
man in Tucson, Arizona. 
      “I didn’t see 
any money being 
transferred, he did 
not pay them for 
anything,” Reyes 
said. “The Native 
Americans did 
the same thing, 
they didn’t charge 
anything.”
       The man 
dropped them off 
in Chicago, where 
they met with an 
uncle. Eventually, Reyes and his mother 
moved to Michigan in November of 2003.

       He recalled the first time he 
experienced snow. 
       “I freaked out because I thought the 

sky was falling,” 
Reyes said. “It was 
really funny.”
        Flash 
forward to now, 
and Reyes, 20, is 
enrolled full-time 
at Grand Rapids 
Community 
College. He 
works full time at 
Chervon North 
America and is 
studying graphic 

design. He lives with his mother and step-
dad, and two younger sisters. 
       The reason Reyes is able to work 
and go to school is because of DACA - 
Deferred Action for Childhood Arrivals. 
This policy, set by former U.S. President 
Barack Obama in 2012, says that certain 
immigrants who entered the country as 
minors can receive a two-year renewable 
deferments from deportation and eligible 
to get a work permit. Essentially, they are 
given an “Alien Registration Number” to 
work as a social security number, so that 

people like Reyes 
can work and go 
to school. They 
have to do one or 
the other, to be 
apart of DACA.
        Reyes said he 
pays $465 every 
two years to renew 
this permit. He 
first got it when he 
was 16.
         Reyes’ 
mother and 

stepfather, on the other hand, are both 
undocumented, meaning they are at 

“We went in a truck. Next, 
the truck didn’t work, it got 
stuck in the middle of the 
desert. And after that, he 

wanted us to push the truck. 
It didn’t work, and he made 

us walk.”

“DACA means a lot to me, 
just because it gives me (a 
chance) to work and go to 

school. That’s a privilege and 
I’m thankful. I’m thankful 
for America for giving me 

that.”
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risk of deportation at any time. Without 
DACA, Reyes would face the same 
uncertainty. His two younger sisters, ages 
8 and 10, were 
both born in the 
U.S. and are the 
only ones in the 
family who are 
legal U.S. citizens. 
         Above 
the stress of 
his classwork, 
work, and the 
current political 
environment, 
Reyes carries 
a lot of worry 
about his family, 
losing his family, his mother, being 
deported and leaving his sisters here 
alone to be separated in foster care. Reyes 
takes his sisters to school and to their 
extracurricular activities while his parents 
are working. He takes all online classes 
so that he can have more free time to go 
to the grocery store and drive his sisters 
around. 
“DACA means a lot to me, just because 
it gives me (a chance) to work and go to 
school,” Reyes said. “That’s a privilege and 
I’m thankful. I’m thankful for America for 
giving me that.”
      DACA 
recipients are not 
often on a path 
to residency. 
Reyes knows 
this, and the new 
administration’s 
negative narrative 
on immigration 
and more intense 
deportation and 
border control 
isn’t making him feel any better about it. 
      “I feel targeted now,” he said, but at 

the same time, “I feel more safe having 
(DACA) than not having it.”
      If deported, Reyes said he wouldn’t 

have a “home” to 
go to in Mexico, 
because he’s 
grown up here his 
entire life. 
      “I will always 
be proud of where 
I was born, but 
home is here,” 
Reyes said. “If 
I were to get 
deported I would 
miss it here just 
like I miss my 
family in Mexico.”

       This September will mark 14 years 
that Reyes has lived in America. 
       Reyes said he thinks the reason the 
path to citizenship is so difficult for DACA 
recipients is because the government is 
making a lot of money off of their bi-
annual payments. 
       At the same time, Reyes is not angry 
at anyone who doesn’t agree with him 
being here. 
        “I was raised to respect other opinions 
and I still do. I don’t have anything 
against Trump supporters because it’s 

the way they 
were reached to,” 
Reyes said. “I 
don’t blame them 
for that because 
it brainwashes 
people.”
       In the 
community, 
Reyes works with 
Michigan United 
to train people on 
how to help an 

immigrant who’s being detained. He also 
helps plan rallies to support immigrants, 

Reyes plans to continue to take classes at 
GRCC in the future. Photo by Nathan 
Bidwell.

"We may not stop the 
deportation but at 

least we know if it is 
happening or not, and 
just hope for the best.”

“I will always be proud 
of where I was born, but 
home is here. If I were to 
get deported I would miss 
it here just like I miss my 

family in Mexico.”

and sometimes acts as security. Reyes, 
who can’t vote without U.S. citizenship, 
also helped register people to vote before 
election day last fall. 
       For now, Reyes is working on getting 
guardianship of his two younger sisters 
and ownership of the house. He said his 
family now talks about politics much more 
at the dinner table and everyone is much 
more engaged in what’s going on. 
       “We cherish the moments (together) 
because we try to stay positive,” Reyes 
said. “‘Nothing is going to happen,’ 
my mom says, at the table, making 
everyone feel safe … We may not stop the 
deportation but at least we know if it is 
happening or not, and just hope for the 
best.”
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It seems like a lot of young people go through 
a period where they feel depressed. They 
feel pessimistic, sad, destroyed and low. It is 

almost like they feel somewhat empty and that 
feeling of emptiness just does not go away. It’s 
like there’s this feeling that something is missing 
or there’s a void in their life that just never 
disappears. And, guilty as charged, I have most 
definitely experienced this, too. I never imagined 

that I would feel like this. Never would I have 
thought that I would go through moments of 
being extremely happy and then extremely sad for 
absolutely no reason, but here I am. 
      For a while now it has been really hard to 
understand why I feel extreme highs and extreme 
lows. I look at my life, and nothing significant has 
happened to make me have these emotions. I go to 
college, have a job, have a supportive family who 

would do anything for me, and the few friends 
that I do have, love me very much. Therefore, I 
really can’t say I am depressed, right? Well, I have 
felt like I am at some points in my life. And it 
was a very confusing emotion for me to accept. 
This feeling gave me the impression that I wasn’t 
good enough. Sometimes I felt like I couldn’t 
accomplish anything, and that I was not good 
enough to achieve any of my goals. And the most 

By Nicole Quigley
Photo by Nathan Bidwell

I Am Good Enough. 
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confusing part to me was what had caused me to 
feel like this. However, now I am learning to deal 
with it and I am learning to realize that this is all 
okay.
       The biggest thing 
that I have learned was, 
you DO NOT have to 
go through anything 
significant or a horrific 
event in order to feel 
this way. Yes, horrible 
things can certainly 
make you feel that 
way, but it can also be 
something as little as 
not feeling accepted, being insecure with who 
you are or being scared for what the future holds. 
And for me, these are all the reasons I felt this 
way. Despite that, I have come to one realization: 
I am not depressed. I do have anxiety, I do have 
mood swings, and I do have feelings of emptiness/
sadness sometimes, but I am not depressed. I may 
have experienced feelings of depression, which 
is perfectly normal for someone my age that is 
going through major life changes constantly. 
But I cannot let that phase me and I cannot keep 
talking myself into being depressed when in 
reality, I am just confused.
      I used to let these emotions control me. I 
would let them dictate what my plans would 
be for the day, or how I would do in school. If I 
wasn’t feeling good enough that week, I wouldn’t 
try in school or I would 
skip the gym. If I was 
feeling great about 
myself I would write 
in my journal, read my 
Bible and study all the 
time. This made me 
realize that feelings of 
depression can make us 
lose sight of our original 
goals. 
      Grand Rapids 
Community College Psychology Department 
Head Frank Conner said that depression, anxiety, 

and feeling “empty” all can be related to a theory 
called “Responsible Hedonism.” Responsible 
Hedonism is a theory developed by a man named 

Walter Ellis, and it 
explains a more proper 
way of dealing with 
behavior and mental 
health for yourself. 
“Responsible Hedonism 
is when you have to do 
for you first, you are the 
most important person 
in your life, and you 
cannot expect others to 
think of you before you 

think of yourself,” Conner said.  
      He explained that it is okay to be selfish, but 
to a certain point.  Once you become too selfish, 
you lose sight of your goals. However, if you think 
of yourself and than care for others, you will 
become more fundamental.  
      “Balance is the hardest thing in life,” Conner 
said. “Becoming functional and evaluating where 
you are at your best self is when you are going to 
start seeing your life go towards the direction you 
want.” 
      Responsible Hedonism can help us become 
healthier mentally and feel better about ourselves.  
If we learn to put ourselves first to figure out who 
we are so we can, in turn, love ourselves, then we 
won’t feel so upset with who we are.  Learning 
about who we are before we learn about others is 

not selfish, but necessary 
to create good, healthy 
relationships.  
      Feelings of sadness 
and unhappiness can 
make us drop everything 
we care about because 
suddenly, we feel like we 
aren’t cared about. But, 
in reality, if you care 
about yourself, and do 
everything to make you 

the best version of yourself, all of the hate, grief, 
or misery you are feeling will disappear. Once you 

stop trying so hard to fit in, you will find out that 
the people who really love you will still be there, 
waiting for you to figure yourself out. And those 
people who are there for you when you can’t even 
begin to understand who you are, are the people 
you need to keep close to you. 
       Below, I have developed a list of my five top 
ways to help alleviate anxiety, and help people 
work through these emotions.
1. Take one hour everyday to do something that 
you truly enjoy.  Whether that is reading, writing, 
running, painting, do it.  You won’t regret it.
2. Try developing one healthy habit you do not 
already do Exercise, eat vegetables, give up chips, 
get more sleep, etc.
3. Get off your phone, social media and other apps 
and electronics an hour before bed to truly fall 
into deep REM sleep.
4. Talk to someone about your emotions.  Journal 
it, see a counselor on campus or talk to a friend.
5. Make an agenda everyday to follow. When we 
have a set schedule, we end up reaching goals, 
getting more done, and have less time to allow our 
mind to wander.

"I do have anxiety, I 
do have mood swings, 
and I do have feelings 
of emptiness/sadness 

sometimes, but I am not 
depressed."

"If we learn to put 
ourselves first to figure out 
who we are so we can, in 
turn, love ourselves, then 

we won’t feel so upset with 
who we are."

Spring Lake High School has recently 
created a project that is promoting self-love. 
#thechalkboardproject is a hashtag that 
students of the school have created and it is 
currently trending on Instagram. What these 
students are doing is taking a picture holding 
a chalkboard with a word written on it that 
usually would be considered "unkind" that 
they have learned to embrace. Many students 
will write words such as: fat, skinny, slut, 
dumb, etc. I have been called many names 
in my lifetime thus far but have learned to 
embrace them and use them as a strength. 
On my chalkboard I wrote "too emotional." 
Many times in my life I was told that I have 
too many emotions, cry too much, think too 
much and care way too much. However, I have 
learned that this just means I am a compas-
sionate person and it means that I really care 
about the people in my life. I will forever 
embrace being "too emotional."
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Transitioning from high school 
to college could be one of 
the hardest transitions any 
student could go through. 

While going through this transition, 
one has to go through a different 
environment, new people, more 
responsibility and much more. Many 
students struggle with this transition 

because it is a sudden change and not 
everyone is prepared for this. I thought 
that this transition would be certainly be 
difficult for me to deal with, as I go to a 
small high school with about 400-500 
students. Colleges are much more bigger 
with at least 5,000 students within one 
college. This and many more factors had 
me fearing that I would have a tough 

time transitioning from high school to 
a college, but an opportunity arose in 
my high school; I was told that I could 
take dual enrollment classes during my 
senior year of high school. This would 
allow me to begin taking college courses 
while I am still in high school instead of 
going directly into a college without any 
experience on what it would be like. It 

Double dipping: starting college as a high school student 
by Omar Vasquez-Chavez
Photo by Kayla Tucker
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may have been a struggle, but there were 
many benefits from this opportunity. 
      Around the springtime of my junior 
year, a number of students and I were 
called down for a meeting. I wondered 
what this meeting could be about, our 
SAT tests, senior year, volunteer work, 
or anything like that. Once I went into 
the conference room, there were about 
15 other students there, with a few more 
coming in after me. Our counselor and 
assistant principal were there and they 
told us of the opportunity to take dual 
enrollment classes our senior year. In 
place of taking two electives for our 
schedule, we could take two classes at 
our school that were taught by Grand 
Rapids Community College professors. 
We would get high school and college 
credit, and we wouldn’t have to pay 
to take the classes. This seemed like 
a great opportunity for me to get a 
head start in college and I could get a 
feel for what college classes would be 
like without having to go straight into 
college without an idea. Since I am a 
first generation college student, I did 
not have family that could tell me much 
about how it is like in college. This 
would allow me to learn before I fully 
enroll. While there would be a lot of 
responsibility on me to not fall behind 
in class and to take it serious, I felt like I 
could handle it and I would benefit very 
much from doing this. 
      At the start of the school year, 
our first two hours were college 
classes. English 101 on Mondays and 
Wednesdays, and Intro to College on 
Tuesdays and Thursdays. This meant 
that the first class of the year that I took 
would be my college class. The first 
few days of class were not very hard, 
as they were more about introduction 

to the class. As the weeks went by, it 
continuously became harder and more 
intense. I have dealt with stressful 
classes before, but this was different. 
I would have many assignments due 
and essays to write, and it was a lot 
to deal with. One of my worst habits 
is procrastination, and this was more 
evident in my college classes. I had to 
adapt to the amount of work there was 
in college and how to manage my time 
better for all my assignments. However, 
this was the reason I was taking these 
classes, to find out my weaknesses and 
strengths before I enrolled full time in 
college. The semester concluded, and I 
did really good with my classes. I did 
not fall behind, I did not procrastinate 
as much as I used to and I got my first 
experience with college coursework. It 
was a great experience, but I thought 
that maybe it would be better if I did 
more than just the classes that my school 
offered.
      During the winter, I asked my 
counselor if I could take more classes at 
GRCC instead of the classes that were 
offered here at my high school. She told 
me that I could and to tell her what 
classes I was planning to take. After 
thinking about what classes would fit in 
my schedule and which ones interested 
me, I decided on taking English 101, 
Intro to French, and Journalism. With 
the amount of credits that I was taking, 
I was considered a part-time college 
student while also being a high school 
student at the same time. 
      At the beginning of the winter 
semester, I started my first day being a 
dual-enrolled student at the campus. 
This was a weird feeling as I did not 
know what to expect and since I had 
not gone here before, I felt like I would 

be lost and I felt a little out of place. My 
first day of class was not so difficult, as 
I only had one class and it was around 
the time I normally took classes at high 
school. This class was two hours, so it 
was longer than the typical hour and a 
half class, but it did not feel too long. It 
was an interesting feeling because I had 
never met these students before and it 
was a very different feeling than taking 
classes at my high school.
       The next day I had two classes, so it 
was more of a typical college schedule. 
Although it was only two classes, it 
did feel like it was a lot to do in such a 
short amount of time. I took six classes 
at my high school, but these classes are 
not very hard and only one hour long. 
However, two classes in college are more 
work than six classes at high school. I 
needed to do more work and listen more 
than I normally did. It was beneficial 
though, as I was more exposed to 
campus life and I saw more people and 
how they went about in college. 
       Being able to take college courses 
while still in high school is the best way 
to have an easier transition between 
high school and college. Many students 
struggle when starting college because 
they do not know what to expect when 
they get there, especially first generation 
college students. With dual enrollment, I 
could go to college like any other college 
student can, take the same classes, be 
treated as a college student, and all 
while I am still in high school. 
      I graduate from my high school in 
May of this year, and I plan to enroll 
in at the University of Michigan to 
pursue my career goals of being an 
engineer. 
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The overhead lights in the 
auditorium dim and spotlights 
shine on the two sides of the 

stage. In the center is the far too large TV 
screen that displays the two teams’ logos. 
From above and throughout the speakers 
you can hear the announcers preparing 
to start the show. The atmosphere feels 
heavy with anticipation and we await for 
our team to arrive. Then it happens. The 
spotlights hit colored jerseys and jackets 
and reflect the radiant colors as the logo 

by Luke Martin
Photo by Kayla Tucker

Esports: Taking the World by Storm
of the team is now taking the full screen 
above. The players walk out and head 
towards the front of the stage in a line as 
the announcers call out their names. In 
an instant the crowd goes from screaming 
to quiet when the other side of the room 
illuminates with a different color when the 
second combating team arrives. They walk 
out towards the front of the stage opposite 
of their five opponents under the blaring 
of spotlights and fans shouting. After the 
day is announced to start the players turn 

around and head towards their battlefield 
where they will compete in front of 
thousands of fans. The only difference 
between them and the rest of the world is 
how their battlefield doesn’t exist in this 
world. These two teams will do battle in 
on their screens in the world of esports.
     Esports is the contest between two 
organizations or teams in competitive 
video gaming. Like most other sporting 
events, esports will pull a consistent 
audience to watch the players perform. 
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In some esports games, such as Dota 2 
or League of Legends, they will sell out 
events far before the actual tournament 
dates. It’s not just in the states that esports 
has taken off either, this is an international 
sport. In many esport competitions there 
are multiple nationalities competing 
against each other. Thousands of people 
will flock towards these stadiums to watch 
other people play videogames for fun.
     Watching others play video games has 
become a certain appeal to many of people 
internationally. Just like how we enjoy 
going to a football game to watch others 
do something that we can’t, thousands 
get behind small groups of players to 
watch them perform at a videogame that 
we can only dream of being that skilled. 
Like professional athletes, the professional 
competitive gamers are paid quite well. 
Some of the higher paid athletes have 
made over 1.5 million dollars within 3 
years of playing professionally. Their job 
requires them to put in countless hours 
playing video games everyday. Esports is 
a high stakes profession. With so many 
people in the world that play video games, 
there is always fear that someone could 
overtake you as a player and you don’t 
only lose your spot on the team, but your 
career. For many esports players they chose 
to pursue competitive gaming instead of 
going to college. 
      Esports is slowly starting to take the 
world by storm. For the largest esports 
game in particular, League of Legends, 
the amount of international attention as 
well as local attention rivals that of major 
sporting events. In just this past year they 
hit two milestones for competitive video 
gaming. They had a player earn more than 
a million dollars playing video games, as 
well as hosted a tournament at a sold out 
Madison Square Garden arena. 
     There are major tournaments all over 
the world year round in locations like 

Europe, South Korea and South America. 
The world of esports is vastly growing 
and is nowhere near it’s peak. It has just 
recently started to harbor media and major 
news outlets have started covering it for 
its competitive league with university 
students. The only direction from here is 
up for the world of competitive gaming.
     The world of esports is becoming 
a spectacle that anyone can join into. 
There's currently seven colleges in the 
U.S. that are offering scholarships to 
play competitive video games for their 
team. Some of the big name universities 
supporting esports scholarships are 
Columbia College, Robert Morris 
University and Miami University. In these 
schools to help aid their new professional 
gamers in training, they are building video 
game practice facilities to help maximize 
video game time and improvement. A lot 
of what is being built is modeled after PC 
bangs from Korea. PC bangs are local 
hang out spots that are just filled with 
computers and video games, where you 
come in and pay for computer time and 
play until your time is up. It’s a great 
place to practice playing video games 
competitively with all the other people 
who come for that reason. 
     If you are interested in getting into 
competitive gaming there are many outlets 
to help you get into it. An organization 
called the Collegiate Star League, www.
cstarleague.com,  allows players from all 
over the united states to form their own 
teams within their schools and find local 
competitions near them where they can 
look to improve and compete for cash 
prizes. Many players from universities 
start with their teams here and once they 
continue winning and get recognized, 
their universities will start to pick up 
and fund the teams. This organization 
is also very helpful to find other players 
around you that you might be able to 

start practicing with. With eight different 
competitive games to choose from, It’s 
easy to find one that you like and want to 
compete in. 
      The world of esports is similar to that 
of the athletic leagues that we are all used 
to watching on TV or in real life. The fans, 
the media, the money. The esports scene 
is starting to become more recognized 
as local news stations are starting to do 
recaps on competitive matches. The BIG 
10 Network just recently had a segment 
recapping a competitive game of League 
of Legends. The opportunity to use the 
years and thousands of hours playing 
video games is at an all time high as 
the competitive scene is starting to take 
younger and younger players. In some 
games the players are coming straight 
out of high school to compete on a global 
stage. In the matter of a couple of months 
you could go from a nerdy no name who 
hides how much they play video games, to 
a living legend recognized by hundreds of 
thousands of fans. 
     The world of esports is a growing 
industry that is still working it’s way in 
the world. Right now we only have a few 
colleges that provide methods to get into 
the industry early but the numbers are 
supposed to jump within the next year. 
As competitive scenes are jumping up 
everywhere for a vast number of games 
the esports scene itself is expanding and 
encouraging newcomers. If you don’t feel 
like playing competitive video games is 
the life choice that you desire, then you 
can always look to local tournaments to 
compete in for fun or just to try to win 
cash prizes. The video game industry 
and esports scenes are continuously 
growing franchises that are expanding in 
popularity and now is the prime time to 
get involved.
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When I was young I always believed 
that in order to find spiritual truths 
or experience the “sacred and 

divine,” one would have to travel the world 
going to different holy lands like Jerusalem or 
India. But I’ve come to realize that the truth 
is everywhere. The truth isn't contained in any 
certain culture or religion. It has no ethnic 
bounds or denomination. You don’t have to 

have the perfect, ideal circumstances to know 
and understand the truth. You don’t even have 
to be anybody special, or spend years living in 
monasteries, praying, practicing meditation or 
yoga.
      I strongly believe that we all stand at the 
center of our own perfect truth. I have learned 
that the the universal truths of the spiritual life 
are only alive and present in our own unique 

personal experience - here and now. The place 
where you are standing or sitting reading this 
right now is sacred, no matter where you are. 
This very moment is sacred.
      I’ve spent the vast majority of the last 
eighteen years locked up in jail, mental 
institutions, and prisons. (Go ahead, form your 
opinions of me, criminal, low-life, lunatic, they 
don’t affect me at all.) I’m telling you this not 

Being nobody, Going nowhere 
by Joseph Hileski
Photo by Nathan Bidwell
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because I’m proud of it, or want you to think 
I’m some badass, but because this was my own 
unique personal experience in which I came to 
understand some of those universal truths and 
became awoken to the “sacred.”
      Jail is where my spiritual journey began. The 
first time I went to jail I ended up in a cell all by 
myself with absolutely nothing but my one jail 
outfit and some toilet paper; no mat, blanket or 
anything. After a few weeks with nothing, the 
empty cores of the toilet paper rolls became very 
precious to me. I remember looking so deeply 
at the hollow, cardboard tubes and seeing, 
contained in them, the whole universe. The 
sunlight, the oxygen, the earth, the trees, the 
clouds, the waters of the earth, even the bees 
that pollinate the blossoms, which produced 
the seeds, that grow the trees from which the 
precious toilet paper cores are produced. I even 
visualized all the people involved in the many 
different processes it took to get me to be locked 
in a jail cell and to have and hold that amazing 
phenomenon called “toilet paper tube.” In that 
sacred, enlightening moment, after thinking a 
little about the use of the toilet paper itself and 
the workers at the sewage treatment plant, I 
recall laughing a little and feeling truly happy 
for the first time in my life. At that moment 
I realized that happiness is not dependent on 
external circumstances.
      That was the beginning of what turned out 
to be a one-year jail sentence. I was only 17 at 
the time. After getting into a fight, I ended up 
spending practically the whole time in solitary 
confinement, in a part of the jail that they call 
an Alternative Segregation Unit, with a camera 
on me 24 hours a day. With only myself and 
books for company I became immersed in the 
world of literature and philosophy. I developed 
a love and passion for reading, which I still 
cherish to this day.
      It was during this time, of what turned 
out to be many years, of incarceration that 
I read my first books about the teachings of 
The Buddha and mindfulness and meditation 
practices. Being locked in a cell for what seemed 

like forever was the ideal conditions for the 
cultivation of mindful awareness and mental 
discipline. I would meditate daily, each day 
increasing the length time spent practicing. 
      Being locked in my tiny, dingy cell all day 
gave me the perfect opportunity to get to know 
my own mind. If you don’t know your own 
mind, you won’t be able to see the true nature of 
reality. The most important thing in the whole 
world is to know your own mind and how it 
functions, and work at training it to perform 
better. This is what true spirituality is all about.
      As I progressed in my meditation practice, 
I began to notice changes right away. I felt 
less anxious, more alert and better able to 
concentrate. I felt a deep sense of peace, as a 
pleasant type of calmness mixed with a slight 
exhilaration. My simple, dreary prison cell 
became a holy place. Silence was bliss. I found 
myself not being attracted as much as before 
to reading novels but being pulled toward 
the spiritual and sitting quietly in  meditative 
absorption.
      That was when I took my first steps as a 
“seeker of truth.” I embarked on this quest 
with the intention to become the absolute best 
person I could be, not for the sake of myself 
but with only the aspiration of being best able 
to benefit others, not just myself. The whole 
basic premise of Buddhism is that it is possible 
that we all can awaken from the unhappiness 
and suffering of the dream like illusions and 
delusions that we're trapped in. The best thing 
we can do for mankind is to wake up and help 
dispel the ignorance and deluded behavior in 
our own lives.
       A Buddhist prayer that I’ve memorized 
and love says, “May all beings everywhere with 
whom we are inseparably interconnected, be 
fulfilled, awakened, liberated, and free. May 
there be peace in this world and throughout 
the entire universe, and may we all together 
complete the spiritual journey.” 
       When I finally got out of jail that first time 
I remember sincerely pursuing spirituality with 
relentless fervor, but I was much more foolish at 

that time than I am now. I was full of lust and 
desire. Being separated as long as I was from all 
of the sensual pleasures of the free world that 
were all easily available for me now, I quickly 
became distracted. I became caught up in the 
relentless seeking after of momentary sensory 
gratification, exploring the world of hard drugs, 
alcohol and sexuality.
       Soon I got locked back up and was 
returned to the same “peaceful” environment 
of solitary confinement from which I was just 
released four months earlier. I picked up where 
I’d left off diligently studying spirituality. 
Practicing mindfulness and meditation and 
taking a vow of renunciation. I no longer 
wanted to partake in the worldly life of 
materialism, sensual pleasures, sex and drugs. I 
wanted to be a good person, to live a pure and 
holy life. But my ego and attachments to desires 
were too strong.
       Over the next 10 years I repeated the cycle 
of getting locked up and becoming all spiritual 
and getting back out and starting to commit 
crimes and use drugs. I felt as if I was at war 
with myself, my intentions versus my desires. 
I started to become aware of the futility of 
clinging to desire. I started to realize even when 
I did get out and fulfilled all of my fantasies, 
longings and cravings, ultimately I was still 
never satisfied. I would always still want more 
and more. No matter what it was, material 
possessions, drugs, or sexual encounters. No 
matter how good the drugs or sex was, it never 
seemed to fulfill the expectation I had set up 
in my mind for it. I always wanted something 
better, sexier, more. 
       It says in the classic, ancient Chinese 
spiritual teaching of the Tao Te Ching, “The 
secret waits for eyes unclouded by longing.” 
The unawakened mind seems to always be 
conflicted about the way things really are. To 
follow a spiritual path, and stay on course, I 
believe we must try to understand the whole 
process of creating conflict, within ourselves 
and without, how it starts and how to end 
it. War and conflict’s roots are grounded in 
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ignorance, confusion, and misunderstanding. 
Misunderstanding causes a struggle in life, 
avoiding pain or clinging to pleasures that, by 
their very nature, can never be truly satisfying.
      One of my favorite quotes is from 
Aryadeva’s “Four Hundred Stanzas on the 
Middle Way”: “As there is no end to this ocean 
of suffering, why are you, who are bound by 
this, not afraid?”
      The reason I was not afraid, at that time, 
was because I was clouded in ignorance. I was 
still too full of desire, still desperately thirsty 
for sensory pleasures. I was too attached to 
the perception of who I thought I was, and 
where my life was supposed to take me, and 
was clinging way too tightly to it all. I was still 
perceiving what was in the nature of suffering 
to be as in the nature of happiness. Because I 
had no fear of suffering, there was no thought 
of liberation from it, and since I had no thought 
of liberation, there was no possibility of 
attaining it.
       I still didn’t understand. I was still too 
ignorant to realize the significance of the Four 
Noble Truths taught by The Buddha: that life 
is pervaded by a gnawing sense of disatisfaction 
that underlies the whole of our experience; that 
this unsatisfactoriness is caused by clinging to 
desire; that it is possible to put an end to this 
suffering; and that the way to end it is through 
moral discipline, concentration, and intuitive 
wisdom. I just didn’t get it. What is it that I 
have to do to be truly happy and content and 
stay that way? Not desire anything? That's 
impossible.
      So, after establishing a significant criminal 
record of property crimes, drug possession 
and domestic violence, and being diagnosed 
with manic depressive and schizoaffective 
disorders, inevitably I graduated from the small, 
isolating worlds of jail and mental institutions 
to the vast industrial complex of the Michigan 
Department Of Corrections prison system. 
There I started to attend the prison’s Buddhist 
service, where I had access to a whole library 
of Buddhist books and other people to talk to 

who seemed to be quite knowledgeable of the 
teachings and practices. With the added benefit 
of these invaluable resources I accelerated on 
my spiritual path, immersing myself completely 
into the teachings of The Buddha, which 
is called “The Dharma.” I read every book 
available and discussed every trivial point and 
aspect of Dharma that came to my attention.
       Now, after getting out of prison for the 
third time seven years later, I think I’m finally 
starting to wake up. For some reason, probably 
grounded in my Protestant upbringing, I felt 
to be spiritual was to turn away from and 
renounce “worldly life.” I’m realizing now 
though that Dharma is about living life more 
fully not escaping it. I don’t mean just being 
more mindful and aware, although that is a big 
part of it. I mean that no aspect of our personal 
experiences needs to be rejected on the spiritual 
path. With this more inclusive perspective, even 
desires can be treated as a valuable part of the 
journey. So I’m beginning to relax my desires, 
to not feel guilty or ashamed of them, to be 
simple and easy with them, knowing that the 
journey itself is the reward.
       Renunciation, for me, seen in this new way 
brings along with it a more positive emotional 
connotation. I feel a sense of a joyful spirit 
emerging with this new understanding that's 
unfolding. With the belief that enlightenment 
and liberation are a real possibility, I’m more 
clearly recognizing the nature of suffering; 
becoming disillusioned or disgusted with the 
whole of materialism and the mundane, egoic, 
ceaseless chasing after sensory gratification. I’m 
bringing into alignment my desires with my 
spiritual aspirations, sincerely confronting my 
tendency to cling; the always wanting of more. 
I’m stopping the compulsive thoughts and 
habitual behaviors I always used to have, and 
the clinging they always seemed to provoke. 
       I’ve learned that I do not have to give up 
desire, I only need to turn my attention toward 
it in an honest way. By opening to the desires of 
the everyday, free world, I can continue to open 
to the desires of the spiritual world. They are 

not in opposition to each other, but are different 
aspects of the same sacred experience, with 
one serving as a portal into the other. My new 
perspective of renunciation is functioning in a 
way as to not dampen down my desires but to 
liberate them. By setting desire up as my enemy 
and then attempting to destroy it, I was trying 
to eliminate one of the most precious of our 
human qualities; desire is our natural response 
to suffering. Buddhism seems to provide the 
perfect applicable path for me, it teaches that 
even the most sensual of desires can be recruited 
into practice and used to help  train the mind. 
        Renunciation of my hurried, restless, 
starving desires seems to be deepening my 
capacity for a more passionate engagement with 
the world. All life is precious, every moment of 
consciousness is precious. To be able to see the 
preciousness of all life, of all things, we must 
bring our full attention and awareness to it, 
whoever or whatever it is. Most especially our 
own consciousness and the experience of the 
precious present moment. 
        Even though our lives seem to be 
pervaded by almost inexplicable feelings of 
unsatisfactoriness, whether or not these feelings 
are brought about by change, loss, fear, pain 
or desire, we must learn how deal intelligently 
with them. It’s helpful, I find, to think of it all 
as part of the practice, or as being “more grist 
for the mill.”
        Also, my view about myself has completely 
shifted. I used to see myself as isolated, alone 
and in need. I was very attached to this 
concept of me being separate and I felt like I 
always had to go somewhere or make progress 
materialistically, or whatever. Now I’m looking 
more deeply and compassionately at the concept 
of my so called “self,” viewing it as I once 
did that sacred toilet paper tube so long ago, 
knowing that I and the universe are one. The 
Buddha taught that there is “no-self.” 
       So I’m understanding now that really I’m 
nobody, and since I’m nobody, I keep asking 
myself, where could there be that I possibly 
need to go? 
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It just takes one moment to cause a turn 
in your life that can throw you way off 
track. Going down is easy, going back up 
is hard. Going down all started my Junior 

year in high school.  I’m a senior now a month 
away from graduating, and I’m still struggling 
to get back up to where I was.
     Junior year is the year all eleventh graders 
in the nation have to take the SAT test that can 
decide what college you get admitted to. For 
being in high school for two years already, I 
never once thought my GPA would go from a 
consistent 4.0 to a straight 3.5 throughout the 
whole three trimesters. My past self would look 
at me dumbfounded and ask what in the world 
did I do to end up like that. Well, to answer 
that question, it all started with the new year. 
      I recall starting off as a junior with being 
confident with myself. I got a five in my AP 
exam for Spanish. I was fourth in my class only 
being beaten by three people with 4.0 GPAs 
and above. So to start my year off, I had some 
advanced classes, was in sports, band, and I 
had a part-time job. My problem was that I 
didn’t prioritize any of these things other than 
my job and soccer. I always prefered to hang 
out with my friends than do any school work or 
go to my band rehearsals on Mondays. So the 
school work would pile up, absences started to 
increase immensely, and time management was 
out the window. I also began to choose people 
I shouldn’t have over others. I didn’t realize 
just a small group of people can whip me into 
skipping relentlessly, breaking school codes, 
and just focusing on what’s next. 
       Soccer practice was from 6 to 8 p.m. Once 
I got home from school, that meant I only had 
three hours to myself. Yet, that still got cut in 
half because I had to pick up my siblings, eat, 
and then get ready for practice. I never wanted 
to start my school work because I was never 
motivated, and I always thought about soccer. 
After the intense conditioning, I hung out 
with my friends, and I wouldn’t get home until 
10 or 11 p.m. Once I got back, though, I was 

too tired to do any work, so I was only able to 
shower and go to sleep. The only times I ever 
did work was when it was due the next day. 
That caused me to stay up until it was all done 
after my practice. I rarely went to sleep at the 
appropriate time or just sometimes didn’t even 
sleep at all. 
       Although through that mini chaos 
through that whole mess of a trimester, I 
ended it with an amazing 3.611 GPA. This 
to some people might seem good, but not 
when your teachers start questioning you and 
that you’re on the road to failure because of a 
sudden change in your GPA. Hence the sudden 
change, my supervising teachers started asking 
me if everything was okay. This is when they 
started telling me that I should really consider 
changing up my ways and start managing my 
time better. That didn’t spark into my mind at 
the moment though, because the next couple of 
months were worse than the first. 
      The first thing I did when the second 
trimester started up was ask my supervising 
teacher what my rank was after the new GPAs 
have been put in. It turned out I went down 
three ranks and was no longer fourth in my 
class, but seventh. Yet, seeing that didn’t even 
stop me, I was still barely ever home. I was 
always going out in the second trimester, the 
only difference from first tri was that I started 
going to parties so I didn’t think about school 
once. Instead, while sitting in class as the 
teacher is explaining something on the board, 
I was thinking about the upcoming party or 
maybe about what my friends and I are going 
to do. All I cared about was my social life. It 
got really bad to the point that I didn’t feel any 
remorse for missing assignments. Just another 
mark for the list.
       Yes, at some point towards the end of 
second trimester, I realized I needed to get 
myself back up again. I ended it with a 3.533, 
knocking down almost a whole 0.1. That 
just shook me to the core because I thought 
I couldn’t have gotten any lower. I regained 

sense of what’s right and started to shake some 
people and bad habits off once third trimester 
began. I was ready to take on my new start. 
That included me having a new class that tri: 
Anatomy. That class was on a 5.0 grading, so 
passing it would bump my GPA hopefully 
more up. Also with this new start, the SAT test 
was right around the corner. All year I didn’t 
really care for it, when I really should have. I 
thought I was smart enough. I was too good to 
get a low score. When the big test was around 
the corner, I regained back old friendships and 
was starting to get back on track. Yeah, I was 
supremely late on it, but better late than never. 
After taking the test, it had me scared for a bit, 
not knowing what my score was. I kept to my 
work though and kept pushing through to not 
accept anything below a B. Toward the end of 
the school year, I ended it with a 3.5 GPA and 
with a SAT score being an 1140. I was able to 
sustain my GPA from dropping any worse and 
kept it higher than average. Which did bring 
me down to being 10 in the Top 10, but I’m 
just glad I could still say I’m in it. My score 
was still higher than average, but it wasn’t 
what I was expecting to get into University of 
Michigan. Yet, at the end, all I could say is that 
I did it without messing up my entire life up. 
       I was so concerned about living in the 
moment, which is not a bad thing at all, but 
I was focusing too much on living in the 
moment that I forgot my goals in life; going 
to the University of Michigan. I was then 
supposed to go onto medical school and 
finish all of my schooling for a cardiothoracic 
surgeon. This no longer is an option for me 
because of this whole year that U of M deferred 
me, which is not as bad as being rejected but it 
does bring down your morale. On the bright 
side, I am now fully convinced to what school 
I will go to: Western Michigan for the four 
year Pre-Med program, and I have my eyes set 
on my future and I will not set them off of my 
goals ever again.

Going Back Up
by Jesus Sanchez
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Sports are a pastime for many and a 
passion for some. The ability to play 
sports at a low cost makes playing 
sports or finding a new hobby has 

become easier and less expensive for people 
of all walks of life to enjoy. The Greater 
Grand Rapids area offers a vast opportunity 
for entertainment for people of all ages. 

People of all ages that have an athletic 
mindset or a competitive itch have the ability 
to play sports or find inexpensive sports 
entertainment easily in Grand Rapids.
From open gyms to golf courses and skating 
rinks, there is plenty to do for sports lovers 
in Grand Rapids. 

ICE SKATING RINKS: 
There are a lot of ice arenas that house 
ice hockey rinks, the two that are most 
prominent in the Greater Grand Rapids 
area are Patterson Ice Arena and Griff’s 
Icehouse at Belknap Park. Patterson Ice 
Arena is located on Patterson Avenue in 
Kentwood. Griff’s Icehouse is located at 

by Austin Chastain
Photo by Nathan Bidwell
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Belknap Park just off of Plainfield Avenue 
Grand Rapids. These rinks offer a multitude 
of opportunities to play hockey and learn 
how to skate through lessons and open 
skating. There are only a few requirements to 
actually play hockey - helmets, pads, skates 
and a stick are needed. There are shops in 
each building that sells those items, or a less 
expensive option would be a used sporting 
goods store, with prices ranging from $5-15.
GOLF COURSES:
Many golf courses in the area are private, 
meaning you need to either be a member 
of the club or know someone who is to get 
on these courses. The following are public 
courses, the ones you can get on with no 
problem. Many courses have the same rules 
in terms of dress code and other equipment 
-no metal spikes in shoes and bringing your 
own clubs in some instances. 
Golf Club at Thorneapple Pointe:
This 18-hole course is well maintained 
and a long, challenging, but fantastic play. 
Walking is an option and physically doable, 
and carts make a whole different experience 
for golfers not just at Thornapple Pointe, but 
everywhere. 
Scott Lake Country Club:
The place where “Golf Is Fun” (course 
slogan) is located in Comstock Park, within 
15 minutes of downtown Grand Rapids. 
There are three, nine hole courses, all of 
which offer a variety of challenges on each 
hole. Elevation and undulation (fancy name 
for hills) and a quality practice facility make 
Scooter Pond (affectionate name among 
members and frequent players) a fantastic 
place to practice, learn and play the game of 
golf. 
(EVERYONE’S FAVORITE EVEN IF 
YOU’RE TERRIBLE AT IT) BOWLING:
There are many, many bowling alleys in 
the area. One of my personal favorites is 
Northfield Lanes on Plainfield in Grand 
Rapids. Northfield is a clean and upbeat 
place for people of all kinds to venture and 

bowl with friends to have a good time. 
Weeknights after the leagues play, games and 
shoes are only $1. This is one of the better 
bowling alleys in the area, it’s inexpensive 
and close to the downtown Grand Rapids 
area so students can bowl after school with 
friends. 
SWING:
Swing dancing is not really a traditional 
sport that requires competitive genes. The 
Grand Rapids Swing Society hosts swing 
dancing every Tuesday night at various 
locations throughout downtown Grand 
Rapids. During the warm months of the 
Michigan complex that is our weather, 
Swing is held at Rosa Parks Circle. This is 
the location where, last year, they broke the 
Guinness World Record for most people 
swing dancing at once. Reports are that they 
are looking to break that record once again, 
this coming summer. 
SNOW SPORTS:
We all know in Michigan that snow sports 
are especially popular. Many people grab 
their snow gear and travel to places across 
the country, just to quench the thirst of 
skiing or snowboarding down a massive 
mountain and try not to hurt themselves in 
a horrific fashion. Locally,  West Michigan 
still has a lot to offer.
Cannonsburg Ski Area
Oh wait, that’s it. Unless you make the trek 
up to Boyne Mountain and Resort. 
PICK-UP SPORTS:
This is for people who LOVE to play 
competitive sports. There are now apps that 
allow you to see who else is playing the sport 
you want! InfiniteHoops is for - you guessed 
it - cricket! A mere joke friends, it’s for 
basketball. 
For soccer there is an app called MeetUp, 
I know it sounds (or reads, maybe looks??)  
sketchy, as long as you talk to the person/
people you want to meetup with beforehand, 
you will be okay! 
These apps can be found on the App Store or 

on Google Play. 
SWIMMING AND DIVING: 
For those who aspire to become the next 
Michael Phelps (hey, even Michael Phelps 
never thought anyone could beat Mark 
Spitz) there are a TON of places to swim, or 
dive if your heart desires. The possibilities 
are endless, but here are a few options.
GR Kroc Center:
A community center located at 2500 
Division Ave NE S, not too far away from 
Main Campus. The Kroc Center offers 
family swimming nights.
Forest Hills Aquatic Center:
The swimming and diving center that houses 
Forest Hills Public Schools swimming and 
diving teams. This center also offers open 
swim nights for children of all ages. It is 
located at 660 Forest Hill Ave SE.
Kentwood Aquatics Center:
Offers open swim nights for families and 
children, as well as swimming and diving 
classes. The address is 6230 Kalamazoo Ave 
SE.
ROWING:
If you’re not afraid of the water, and maybe 
want to try something new, the Grand 
Rapids Rowing Association Boathouse 
should be your destination! Even if you have 
little to no experience rowing (I would be the 
latter, but I’m also terrified of water) you can 
still attend adult learn to row experiences at 
this boathouse. 
There are a lot of options coming along for 
the summer, but also for winter when Hell 
(Michigan) literally freezes over. There are 
open fields with soccer goals and softball 
fields. These are great, last-ditch ideas. The 
Ford Fieldhouse on Main Campus at GRCC 
is also a fantastic option as it has workout 
rooms, running track and a gymnasium to 
play basketball, volleyball or indoor soccer. 
The possibilities here in Greater Grand 
Rapids, are quirky and can seem far-fetched 
from “traditional sports.”
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Being Wiccan in a family of Christians
Growing up, I was the typical 

Christian girl. I went to church, 
said my prayers, and read the 

Bible. I knew that something felt off 
but I couldn’t figure out what or why. I 
was told over and over again that being 
Christian was the only way, but I felt 
like that statement was wrong.

by Amy Wheeler
Photo by Nathan Bidwell

     It wasn’t until my sophomore year of 
high school when I realized that there 
are so many other religions. Until then 
I had gone to mainly white, Christian 
schools. My sophomore year I started 
going to East Kentwood High School. 
EK was so diverse. There were people 
from all over the world and from many 

different religions and cultures.
      One thing that I have always been 
interested in is magic. Ever since I was 
a little kid I always felt like I could do 
magic but I wasn’t allowed to express 
those feelings because Christians believe 
that magic is from the devil. I felt like 
I was hiding my true self. So when I 
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heard that there was a religion that 
incorporates magic I was excited. My 
friend, Tabby, 
introduced me 
to Wicca  in my 
junior year.
     The main 
thing about 
being Wiccan 
is believing in 
and worshiping 
Mother Earth. 
One of our main 
principles is 
“harm none as 
do as ye will.” We believe in multiple 
Gods and Goddesses as well and 
everyone worships their own. Being 
Wiccan means something different to 
every Wiccan. We all practice in our 
own ways. For me, I study as much as 
I can. I study the different Gods and 
Goddesses, the different holidays, spells, 
etc.
     I spent my entire senior year trying to 
be a Christian-Wiccan, which is a thing 
but is rare. Most Christian-Wiccans 
end up choosing one or the other. Being 
both is more of a transition period. By 
the time I turned 18 I was more Wiccan 
than Christian, and 
two years later I 
fully converted and 
I had finally found 
peace with myself.
       My family had 
no idea that I was 
even interested in 
Wicca. I finally 
came clean 
Christmas 2015. I 
had gotten married 
that April and it was 
our first Christmas 
together. We went to my parents house 
for a party and I wore my pentagram 

"Being Wiccan 
means something 
different to every 
Wiccan. We all 

practice in our own 
ways."

"There was no point in 
being upset or angry at my 
family when being Wiccan 

was about acceptance. 
Having the little bit 

of family I have left is 
enough."

"I was told over and 
over again that being 
Christian was the only 

way, but I felt like 
that statement was 

wrong."

(one of the biggest Wiccan symbols, like 
the cross is for Christians) necklace. My 

dad thought I was 
wearing it just as a 
fashion statement 
but my mom had an 
idea. She pulled me 
aside and asked me 
about it. I finally 
told the truth. My 
parents were royally 
pissed at me. After 
two months they 
cooled off and 
didn’t care anymore 

but then the rest of my family found 
out.
      My husband’s 
family didn’t care since 
both he and his eldest 
sister are Wiccan but 
my family flipped out. 
My aunt, who raised me 
for six years, stopped 
talking to me for a 
year. It wasn’t until 
Christmas 2016 that 
she started talking to 
me again. We are not as 
close as we used to be 

because she still 
doesn’t want me 
around her kids 
because of my 
religion and she is 
not only Christian 
but she is a Roman 
Catholic. She is 
afraid that her kids 
may follow in my 
footsteps. Catholics 
are strict to begin 
with and Roman 

Catholics are very strict. Women have 
to wear skirts that are knee length or 

longer, their shoulders must be covered, 
and when they enter the church their 
heads must be covered. They also believe 
that you should have as many children 
as your body will allow, hence her 10 
almost 11 kids.
     I still have family members trying to 
get me to convert back to Christianity. 
It’s hard because sometimes I feel like I 
have lost a lot of my family because of 
this. I barely talk to my dad anymore, 
my mom only talks to me at Christmas 
parties, and one of my grandmas is 
blowing up my mailbox with Christian 
books. The only people in my family 
I really have left are my adoptive 

grandmother, 
both of my 
biological 
grandmothers, 
my adopted 
sister and my 
brother.
      It was 
really hard at 
first being the 
outcast of the 
family when 
- up to this 
point - I had 
been the one 

that everyone was proud of. But I stuck 
to my faith and found peace. There was 
no point in being upset or angry at my 
family when being Wiccan was about 
acceptance. Having the little bit of 
family I have left is enough. 
      I am very happy with my decision. 
If I could back and change anything 
I would have converted sooner and 
would have never lied to myself about 
who I really am. I knew it was the right 
decision when the stress of trying to be 
perfect had lifted.

36 | TheCollegiateLive.com



By Kevin Matienzo
"It's Morphin Time!"

Matienzo poses with Austin St. John, who played the original red ranger in the 
"Mighty Morphin Power Rangers" television series. Photo courtesy of Kevin Matienzo. 

Ever since I was about 7 years old I was 
really into the Power Rangers. My all 
time favorite series was “Mighty Morphin 

Power Rangers.” Eventually the series was released 
into a movie. The Power Rangers were the ones 
that got me into martial arts and stunts, one of 
the reasons why I love the show so much. The 
Power Rangers mean so much to me because even 
though they are not identified as superheroes, I 
consider them my heroes. I always imagine what 
it would be like to have individuals like the Power 
Rangers protect our society. I am not ashamed to 
say that to this day at 21 years old I still watch and 
obsess over the Power Rangers. 
      I admire the actors who played the Power 
Rangers. My absolute favorite was the blue ranger 
also known as Billy Cranston. Not only was he 
the one that wore my favorite color suit but there 
was just something about him that I felt like I 
could relate to him the most.
       At one point I was told about annual 
conventions known as Comic Cons, and I heard a 
lot of great things. At these conventions you can 
buy a lot of cool products including toys, video 
games, movies, posters, statues and more. What 
I like about these conventions is that nobody 
judges you. Visitors come dressed up to cosplay 
characters from movies,  TV shows, videogames, 
comic books, etc. The best part is that you can get 
an opportunity to meet celebrities. 
      It all started when I was 20 years old and I 
found out about a convention known as Wizard 
World Comic Con that occurred in 2016. I heard 
that it was a big convention that took place in 
Chicago. I went online to get more information 
and looked at the celebrities tab on their website 
to see who was going to be there. Much to my 
surprise I found out that Jason David Frank who 
played the green and white ranger in “Mighty 
Morphin Power Rangers” was going to be at 
the convention. Once I found out about this I 
immediately tried to look for his prices in terms 
of his autographs and getting a picture with him. 
I got so excited that I told my mom about it and 
asked if she would be willing to take me and she 
said yes. About a week before this convention 
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Matienzo poses with Jason David 
Frank, who played the green and 
white ranger in the "Mighty Morphin 
Power Rangers" television series. Photo 
courtesy of Kevin Matienzo. 

Matienzo recieves an autograph from 
Steve Cardenas, who played the red 
ranger in the "Mighty Morphin 
Power Rangers" television series. Photo 
courtesy of Kevin Matienzo. 

occurred, I looked at their website one more time 
and found that they had added a last minute 
celebrity - Cerina Vincent, who played the yellow 
ranger from a different series called “Power 
Rangers Lost Galaxy.”
       The comic con came and once my mom 
dropped me off at the convention center, a lot of 
emotions were going on inside me. I purchased 
my ticket and once I got my wristband on, the 
excitement began. I went to the area where all of 
the celebrities were and I saw that Jason David 
Frank and Cerina Vincent had booths right next 
to each other. I was surprised to see that no one 
was in line to meet Cerina Vincent. Fortunately 
for me, I went straight to her booth and got to 
meet her right away. 
       I will totally admit that Cerina Vincent is my 
celebrity crush and I didn’t even care how much 
older she was than me. I mentioned to her that I 
drove all the way from Michigan to come meet 
her and when I said that she was flattered. I got to 
pick my favorite picture of her that she had at her 
booth and she signed it for me and even wrote me 
a  small message.
       After meeting Cerina Vincent, the moment 
came when I got to meet Jason David Frank. He 
was the very first actor I got to meet that was 
in my all time favorite Power Rangers series. I 
thought it was such a pleasure just to even get to 
talk to him. He also let me pick a picture of him 
that he signed for me and I got to take a picture 
with him as well. After I got done meeting him, 
I just couldn’t believe that I actually got to talk 
to him and put my arm around him. I felt so 
honored to get to meet my first childhood star.
       After I attended Wizard World, I then 
found out that there is a Comic Con that occurs 
annually in town known as Grand Rapids Comic 
Con. I went to the website to find out about the 
celebrities and I saw that not one but two other 
actors from “Mighty Morphin Power Rangers” 
were going to be there. These two actors were 
Austin St. John who was the original red ranger 
in “Mighty Morphin Power Rangers” and Steve 
Cardenas who then actually took his place as the 
red ranger later in the show. 

       I saw that the Grand Rapids Comic Con was 
going to take place downtown at DeVos Place so 
I went there to purchase my ticket. I ended up 
buying the three day pass. 
       The first day of Grand Rapids Comic Con 
came and I was definitely ready to go in and meet 
two more rangers. I got to the celebrity booths 
and I met Steve Cardenas first. I of course got his 
autograph and a picture with him holding the 
picture that he autographed for me. I then met 
Austin St. John and got his autograph as well and 
a picture with him and I posing in martial arts 
forms. After meeting both of the red rangers, I 
still couldn’t believe that I met another two of my 
childhood stars. 
      It was then the second day of Grand Rapids 
Comic Con and I went back to Steve Cardenas’ 
booth for an extra purchase. Not only did I get 
an autograph and a picture with him but I also 
bought coasters from him that were designed as 
the coins with each of the rangers’ zords from the 
show. The coasters I bought from Steve Cardenas 
were ones that you cannot find or buy anywhere 
else and there are less than 1,000 of them left. He 
was so nice that he even signed one of my coasters 
for me. I can honestly say that I am so fortunate 
to have those coasters which I plan to display in a 
shelf soon.  
      The last day of Grand Rapids Comic Con 
came and I decided to see Austin St. John and 
Steve Cardenas one more time. I went up to both 
of them to thank them for my autographs and 
giving me an opportunity to get pictures with 
them. Before I left their booths I got to give both 
of them a hug which was a privilege. 
       Overall, I never imagined that I was going to 
meet four celebrities within a two-month period. 
I can’t even describe how much of an honor it was 
to get to meet all of them. This was one of the 
most rewarding moments of my life and I plan 
as a goal to meet the rest of cast from “Mighty 
Morphin Power Rangers.” 
      “It’s Morphin Time!”
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Imagine a life, brimming with possibility. The 
potential for greatness, failure, joy and sorrow. See 
it in your mind how successful, artistic, funny, 

intelligent, a man or woman can be. Feel the warmth 
their success and triumph over adversity provides, that 
sensation of victory and righteousness. Picture your 
friend writing that book they always talk about, or that 
sibling who comes home with the dean's list award they 
received for their 3.7 GPA the previous semester. See all 
of it, feel all of it. 
      Now toss it away. Watch how cruel life can be, and 
see how often our most fervent and desperate wishes 
decay from the most grandiose ideal to something as 
basic and desperate as momentary comfort, respite from 
pain and agony; from which there is seemingly no end.

by Christopher Elderkin
Photo by Kayla Tucker

A silent tragedy: the 
rising abuse of heroin and 

prescription opioids

    This is the addict. The struggling poet who in blood 
and flesh writes their history and future, penning the 
hopes and expectations on skin lining their arteries and 
most exposed veins. This is a reality to many. It is a truth 
too often, and too often preventable.
      It seems the issue of heroin and prescription opioid 
abuse is increasing with deaths being reported weekly on 
news outlets across the country and Kent County is no 
exception with over 300 heroin and prescription opioid 
related deaths since 2011. 
       “Over half the people who are overdosing, have 
been prescribed opioids and filled a prescription in the 
last month,” said Brandon Hool, Clean Works Program 
Manager for the Red Project in Grand Rapids. Heroin 
and prescription opioids are incredibly similar and often 

heroin is used to supplement an addiction to prescription 
painkillers.
      Very often, instead of a syringe, there’s a pill bottle 
of medication, doctor prescribed, FDA approved. 
People hear the word “overdose” and the image in 
their mind is much as I described earlier; the shattered 
life of a homeless man, who brought themselves to 
ruin through bad decisions and reckless living. Only 
recently have heroin overdose rates begun to match those 
from prescription medications and often are used in 
conjunction with each other.
      It becomes almost taboo to admit we see them there, 
on the sidelines of life, living yet barely alive, and it 
has become acceptable to let these people, these human 
beings expire like so much meat in the supermarket.
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       Opiate and opioid abuse does happen, but it happens 
not just on the street corner, to the broken man or 
woman in the gutter. It’s not just the homeless or the 
degenerate that use these drugs and often when the worst 
happens, it isn’t on the street with a needle in their arm, 
but in their homes with a doctor prescribed pill bottle 
in hand.
       Clean Works and Red Project work tirelessly to 
spread awareness to the community about the issues 
involved with opioid and heroin addiction, but more 
than that they help distribute clean tools like syringes, 
cookers and -- to help prevent the spread of diseases 
like HIV and Hepatitis C which are often associated 
with sharing used needles and heroin prep tools. In 
fact, communities surrounding Kent County without 
similar access to clean needles show nearly twice the 
HIV infection rates among intravenous drug users. 
Red Project also distributes a life-saving drug called 
Naloxone. More commonly known by its brand name 
Narcan, Naloxone is an opiate antagonist; a substance 
that, when used properly, will help reverse the effects of 
an opiate or opioid overdose and potentially save the life 
of the OD victim. Red Project and Clean Works indicate 
that in places just 30 to 40 miles outside of Kent County, 
that do not have the access to services like those provided 
by them, have double or sometimes triple the number of 
overdose deaths.  
       Think of the most dramatic scene in your favorite 
movie including drugs such as prescription painkillers 
or heroin: “Pulp fiction,” “Train Spotting,” and many 
others that all glorify or stigmatize the users of these 
substances as ignorant criminals, savvy assassins, or 
the homeless downtrodden. The truth is simply more 
complicated than that and it hits home more often.
       “The face that most people associate with overdose is 
not accurate, it hasn’t been, it’s not now, people are dying 
from this, they are dying young,” Hool said.
       According to statistics provided to Red Project by 
the Kent County Health Department on opiate and 
opioid overdose deaths from 2011 to 2015, 85.2 percent 
of those fatalities were white people, 11 percent African-
American, 2.6 percent American-Indian, one percent 
Asian/Pacific Islander and 0.3 percent were of mixed 
race. Looking at the age demographics in the data, out 
of 310 overdose cases in Kent County, three deaths were 
under 10 years of age and four were between the ages 

of 10 and 19. There were 64 deaths between the ages of 
20 and 29, 78 deaths between 30 and 39 years of age, 
84 between ages 40 to 49, 61 deaths from ages 50 to 
59, 11 from the ages 60 to 69, and lastly five overdose 
fatalities among people over the age of 70. These are 
not what is presented most often as the common user or 
victim and it indicates a serious problem with how we as 
a community perceive these issues. While Red Project 
focuses on current drug users, other agencies focus on 
preventing addiction issues from occurring in the first 
place.
       "A lot of people use drugs for a lot of reasons, and 
the image of somebody who uses opioids that we have 
been shown by the media is not accurate,” Hool said. 
“The people dying are not dying by themselves in an 
alley with a needle in their arm.”
       “The FBI and the DEA, Drug Enforcement 
Administration, have partnered up to address the opiate 
and heroin epidemic to hopefully bring folks together 
understand a little bit more about the pathways to 
addiction and try to prevent that next person from 
developing any type of an addiction to an opiate or 
heroin,” said Timothy Wiley, Spokesperson for Public 
Affairs with the FBI Detroit division.
       Working to spearhead a fundamental change within 
the Kent County area, Red Project and Clean Works 
operate with a unique understanding of these issues. 
Utilizing donations, volunteers, and recovery coaches, 
they have successfully distributed approximately 4,000 
recovery kits, with 500 reported overdose reversals 
since 2008. That is 500 lives given new lease due to 
these efforts and estimates indicate Red Project and 
Clean Works are reaching only about 10 percent of 
intravenous drug users. Of these 500, 466 OD reversals 
were administered by average community members, 
meaning just about any and all of us could potentially 
save a life. The rest of the OD reversals reported to Red 
Project were administered by law enforcement agencies 
trained in part with the help of the people involved in 
Red Project's efforts. This is a prime example of how just 
a little willingness to learn, a little willingness to try and 
a little to care, can make a genuine difference in the lives 
of many.  
      One of the largest contributors to Red Project's 
success is its overall insight into the lifestyles associated 
with heroin and opioid use or abuse. Whether that 

experience comes from outside sources or firsthand 
experience, the proof is evident and overwhelmingly 
positive. The people who volunteer and work with 
them genuinely care about the problems that have only 
recently been addressed by many as even truly existing, 
while multitudes of people suffer daily with the struggle 
of heroin and other forms of opiate or opioid addiction.
      Forget the movie-stylized, stereotypical description 
of the "junkie, dope fiend" lying face down in the gutter 
with a syringe stuck mercilessly in one arm, of all the 
times the addict was presented as a victim of their own 
hubris or short-sighted ignorance. Ignore the nagging 
voice that says you are unaffected by this sort of problem, 
that no one you know has an opiate or opioid problem. 
     “Up until this year, most people who are dying are 
dying on prescription opioids,”  Hool said. “Rarely do 
I see someone in an alley by themselves injecting drugs 
somewhere. I see people who are bright, likable people. 
They have families that love them, they have brothers 
or sisters, they're moms or dads, they have friends with 
them.” 
       "I have the rare benefit of being able to talk 
completely openly about my substance use, which most 
people don’t have that benefit,” Hool said. “I actually 
came to this organization as a client of the Syringe 
Access Program and it was like a breath of fresh air."  
       Red Project is still only one of few places and 
organizations that exist in our community to help 
the people who really need it. There is an increasing 
and deadly risk for heroin users and those who abuse 
painkillers. These are our neighbors, friends, loved ones 
and, maybe, ourselves. 
     Please seek assistance if needed, urge those who may 
need that assistance themselves, and remember no one 
is subhuman, no one deserves to be left behind, left to 
die because of a misconception or stereotype. For more 
information on how to help those who need it and learn 
more about opiate and opioid dependence, visit the Red 
Project website at www.redproject.org. 
     “Educate yourself, the data doesn’t lie,” Hool said. 
“Educate your friends, educate your families. We have 
a really short time on this planet. We don’t have time to 
stigmatize and isolate people and it doesn’t help. It’s not 
going to help.” 
      Red Project relies on donations, volunteers and help 
from the community to provide its services.
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Three years ago I began to brew my own 
beer and wine at home. In that time, 
relationships began and ended, friends 

passed away, new jobs were started, but the 
brewing remained a constant fixture in my life. 
      In those three years I’ve gone from having 
no idea of what I was doing to getting halfway 
there. I can now confidently explain the 
different types of beer to people. The basic 
ingredients and how to make them. In the Star 
Wars universe, I’d be referred to as a Padawan, 
still, though. I’ve found that brewing beer and 
wine as an amatuer is much like the world of 
books. I’ve enjoyed a lot of them but with every 
one I consume or read, I just realize how much 
more there is to know.
       My interest in homebrewing grew out 
of my enjoyment of drinking alcohol. Not in 
the alcoholic sense, but being that I enjoyed 
the flavour and social experiences that the 
consumption of alcohol pairs with so nicely. 
Alcohol enjoys its status of being the foremost 
social lubricant that has been enjoyed for 

thousands of years throughout nearly every 
civilization. In fact, the oldest evidence of 
brewing alcohol can be dated back to nearly 
9,000 years ago in what is now the country of 
Iran. 
      Actually, a funny thing happened once I 
started brewing my own alcohol. It may seem 
counterintuitive but I actually drink less now 
that I brew my own and work at a brewery, 
which is Creston Brewery on the north side 
of Grand Rapids. Don’t ask me how that 
works, but I’m pretty sure it has to do with 
a heightened appreciation for the craft and 
imbibing of alcoholic beverages. 
      Over the years, I’ve come to know and 
appreciate certain beers much like the way 
one would grow closer to a friend or loved 
one. It may sound kind of silly, but you form 
memories with certain beers. For instance, 
every time I crack open a Pabst Blue Ribbon, 
it takes me back to 2007 when Skelletones was 
still the coolest place to see a show in town 
if you were underage. Every time I enjoy a 

Founders Breakfast Stout, if transports me back 
to the Bristol Renaissance Faire in Wisconsin 
circa 2005.
      The brewing also coincided with my 
meeting a new friend and soon-to-be-
roommate who just happened to already be a 
home brewer.  Over the years, my best friend, 
Andy Chambers, has been an invaluable source 
of knowledge on the topic of brewing. 
      Where I am now in the practice of home 
brewing owes a huge thanks to Andy. He 
essentially talked me into brewing and “held 
my hand” in a sense during my first batch 
of sake, which is a wine made with rice. He 
currently works at O'Connor's Home Brew 
Supply here in Grand Rapids. 
      When you start brewing your own beers 
and wines, you unwittingly join an already 
ever growing community of individuals who 
appreciate the art of not only brewing their 
own alcohol, but that of enjoying it and its 
finer aspects. There’s a beauty and sincerity in 
being able to share your own experiments and 
creations with your fellow human beings. I 
personally detest the idea of buying my loved 
ones consumer material goods for special 
occasions. I’d much rather be able to present 
them with something that I’ve actually had a 
hand in creating. It’s the same thing as making 
your own birthday cards to give someone as 
opposed to buying whatever Hallmark card 
you happen to see on the shelf at the grocery 
store last minute. This has led to my family 
and friends expecting some kind of tasty, 
homemade alcoholic beverage and a few 
other tasty treats as opposed to a gift card or 
something of that kind that really just tells 
people you don’t know them well enough to 
give them something meaningful.
      Looking back to where I started and 
where I am, I truly am excited to see where my 
adventures in homebrewing will take me. Who 
knows, maybe one day you’ll pull up a seat at 
the bar and see me grinning at you from the 
other side. Cheers.

The Chronicles of a Home Brewer
Photo and story by Matthew Smith
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