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A Disconnected Experiment

By Carolyn Mathis

I wondered how addicted I was to my phone,
and then I walked into Journalism 251.
As the rest of the class filed in, Professor
Jennifer Ackerman-Haywood began to hand out
these small gray pouches with the word “Yondr”
printed on them in lime green. Ackerman-Haywood told us we were going to be apart of a
miniature experiment for our class to see what
would happen if students couldn’t access their
phone for a class period. She also told us we
were to put our phones in these pouches. I did
as I was told, but then, the pouch locked.
After our phones were locked away, sitting
in the pouch, taunting us, we had to write down
our initial reaction. All I could think, and say, was
“I don’t get it.” I didn’t understand what was
going on. I came into class thinking we’d talk
about news stories for this magazine. I didn’t
know I’d be locking my phone away in the tiny
prison while it sat on my desk. I didn’t like how
it made me feel. I almost felt gross and that I
wasn’t trusted enough to not have my phone be
locked up.
What if there was an emergency I needed
to attend to? It just didn’t seem fair to lock my
phone up right in front of my face. I felt more
distracted thinking about the phone being
locked up than I would have been if it wasn’t.
We finally discussed story topics for the
magazine, like I had originally come to class to
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do. While my phone continued to look at me behind the gray walls of this unwelcomed pouch, I
began to think of what it would actually be like
to not have or use my phone.
I see students consistently on their phones
- both in class and out of it. I proposed the idea
to ask people around what they would do without their phone for a day. My idea backfired, and
my editor-in-chief, Tatiana Diaz, asked me if I
could go without my phone for a day. All eyes
turned towards me, sitting in the back of the
class, and I responded with, “If it’s for the story,
I’ll do it.”
If my strong reaction to my phone being
locked away for 90 minutes was any indication, I
could only imagine what a 24-hour period would
do to me.
The Challenge:
I needed to set some guidelines for how I
would go about my day without a phone. Since
I use my phone for an alarm, I would turn my
phone off after I turned my alarm off. I also
would not use any social media on my computer
to make it fair and true. Anything that I normally
use my phone for during the day would be off
limits.
I would turn my phone back on right before I
went to bed. Since I normally go to bed between
11 p.m. and midnight, it seemed like a logical

and fair time for the phone to come back on mostly so it would be on to use for an alarm for
the next day. I also allowed myself to have my
phone with me for the day in case I ran into any
emergencies, but it would stay off.
I would be documenting my daily progress via
notepad and taking video on my computer.
Day 1: Tuesday, Oct. 16
The first day was a bit more challenging for
external reasons other than my lack of a phone.
My computer broke a few days before, so I
could not vlog on this day. All my feelings and
progress had to be written down.
My first alarm went off at 7 a.m., and I hit
snooze until 7:44 a.m. I put my phone on airplane mode because I had to be out on as-

signment and needed my phone to record the
interview. In airplane mode, I couldn’t receive
any notifications or check any social media or
messages due to no WiFi or data signal.
Waking myself up was really difficult because I usually spend the first hour or so of my
morning using social media to wake up. I usually
start with Twitter, then make my way over to
Snapchat, Instagram and Facebook. Without
this, I had to immediately wake up. It was awful,
and the struggle was real.
In the morning, I tried looking at the weather
on the computer I was borrowing for school
from my dad. The internet in my apartment went
out, so I didn’t have a way to check the day’s
weather, and I don’t have cable or TV, which
would tell me how to dress for the day.
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After class, I had to make my way to Woodland Mall to bring my computer to the Apple
store to be fixed. I’m not familiar with how to
get to Woodland since I don’t usually shop
there. I wrote down the address earlier in the
day and plugged it into my GPS which is in my
car and not on my phone.
Photo by Najd Ayari

It turns out I entered the wrong address and
ended up getting lost. Thankfully, I eventually
found my way to the mall. Getting home was
much easier.
My first class on Tuesdays is from 9:30 a.m.
to 11 a.m. I wanted to check my phone after
class. I reached to get it out of my purse and
realized there was no point - the phone was off.
My interview for one of my story assignments
was scheduled at 11:15 a.m. I walked to the
Student Center and waited for my subject.

and I neglected to bring the charger with me to
school. I wrote up my story to fill some extra
time until my next class started at 12:30 p.m. I
got through my story and at 12:16 p.m., I officially turned my phone from airplane mode to
off for the rest of the day and made my way to
my next class.

At 10:58 a.m., I wrote, “I feel weird sitting
down and not doing anything. No phone and
no computer. (I’m) feeling better writing my
progress down so I look busy.” It felt weird to
me watching students all around me on their
phones, while I stared at nothing. I thought I
looked weird to others without a phone in my
hand and my face glued to it like everyone else.
But was anyone else even looking at me? From
11:01 a.m to 11:07 a.m I counted seven people
walking in the Student Center actively looking
at their phones.

I counted six of my classmates on their
phones while waiting outside our classroom
before the door was opened.

After my interview, I had to go to a computer
lab since the laptop I was borrowing had died,
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In my journalism class, we had to do manon-the-street interviews for some in-class
stories. Since I had just turned my phone off,
I couldn’t turn it back on to go out and record
these interviews. I didn’t want to turn my phone
back on and put it in airplane mode in fear that I
would be distracted by any notifications before
the day was done. For the interviews, I had to
borrow a voice recorder, and it actually worked
really well. I was quite impressed.

When I got home from the mall, I took a short
nap and began studying afterwards. I studied
for a test I had the next day up until I went to
bed. When I was headed to bed, I turned my
phone on and went to sleep.
Days 2 & 3:
I decided to go without my phone for two
additional days. I don’t think I would have gotten
an accurate take away if I had gone just one day
without my phone. Each day without my phone
proved less challenging than the one before.
I knew what to expect each day, and the days
became more normal to me.
I had adapted to the challenge and accepted
that my days would not be totally consumed by
my phone. I was able to focus and get so many
things done without the distractions. There
were still moments, of course, where I wanted to spend time texting friends or checking
Twitter. However, my FOMO (fear of missing
out) never got the best of me, and my phone

remained off.
Conclusion:
Overall, I anticipated the take away to be
more inspiring than what it actually was for me.
I did, however, realize that putting my phone
away allowed me to stay focussed on whatever tasks I was doing. If I had just turned my
phone off and did my work, I think I still would’ve
been tempted to cave and check my phone.
Doing the assignment forced me to actually
find something to do that wasn’t sitting on my
phone. For me, that meant getting my work and
homework done.
For my friends and family, they weren’t too
annoyed to be missing me for a day, or three. I
told my parents and my roomate when I would
be doing my no phone days, so they knew trying
to reach me wouldn’t be easy. They are the
people who I thought would really need to know
if my phone was off. One family member was
upset I didn’t respond to her text about her
wedding dress coming in, but she wasn’t aware
my phone was off. I heard her exciting news the
next day.
I think it’s important that we take some time
throughout our days and unplug. Even if it is just
for an hour or so. Taking some time away from
distractions to focus on yourself or your work
can be sort of therapeutic. It was nice to not
feel tied down to something all day. If I didn’t
know I had anything to respond to, I didn’t constantly feel like I was missing something.
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By Carolyn Mathis

A case for being present
By Aaron Stoner

December 16, 2014 - I was at a concert
a few years ago, downtown Cleveland. The
venue was the Masonic Temple a few blocks
from Cleveland State University. I had been
listening to The 1975, a band from London, for
the last few years and was absolutely enamored with their sound.

Benjamin (left) and Aaron Stoner outside Royal Oak Theatre, May
2014 moments before the start of The 1975 show.

When the show got underway, and the
band began to blaze through an eclectic
setlist of nonstop, hooky high tempo songs,
the energy the band possessed was entirely
palpable. But it wasn’t long before I began to
notice many of those around me, especially
those within
the surging mass
of those
standing
on the
main floor,
watching
not just with
their eyes
but through
the brightly
lit screens
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of their cell phones. I realized not even seconds later, that I too had my phone held out,
recording the band as they went on to play
“Heart Out.” It was the fifth video I had recorded up until that point. In those moments,
I thought that recording short videos of the
band and posting them as a “show and tell”
online later was just as important as being
present, in the moment, and simply watching
and letting that be enough. What’s interesting
is some time later, Matty Healy, the frontman
for The 1975, addressed the crowd, surely noticing the abundance of cellular phones pointing at him and his mates as they performed
and poured their hearts out into every second
of their performance. Healy asked the crowd
if they’d be willing to put their phones down
for the next song, not to Snapchat or record,
but just be there, promising the memory of the
next performance would be better than any
video on our phone.
I believe as I’ve watched and listened to
not just The 1975 but other artists and bands,
entertainers, as well as big time athletes and
coaches, that there is this heightened awareness of what social media and our phones are

doing to us. While incredibly innovative and
helpful, especially for those of us who are now
too lazy to even text (thanks Siri); our phones
are distracting us and even preventing us
from experiencing real connection.
Yondr is a new startup in San Francisco,
and because of CEO Graham Dugoni and the
rest of his team’s vision, they have created
something that takes our phones out of our
hands and simply puts them in a “lay-a-way” if
you will, in the form of a very simple and sleek
pouch.
“I’d say the real crystallizing moment for
me was back in 2014,” Dugoni said. “I was
at Treasure Island Music Festival, and I just
saw so many people interacting not with the
live music, but with their phones. It’s a shared
mood when you’re at a show or a big festival,
and I felt like phones cut away at that. I guess
I just began to think of ways to help show
them that technology isn’t slowing down, it’s
everywhere. But we need to be able to live in
a world where it can thrive, and I believe Yondr can help get them over the hump.”
Dugoni’s company has seen massive
growth over the last few years, seeing their
product cede markets such as courthouses
and special events like weddings, retreats or
conferences. But where Yondr has really taken off is at entertainment venues, specifically
with big name comedians using the pouches
at their shows.
“With some of the bigger name perform-

ers that
have used
our product - Dave
Chappelle,
Chris Rock,
Jack White to
name a few I think artists
just intuitively
understand
Yondr pouches that lock away phones.
Photo by Najd Ayari
the times
we’re living in and
especially what we offer,” Dugoni said. “So
what we hear more than anything is because
people’s phones aren’t on them, these entertainers speak to how the energy is just so
much different at their shows.”
Another demographic Yondr is looking to
tap into is at schools where Dugoni and his
team believe creating a phone-free space, especially for facilitators, “makes everything easier, and gives students a sense of freedom.”
Dugoni also sees phones creating anxiety.
“Everyone and everything you need to interact
with is there. This then creates a blank slate
and a safe space for students.”
Ultimately for Yondr and Dugoni, no matter
where each of us are in our lives, high school
or college students, young professionals, or
even a mom or dad, their mission is quite simple, “Be here now.”
“Honestly, this is something I’ve been thinkThe Collegiate|9

ing about for the last seven or eight years,”
Dugoni said. “The modern U.S. is pretty much
all about selling shit, and trying to keep people on their phones, and that’s really ‘the man’
throttling the love out of things.”
Dugoni went on, reminding us that whether
we’re in class, at a comedy club or at a concert, to remember to simply try and be present.
“This is about you, this is about us. You
know it’s super lame staring down at your
phone all the time, and that need really tears
away at the fabric of society and connecting,”
Dugoni said. “For me and for Yondr, yeah it’s
a social movement, but really it’s about finding
meaning. It’s my job to stay close to the pulse
of what’s happening within society and continue to try and offer solutions, and I believe
Yondr’s doing that.”
May 5, 1998- One of my very first concert experiences was when I was a freshman
in high school. I was 15 years old, and was
going to see one of my favorite bands, Dave
Matthews Band; a sold out show in a venue
that held over 12,000 at Van Andel Arena,
downtown Grand Rapids. Up until that point,
the few shows I had been to were pretty much
all at small venues like local coffee shops
where the capacity was 100 people maybe.
My buddy Micah and I had upper level seats,
but they offered an amazing birds eye view
directly down the length of the stage. Perfect.
Our excitement was brimming as the band
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walked out onto the stage. The lights swelled
and the band was illuminated as Matthews
began to strum vigorously on his Gibson,
launching into classics like “Tripping Billies,”
“Stay,” “Satellite” and “Ants Marching.” I remember looking down at Carter Beauford,
the best drummer of all time as far as I was
concerned, as he played methodically with
sheer precision and acute speed drumming
like I had never witnessed. I was moved, and
I was awed. And then the lights dimmed to
an entire, all-encompassing darkness. Matthews playing slowed, and he began to strum
the opening to the massive hit, “Crash.” And
that’s when it happened. I looked out on a
sea of my fellow concert goers and saw not
cell phone screens lit up recording Snapchats
or taking Insta selfies, but I saw a sea of tiny
flames. It felt heavenly, and I remember being
keenly aware of how special this moment was
because it was communal. I was sharing it
not just with my best friend but 12,000 others
who, while maybe I didn’t know any of their
names, in that moment, were enitrely connected along with me because we were sharing
something extraordinary.
I think about how magical that night was,
and how vastly different our experiences are
today because of what cell phones and social media offer us. I think to myself, sure I’m
grateful for my iPhone’s technological prowess and the 24/7 connection to the sports
world it affords me. But when I think back on
that night, another part of me realizes how

important it is that we all remember to be
present and truly connect with one another.
Whether it’s on campus, in the classroom, or
at the next huge summer music festival with
your boy Kendrick headlining.
Wherever it is, maybe there’ll be a Yondr
pouch available to safely secure and lock your
phone away for the next few hours. But if not,

maybe just toggle the switch to vibrate, press
the crescent moon to silent, and see how you
feel. Take a breath, and remember where you
are, who you’re with, how lucky you are to be
in that moment, and just be here. Trust me, it’ll
be enough. You’ll see.

GRCC Students React
Yondr, a startup in San Francisco, California, provides entertainment venues, schools and other
settings with a pouch that lock our phones for the duration of a certain event. At schools, Yondr is
placing their product in classrooms to aid teachers in battling cell phone distraction. The Collegiate
conducted its own “case study” at Grand Rapids Community College to gather insight from students and teachers in different classroom settings. Each time students were asked to lock their
phones away for a class period and then detail their experience after the class finished.
Zach Schondelmayer felt the distraction from others not on their phones helped his own learning experience tremendously. “I wish it was mandatory,” Schondelmayer said. “I felt good, ‘clean’ if
that makes sense. Although I keep my phone put away during class, I felt less busy in my head. I had
a clearer idea of the class subject, and was more in tune with the dialogue. Focus was up, distractions were down.”
Professor Maryann Lesert commented after the pouches were used during her creative writing
night class.
“Discussions took a bit of coaxing, as they usually do, but students seemed to be actively
listening to each other and responding,” Lesert said. “One simple, noticeable difference: seeing students faces upright. I didn’t notice any of the down-turning of faces or fidgeting with phones that I
often see as the night wears on.”
YONDR’s pricing for school’s hovers around $15-30 per student annually, with each school
receiving enough cases to guarantee all students in the program will be covered.
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Technology and Social Anxiety
By Tessa Osborne

This text stream in the center is a good
example of whether or not you can read into the
sub-language of text messages. Unlike normal
writing, it is known that some people may use
punctuation to express being short with someone. The punctuation added with the notorious
“I’m fine” statement almost always gets people
to worry if things are truly fine, but why is that?
Mediated communication references all
of the ways we communicate through media,
some examples would be social media, texting
or instant messaging. With each form the same
kind of miscommunication happens much like
the example from the center.
Almost everyone has experienced a situation in which they misread a text message or
worried for way too long about what someone
meant by what they typed. Situations like these
are where anxiety begins to appear in the mediated world of communication.
Social media is a beneficial platform for people with social anxiety. Social media gives the
user room to control how others perceive them.
Users are able to put their “best self” out there
which can help to buffer the fear of being negatively evaluated. But unlike being able to control
how we are viewed on social media, mediated
communication leaves room for uncertainty.
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Today, we have hundreds of different forms
of chatting with one another including texting,
Snapchat, Facebook and Instagram. Each form
has its own unique format of sub-language imbedded into it. With these simple differences, it
may be hard for users to
understand what tone or
text language is appropriate between each form.
Leaving room for future
judgement which can be
a sore spot for those who
are socially anxious.
Within these different forms of chatting, it
is also hard to fully understand what another
person may mean by what
they sent.
Drew Clay, 34, is a
licensed professional
counselor in Grand Rapids. He describes a main characteristic of social
anxiety, as a fear or trepidation of being negatively evaluated.
Clay’s patients will sometimes ask him, “How
do I read this text message?”
The lack of verbal, tonal and body cues make

interpretation hard in this case. Instances
where a person may use a hint of sarcasm in a
text may not be received by the reader. This can
cause a problem between the two, which would
not have ensued if they were simply speaking
to one another face-to-face.
Clay explains how the lack of
cues impacts the reader.
“When you don’t have
some of those non-verbals,
or tone of voice factors, I
think there can be an anxiety
of ‘how do I perceive the
perspective of others?’ or
‘maybe they mean something more here’, ‘am I over
interpreting it?’ It can just
lead to a lot of guessing that
can be anxiety producing,”
Clay said.
This fear of misinterpretation causes anxiety in the
individuals who are trying to interpret the true
intention of the message they just recieved.
For example, messages like “K.” might mean
a simple “okay” to some readers, but to another reader the person who sent the message
may be viewed as being short and upset about

something. This message in particular stresses
the fear of being negatively evaluated.
Dennis Sutton, who works in the Communication Studies Department at Grand Rapids
Community College, says that because it is
easier and faster to communicate over technology, people tend to be less personal and exact
in the messages they are sending.
“I don’t think people always completely
understand how a message is going to be
perceived, what the consequences of saying
something are, because you can’t unsay it ,”
Sutton said.
Users being less personal and more impulsive, combined with text messages that
are misinterpreted can easily produce snarky
messages that can soon result in a full-on fight
between the communicators.
Social anxiety is present where someone
is in a vulnerable position of judgement, and
misread messages can pick away at this fear.
Although texting is a helpful tool, it may be
beneficial for users to be wise with picking
what conversations they choose to have over
technology in order to decrease social anxiety
and confusion between those who are communicating.
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The Beauty of Mental Illness

By Erika Urivez

It’s not beautiful. It’s not something
to be romanticized. It’s not something to
be brushed off to the side and ignored
either. Mental illness simply is. It’s stagnant and unyielding. But for some who
are fortunate enough, it may disappear in
time. For others, it simply is.
It’s not something that’s easy to be
discussed either. Social media can be an
outlet for some to openly share their journey of highs and lows and can be used to
vent about all the thoughts that may be
racing through their minds. But that’s not
how it is for me.
It’s hard to talk about. After all, I don’t
even completely understand it all the
time. When I would attempt to discuss it
with my parents, they would brush it off
as an illness of the Devil that could easily
be kept at bay. It wasn’t a physical illness
after all, it wouldn’t cause harm in such a
way. Until it did.
They can’t be to blame, though. I’ll let
society be at fault for that.
Erika Urivez on the grounds of GRCC.
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In previous generations, mental illness
wasn’t taken seriously and even the slightest
difference in one’s mind raised questions of
evil. People were forced into asylums to be
taken care of, only to have it be made worse in
most cases. Even the famed Kennedy family
had their secrets dealing with mental illness.
John F. Kennedy’s little sister, Rosemary, was
born with a mental deficiency due to birth complications. The family understood how stigmatized mental illnesses were around the time in
the 1920s, so they had her privately tutored
at home. This led to her being kept hidden from
the public, institutionalized and later having a
lobotomy done to her that would change her life
forever. However, that’s only one example of
someone being sent away for such a reason.
People didn’t fully understand mental illness
and still don’t to this day. This could explain the
many stigmas surrounding the various disorders of the mind and may be why some people
aren’t as open to discuss their mental problems
like they might with their physical issues.
You can’t see the disorder with your eyes.
Reactions are often mixed because of this.
Either people will believe you or, after a lookover
of your physical appearance, you might hear
phrases similar to: “you don’t look mentally ill,”
“happiness is a state of mind, just think positive,” or maybe “don’t worry so much.” None of
these are acceptable, however it is difficult to
distinguish who may actually be affected by
a disorder and who may instead be using it as

an adjective, thinking a small inconvenience in
their lives therefore means they’re suffering
from a serious mental illness. This could contribute to people not fully understanding what,
for example, depression or anxiety may be. It
affects everyone differently, depending on
what type of disorder it is exactly and how the
person handles it on a day-to-day basis.
You can’t see the thoughts filling up the
person’s brain, exceeding the capacity limit
and overflowing into the endless abyss of their
mind, inching closer and closer as if to burst but
instead, it somehow continues growing.
You can’t see those thoughts sprinting
through their head in a tornado of chaos until it
makes them fall to their knees, clutching their
head, squeezing their eyes shut and digging
their nails into their scalp because the mayhem
going on in their head is too much to bear. It can
cause dizziness, making it hard to even stand
straight at times.
Anxiety.
There’s been times that I’ve almost passed
out and the thing about mental illness is that it
doesn’t care what setting you may be in, public
or not. It’s happened in class and at my work,
when a sudden feeling of adrenaline overcomes
my entire body and suddenly I’m in a fight or
flight mode. My hands might start to shake. My
heartbeat increases to the point that it’s as if I
can feel it pounding against my chest, and the
thoughts seem to be never-ending. They scurry
The Collegiate|15

throughout my brain until I feel my head spinning and my breathing quicken.
It’s even happened during seemingly normal conversations with friends or family. The
thoughts may return and suddenly the voices
take over, whispering my worst fears in my ear

until they vibrate throughout my mind in an
endless song that plays on repeat. It may be
triggered, but it also may come out of nowhere.
Unfortunately, at times, the cause of the overwhelming feeling is unknown. All that’s known
and all that is felt is the unbearably heavy
feeling that keeps pressing down against my
shoulders, against my head, my chest, my whole
body. At the same time, it’s a numbness and
some days, it wins.
Panic.
Ironically, the numbness paves a way for
more emotions to enter. It’s as if I’m standing
in a pit that seems to sink so far beneath the
earth’s surface that when I look up, I can barely
reach. Even if there’s people right above me,
offering their helping hands, they seem to be
miles from my reach. It’s an immense feeling of
sorrow, of shame, of helplessness that seems
to have not one escape.
Depression.
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You can’t see behind the glowing smiles and
the cheerful status updates on social media,
what may be occurring behind the smile, behind
the screen.
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Social media allows for a mask to be worn,
another identity that gives the opportunity to
take on the role of a persona that may be real
or fake. You’d never know what may be going
on in that person’s mind, even if their Facebook
statuses always have a laughing emoji attached
or if their Instagram feed is full of an aesthetic

life of smiles and adventures.
As the list of disorders that I related to
heavily began to grow, I worried. After speaking
with a couple psychologists and having my fair
share of the same discussions with different
therapists, I began feeling more helpless. I
didn’t understand what was wrong with me and
why this was happening. Being the way I am and
having a desire to understand everything, I had
to figure it out.
I’m a quiet person. I keep to myself fairly
often, a lot of times by choice, but also because
it’s the outcome of being how I am. I’m very attentive, and I observe what’s around me, taking
it all in. In conversations, I notice the smallest
gestures or the slightest expressions that
hint at certain moods. I see the world as being
masked and in this generation, it’s hard to find
genuineness, in my opinion. I make attempts to
see through people’s masks, but often, I only
find suffering or those who have their masks
glued tightly to their faces.
Everyone has something they’d rather not let
the world see.
Too often I allow my curiosity to get the best
of me and attempt to pry off the masks, hoping
to find the good in everyone, the realness. I’m
too hopeful, but at the same time, I’m too pessimistic. Going back and forth between the two
confuses my brain, often causing sudden shifts
in my moods throughout the day that could
last from minutes to hours. It causes unstable

relationships with those around me, including
myself. My goals are constantly changing, along
with my own confidence. It causes impulsive
behaviors or actions that aren’t always healthy
and implants the idea that since I’m so unsure
of myself and those around me, others are too.
Borderline Personality Disorder.
What I have is not beautiful. Staying up
throughout the night with thoughts that seem
to press on into early in the morning when I
finally pass out is not beautiful. Mental illness is
not beautiful. But here is what is.
The moments when you overcome the feeling, the moment when you finally win. The disorder may never go away, but what’s beautiful is
when you learn how not to let it take over your
life. It’s when you learn how to keep it at bay and
halting it from getting in the way of your possible opportunities. By choosing to romanticize
or ignore the truth of what mental illness is and
how it affects one’s life, you’re not fully accepting it and facing the reality. Once you come face
to face with what it is you or someone you know
might have, from there you can begin to consider possible treatment plans or life changes.
When you start to realize that you can overcome it, you begin to realize your strength. And
once that’s understood, it’s as if you can overcome anything.
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The celebration didn’t last long, however. A
few weeks later, we went to my wife’s OBGYN
for the first ultrasound. The first chance to
actually see your baby and hear the heartbeat is
an indescribable experience. With my daughter,
as soon as I saw her and heard the heartbeat, I
had to fight back tears. This time around, I knew
what to expect and was so excited all day to go
to the doctor.

Miscarrying the Burden
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Mike Staley’s guitar with the ultrasound and lyrics to his untitled song about miscarriage.

By Mike Staley

There are many joys in life, but in my opinion,
nothing beats the joy of bringing a new life into
the world.
September 25, 2016 is a day that will be
burned in my memory for the rest of my life.
My wife Aleena and I welcomed our first child, a
beautiful baby girl named Audri Ana Staley. From
that moment on, our lives were changed forever.
The responsibilities that come along with being a
parent can be overwhelming at times, and I know
it sounds like a cliché, but it’s been the greatest,
most rewarding thing I’ve ever experienced in my
life.
When you have a healthy baby with no com18 | The Collegiate

plications your first time around, you forget the
heartaches that can come with pregnancy. I had
always heard about couples having miscarriages,
but it wasn’t anything I ever thought would happen to my wife and me.
All of that changed this past August. My wife
and I decided to try to get pregnant and two
weeks later, we had a positive pregnancy test.
We were ecstatic when we found out the news.
I, being the emotional one in the marriage, gave
my wife a huge hug with tears of joy in my eyes.
We went out to celebrate with a tall stack of
flapjacks, eggs, bacon and some fresh squeezed
orange juice.

As the nurse prepared my wife for the ultrasound, she asked us questions about the pregnancy, what our birth plan was and how our first
pregnancy went. While she was still talking, she
held the device to my wife’s stomach. I stopped
paying attention to what she was saying and
started looking and listening for the heartbeat.
A minute or so went by and there was still no
heartbeat. The nurse didn’t seem concerned
and even said that it can sometimes take a few
minutes to find the heartbeat. After five minutes of looking, I began to get a sinking feeling.
They decided to take her to a different room
and try a transvaginal ultrasound. We could
see the baby on the screen which was exciting,
but still there was no heartbeat. My wife and I
looked at each other and without saying anything, we knew what was happening.
After trying the transvaginal ultrasound for a
few minutes, the nurse paused, then broke the
devastating news, confirming our worst nightmare. My wife and I both were fighting tears as
she told us before we lost control completely,
holding each other as we both cried uncontrollably.

The pain was immense as the reality began
to set in. I remember feeling guilty for not being
stronger for my wife. In my mind, the man’s job
in a situation like this is to buck up and be there
for his wife in whatever ways she needs. But I
couldn’t muster the strength. For six weeks we
had been dreaming together about this baby.
Will it be a boy or a girl? What do we want to
name the baby? Will it be blonde, brunette, red
headed? Will it have green, blue or hazel eyes?
What instruments and sports will he or she
play? We had built a connection and attachment with this baby that I was unaware was
even forming.
When I was younger, I would hear about
someone having a miscarriage and see how
distraught they were. I remember thinking, “how
can you be that upset over losing something
you never had?” I’ve heard those sentiments
echoed from multiple people, but after going
through it, I understand all too well now.
According to Mayo Clinic, about 20 percent of all pregnancies end in miscarriage. The
percentage is likely higher than 20, but can’t be
confirmed due to many women having miscarriages before they realize they’re even pregnant.
Miscarriage is something that used to be a
taboo topic of discussion, but recently more
and more women, including celebrities like
Michelle Obama, Carrie Underwood and Beyoncé have opened up and shared their stories
of struggling through, in some cases, multiple
miscarriages. Seeing this and now having gone
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us both unequalled joy. After the miscarriage
however, there was pessimism that overshadowed the news that was almost like a defense
mechanism. I felt like I had to keep my guard up
so as not to get hurt again.

When you’re in a relationship, there are
moments where one partner may need to rely
on the other a little bit more than normal. There
were nights where my wife laid in bed crying,
and I held her, wanting to be her rock. But there
were also nights that I laid in bed crying and my
wife held me and was my rock.

I know that sounds crazy, and it is. If we
were to suffer another miscarriage, the pain
wouldn’t be any less excruciating because I had
my guard up. But this is the consequence of
suffering a miscarriage. It is a thief of joy and
optimism.

Everything we went through is a scar that
will heal but will never fully go away. My wife and
I recently found out that we were once again
pregnant, and I realized there is still healing
to be done. Finding out this news before the
miscarriage was something amazing that gave
20 | The Collegiate

Gender equality is a focus for many in the
current climate, but there are social stigmas of
gender that still exist. Men are supposed to be
strong. Men aren’t supposed to cry. Men aren’t
supposed to show their emotions or talk about
what they’re feeling. I want to put those stereotypes to rest and let you know that it is OK to
do those things. Be strong, but never feel guilty
for being overcome with emotion. Be open and
talk about the hurt that you’re feeling. Emotions
are not signs of weakness.
I wrote this to let the men who go through
this know that miscarriage does affect you and
it’s OK to hurt. It’s OK to cry. It’s OK to shutdown. Nobody ever
told me this, and I wish
I would have known.

By Najd Ayari

A few weeks ago I was filling my water bottle at one of the drinking fountains at Grand
Rapids Community College, and I realized it had
never crossed my mind before what kind of
processing the water goes through. Although I
had never previously questioned the quality of
the water I drink, but with all of the water quality issues facing Flint, Rockford, and Oscoda, I
couldn’t help but wonder if our water in Grand
Rapids was at risk as well.

Photo by Najd Ayari
Mike Staley playing his song on the guitar.

One thing I always find solace in is music. I
play three instruments and writing for me can
be very therapeutic. I felt that I had to write a
song about the emotions I was feeling through
this whole process, but I didn’t know how hard
it would be. I have written songs in the past
about drug addiction or a breakup, but this was
truly difficult. My notepad collected tears as I
scratched down lyrics. After I finished the song,
I played it one time while holding back tears and
have never played it since then. It was a way
for me to cope with what was happening and
helped me get through those tough times, but
it’s also not something I enjoy going back and
playing.
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through it, I’m encouraged knowing that we’re
not alone. But as a man, I often wonder why
the husbands of these strong women never sit
next to them and tell the heartache they experienced.

Michigan Water: What’s In It?

In an attempt to learn more about our water,
The Collegiate took a trip to the Lake Michigan
Filtration Plant in Grand Haven to view the water
treatment process. During the trip, Mike Grenier, the plant’s superintendent, described the
steps the water goes through before reaching
our tap. The cycle starts by pumping water out
of Lake Michigan using two pump lines a mile
long. The water enters two stations on Lake

Michigan and gets pumped to the main facility.
From there, chemicals are added to the
water to sanitize it. Chlorine starts the disinfection process and also controls zebra mussels.
Aluminum sulfate is also added to help remove
unwanted colors and turbidity by attaching to
the dirt and pulling it down. The process continues into multiple settling basins then to an
accelerator, which slowly mixes the particles
together and attaches them to each other so
they can get heavier and settle down. Anything
that doesn’t settle down gets taken out in the
sand filters, which contain a layer of anthracite,
a layer of crushed coal and then another layer of
sand to polish the water on its way out.
Fluoride is added to the water at this stage,
which reduces tooth decay and cavities. Grand
Rapids was the first community in the United
States to put fluoride in the water in 1944. The
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last chemical added is phosphate, which coats
the inside of the pipes to prevent the leaching
of copper.

The distribution pipes are something else
that employees at the plant need to consider.
Depending on their condition, materials that
they were made of and their age, the city decides whether to change or maintain the pipes
“There are pipes that are 70, 80 years old…
The age of the pipe is not the driver, it’s what it
was made of and how it was laid,” Garnier said.
In recent years, a chemical family called
polyfluoroalkyl substances (PFAS) was brought
to the public’s attention nationwide.
PFAS is part of a chemical family that
doesn’t exist naturally. The chemical was invented in the 1930s and has been widely used
since the 1940s. The unique properties of PFAS
is water and oil repellency and temperature resistance. PFOS (perfluorooctanesulfonic acid)
and PFOA (perfluorooctanoic acid) are PFAS
compounds found in a wide range of products
used by consumers and industries like coatings
for wood, textiles, paint, paper products and
cookware. PFAS was also used in firefighting
foams, construction, electronics and the automotive and aviation industries.
In 2017, the Michigan Department of En22 | The Collegiate

The chemical is measured in the water by
parts per trillion (ppt). The United States Environmental Protection Agency (EPA) set the
margin of protection, from a lifetime of exposure to PFOA and PFOS from consuming water,
to 70 ppt. The safety levels are different from
one state to another. The State of Michigan has
adopted the EPA recommended safety level.
Right now in Lake Michigan, the level is at
2.5 ppt. (PFOS and PFOA combined). According
to the last tests conducted by the water treatment plant in June 2018, they should be down
to 0.3 next year according to Grenier.
Healthwise, there is no direct correlation
between PFAS levels in the blood and diseases
that experts have been able to properly pinpoint so far, but it’s known that the chemical
is bioaccumulative and non-biodegradable. In
general, studies on animals have found that
being exposed to high levels of PFAS resulted
in changes to the function of the liver, pancreas
and thyroid.
Knowing that the current pollutant levels
in Grand Rapids water are within safe levels
makes me more comfortable filling my water
bottle at the fountain rather than being clueless. Being aware and keeping a watchful eye on
the pollutant levels of the water we drink is our
responsibility as a community.

Old school fun: a return to board
games in a high-tech world.
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At this stage the water is potable, which
ends up in the reservoirs of the plant and gets
pumped into town. The water is bleached again
before it’s pumped to the city. This last step is
to ensure that any water that comes back into
the distribution pipes from someone’s property
that is contaminated by incorrectly laid plumbing does not get back into the pipes.

vironmental Quality tested over 20 wells for
their PFAS levels in the Rockford area. Fourteen
contained some level of PFAS, and seven had
levels that placed above the safe limit. Since
it has reached the water plate, the chemicals
found their way to rivers and therefore to Lake
Michigan.

By Lisa Stapel

Eli Edwardson was traveling in Canada with
his family when he noticed a new trend emerging: board game cafés. Popular in cities like
Toronto, board game cafés offer the standard
coffee and bakery items as well as an opportunity to engage their fellow patrons in contests
of wit or strategy. The chain Snakes and Lattes,
which currently has four locations in Toronto,
charges only a $5 fee for access to the more
than 1,000 board games lining the walls at each
of their cafés.
After returning to their home in Grand Rapids, Edwardson and his wife Hanna, both 27, felt
they could recreate the experience locally. In
the fall of 2017, they created West Michigan
Game Knights.
As a mobile board game night host, Edwardson travels to locations such as Elk Brewing
at least once a month to share his collection
of games with patrons at no charge. He generally brings around 15 different games to each
event and rotates them regularly, occasionally
giving away old games as he adds new titles to
his inventory. With many modern board games

boasting price tags of $40 or more, the gathering allows players to enjoy the selection and
discover which games they enjoy without first
paying the expensive retail price. Edwardson
understands the “intimidating” elements of
learning a new game, and his goal is for everyone to enjoy their evening without having to
read a complicated rule book.
“I will teach, set up, explain, do whatever
people need,” he said. “It’s a way to sit down
without a phone for a little while and just talk
and connect.”
If familiar titles such as “Apples to Apples”
are in his arsenal that evening, he brings other
games that are similar so that he may suggest
them to players who are hesitant to branch out.
“If I see (customers) grab a game on their
own and I’m not talking to them, I can then 15,
20 minutes later bring another game to them
and teach it to them really quick, and that gets
the ball rolling,” Edwardson said. “I’ve seen people play through five new games in one night.”
Although there is no rule stipulating that
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players must turn off or silence their mobile devices, Edwardson has noticed a decrease in cell
phone use, provided he’s “done a good job” and
adequately matched up players with compatible
games.
“If I can get a group playing the right game,
generally the conversations grow and the
phones go away,” he said.
He has seen his share of converts to the
board game scene. He told the story of a guest
who went to an event but also said he didn’t like
board games. Edwardson brought him a copy of
“Timeline,” a game where players are dealt cards
featuring different inventions and must place
them in chronological order. Were windmills
invented before the printing press, or after?

ment because… it’s exactly what we’re trying
to achieve, which is just straight connection.
Trying to connect with someone eye to eye to
achieve a goal.”

“As someone with social anxiety, it’s nice
to have an activity laid out that you can focus
on, and then let the conversation naturally flow
around that,” she said.

Recently, Michigan-based comic book and
game store Vault of Midnight hosted their own
board game night at Rezervoir Lounge. Kaitlin
Diemer, 28, of Grand Rapids, serves as the
company’s events coordinator, and has seen
both groups of friends and individuals attend
their events.

Diemer’s favorite game currently is “T.I.M.E
Stories,” a cooperative futuristic game where
time travel exists and players must inhabit bodies in other different realities and dimensions in
order to repair a fault or paradox that threatens
the fabric of time and space. The original game
has players “uploaded” into characters at a
Victorian-era asylum, but expansion packs take
gamers to alternate timelines in locations such
as a Lovecraftian universe or ancient Egypt.

“It’s a great way to meet new people,” Diemer
said. “A lot of people who come alone are new
to the city, they’ve just moved to Grand Rapids.
We try to use ‘Vault of Midnight’ events as a
way to introduce our customers to one another
and build up that community around the shop.”

“So I teach (this game) to him real quick, and
Citing her own personal experiences, Diemer
I come back to check on him, and he was on
suggested that having a game already set up
Amazon ordering the game to buy,” Edwardson
also helps take the pressure off those who may
said. “Those are the moments where I’m like,
‘See, you thought you didn’t like games because find large groups intimidating.
you were thinking of playing ‘Uno,’ and that’s not
what you wanted to do…’ It’s fun to get these
people to realize that there’s a little bit of stuff
for everybody, and that’s why I’m here.”

“I think board games now are so creative,”
Diemer said. “You see all sorts of amazing
artwork, really cool storytelling, and different
genres… It’s not just ‘Monopoly’ or ‘Clue’ anymore. There’s a whole world out there.”
Ben Stitt, 37, of Grand Rapids, attended the
board game night at Rezervoir Lounge. A sys-

tems engineer and veteran, he has previously
volunteered for Extra Life, an organization that
hosts fundraising gaming sessions to benefit
Children’s Miracle Network Hospitals. He was
invited to the gathering by his new coworkers.
“I love board games, I love meeting people,
and these guys asked me,” Stitt said. “I just
started working (with them) a month ago. Nice
way to get to know your coworkers.”
At Elk Brewing, West Michigan Game Knights
typically draws in around 40 people at their
events, which are open to all ages. Roughly half
of the attendees are regulars who attend every
game night, but the others are first-timers.
Edwardson often sees couples on their first
dates.
“If you go out on a date with somebody…
there’s a lot of pressure to have a good time
and have a good conversation, and (a game
night) just stimulates that,” Edwardson says. “It
relieves all that pressure because you’re just
doing something together and then the conversations roll naturally.”
For him, seeing people enjoy themselves is
enough of a win.

A simple, easy-to-learn game that has been
very popular at Edwardson’s game nights is
“The Mind.” The premise is simple: everyone
gets a card with a number on it, and they must
be arranged in a pile in ascending order. The
catch? No one can show their card before playing it, and no one is allowed to speak or gesture
to each other in any way.

“I don’t care if somebody walks away wanting
to buy this game,” Edwardson said. “That’s not
really the point to me. I just want somebody to
walk away with a more memorable night.”

“All you do is stare at each other and try
to get focused in and decide how to play,”
Edwardson said. “It’s perfect for that environ24 | The Collegiate
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Board games at grcc
The Grand Rapids Community College Board Gaming Club offers a weekly opportunity for GRCC students to get their board gaming on without even leaving the campus.
The members listed some advantages to in-person gaming vs. the online experience.
“If you’re doing a video game… you’re very much focused on talking about the
game and what you need to do,” said Josie Disselkoen, 20. “With board games we can
just play a card game and get to know each other and talk about something completely different.”
“There isn’t the toxicity that can happen with online games,” said Nic Gibbard, 18,
of Wyoming.
“Plus, let’s face it, with board games you get a lot more laughter than (video game)
Smash Bros,” said James Smith, 30, of Grand Rapids.
GRCC Board Gaming Club President Daniel Brechting, 19, of Sparta, cited the ”longterm friendships” he’s made as one of the best things about the organization. Others
agreed that it was the quality of the people that mattered.
“You can have all the best games in the world, but if the people aren’t great it’s not
worth it,” said Charlie Bushman, 23, of Rockford. “It’s the people that make it what it
is.”
Gibbard recalled the time the group played “the unicorn game that made no sense
whatsoever,” but still had a good time.
“If the game sucks but the people are great, you make fun of it and you keep going,”
Gibbard said. “When nerds unite, fun things happen.”
Members meet on Thursdays from 4 p.m. to 8 p.m. for various card and board game
playing, and on Wednesdays from 3 p.m. to 6 p.m. to play “Dungeons and Dragons.” All
meetings are held in room 55 on floor G2 of the Main Building. Membership is open to
all students and more information can be found at their Raider Connect page.
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Finding Common Ground
Drewyn Talley (left) and Matthew Scheidel (right) discussing issues on GRCC’s campus.
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By Matthew Scheidel

In our current political climate, we sometimes struggle to get along. It seems like anything we say can be offensive to someone and
it’s often hard to discuss certain issues without things getting heated.
As a 20-year-old white male, there aren’t a
lot of things that offend me. I have had the luxury of not facing much discrimination throughout
the course of my life up to this point. But there
are millions of people in the world who face
some sort of discrimination that some of us, including myself, may never understand. We may
never understand why something that is not
offensive to us, is offensive to someone else
if we haven’t been faced with such discrimination. But we can still attempt to do so.
In an attempt to better understand other
people’s perspectives, The Collegiate hosted
a forum and invited students to share their ex-

periences and talk openly about controversial
issues.
Drewyn Talley, president of the Native American Student Organization at Grand Rapids Community College, mentioned one of the issues
plaguing the Native American community and
his attempt to raise awareness and tolerance
among all GRCC’s diverse student population.
Talley’s attempt to raise awareness on Columbus Day and Indigenous Peoples Day at GRCC is
a topic he’s passionate about.
“This is an issue that is very close to my
heart,” Talley said. “The first time we tried to get
it passed, it didn’t take off because it excluded the dominant culture. The proposal soley
wanted to focus on indigenous people, without
taking into consideration that there are people
that do celebrate Columbus Day, and it matters
to them on some level. Now, with this proposal,
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we are trying to accomodate all viewpoints.
We want to acknowledge that Columbus Day
might have significance to some people, so we
want to celebrate both holidays alongside each
other.”

things like Braves and Redskins, that’s when it
becomes a problem. As far as Indians, me, as a
Native American, I don’t ever identify as Indian
because it’s incorrect. I’m not Indian. I guess
you could say if anything I could pass as an
American Indian, but I thought Indian is someTalley said that he personally doesn’t care for one from India. So to me, that’s a misrepresenColumbus Day, being a Native American himself, tation.”
and that he’s taken some heat for celebrating
both holidays.
One week following the forum, I attended the
“More Than A Word” event Talley hosted with his
“If I had my druthers, it would just be Indigestudent organization at the GRCC Applied Technous Peoples Day,” Talley said. “But I understand nology Center auditorium. The screening feathat our values here at GRCC include diversity,
tured “More Than A Word,” a documentary about
inclusion and equity. So for me, I just view this
the aforementioned Washington Redskins
as a stepping stone to getting people talking.”
and the controversy surrounding their team
Talley also highlighted the issue of racial ste- name and logo. This was followed by a panel
discussion about the impact of using Native
reotypes among sports mascots, specifically
Americans’ likenesses and tribe names as team
the Washington Redskins.
logos, as well as other issues.
“To me, that word (Redskins) is flagrantly
The panelists included Community/Cultural
painful,” said Talley. “You’re calling someone
Consultant for the Michigan Department of
out by the characteristic of the skin. You know,
we’re people. I think each of us has value dignity Education Lynn LaPointe, GRCC Anthropology
Professor Dillon Carr, Grand Valley State Univerand worth. We’re more than just flesh. I think
sity Native American Council member Belinda
there are much better epithets to use than
Bardwell and GRCC Instructor and Counselor
something based on a physical feature.”
Andre Fields. Both Bardwell and LaPointe are of
Washington’s football team has been called Native American decent.
the Redskins since 1933. They were founded
Bardwell said that she still finds it hard to
a year before in Boston, where they were first
believe that there are people that think the
known as the Braves. They relocated to WashRedskins’ name and logo is not offensive.
ington D.C. in 1937.
Talley said he doesn’t mind some of the
names, and that he doesn’t wish that there
were no team names or mascots based off of
Native Americans in sports.
“Names of tribes aren’t problematic to me,”
Talley said. “It’s a proper name, right? It’s neutral territory. But I mean it’s when you get into
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“I totally get having a personal and emotional
connection to a team, to a school, to a figure,”
Bardwell said. “I grew up in Grand Rapids. I grew
up in my safe little bubble. College is the place
to step out of that bubble and just start to see
things from different perspectives and start
to have conversations with people who think
differently than you. So I get the emotional

connection, but at the same time, you still have
to evolve as a human being to understand that
other people across the table from you (have)
as much right to be humanized as anyone else.”
LaPointe spoke about the resiliency of
Native Americans, as well as their ability to be
multifaceted problem solvers.
“I once heard a phrase that went, ‘traditionally, we are a contemporary people,’” LaPointe
said. “That phrase is about resiliency. It’s about
our ability to be contemporary no matter what
year, no matter what generation, our ability to
roll with the punches, our ability to take the
most evil things done to our people and survive
them. When I think about all the advocates in
the video tonight, they are demonstrating that.
They are demonstrating their ability to have
that cultural resilience, even in the face of
defeat.
“A phrase people always say to us is ‘get
over it,’” LaPointe continued. “We hear that all
the time. This is usually followed by something
along the lines of ‘don’t you have something
more important to do? Isn’t there something
more important that you Indians should be
focused on other than a mascot?’ That goes
back to being a multifaceted problem solver, as
an indigenous person. You can’t focus solely on
being a water protector. You can’t focus solely
on being an advocate against the use of racist
mascots. You can’t focus solely on being an
expert in culture. You can’t focus solely on just
one of those. You have to be an expert at all of
those. That’s what makes you a multifaceted
indigenous problem solver.”

“redskin” meant to Native Americans before
making any judgments.
“It’s a racial slur,” Talley said. “People just
don’t see it that way. It’s on par with some of
the words that the panelists mentioned, such
as the n-word. I see it as being synonymous
with those kinds of words. But the popular
belief is that it’s harmless, at worst. Maybe a
little culturally insensitive. But it’s damaging.
I think I’ve mentioned before that words have
the power to either build us up or tear us down. I
am all for stuff that builds us up.”
At the end of the day, we are all human. We
may not always see eye to eye on everything.
It may seem kind of petty when someone gets
upset about something that at first glance,
doesn’t seem like their issue. But it’s quite
possible that person has spoken to someone
who is directly affected by that issue, and they
know their perspective.
We have to talk to each other. The more
we talk, the more we can learn about different
perspectives, and the happier we can become.
I was one of those people. Whenever I saw
people getting riled up about something like
the Redskins, I would wonder why people would
go through all that trouble over an issue that
has nothing to do with them. Now after hearing
different perspectives from people like Drewyn,
I now see where they are coming from. So I encourage you to do the same. If there is an issue
that bothers someone but you aren’t sure why,
talk to them. It may not be easy. But we have to
try.

Following the event, Talley, who hosted
the event, offered some insight as to what
he wished people knew about what the term
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Ethan Ream
Yes, we’re twins. No, we can’t read each
other’s minds or feel each other’s pain. Yes, we
have similarities, but there are definitely differences. One simply being our favorite colors.
Mine being green, and mine being red. In recent
years, our lives have been very similar: same
car, same classes, same job and same room.
However, our lives have not always been like
this.
Growing up, telling us apart was very difficult, but our parents had their methods. One
method they used was painting my big toe nail
pink until I turned three and thought it was a
good idea to run into our glass entertainment
center, which resulted in a trip to the hospital
and a scar above my right eye. Knowing the
stress of telling us apart, our parents decided
it would be the best for our classmates and
teachers to seperate us. From kindergarten
to eighth grade, we had completely different
classes, friends and teachers, living totally
different lives.
With this division in school, it made it hard
to relate to each other at home. But one interest that we both shared was the World Wrestling Entertainment (WWE). Of course, being a
sibling comes with its fair share of fights and
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Womb-mates

mixing fake wrestling with the fights definitely
didn’t help. There
was a time in about
seventh grade when
I got Evan into a
choke hold after
we’d been fighting
for a little while. As
Ethan slipped the
choke hold around
my neck, I knew I had
no chance of escaping, so I was forced
to put my WWE skills
to the test. I faked
being knocked out in
an attempt to trick
Ethan into thinking I
actually was. I believed it and actually
started to freak
out, I told my mom
and we both got in
trouble. These types
of fights happened
often, but that’s
what siblings are for,
right?

It became much
easier for us to get along once we entered high
school. During this time, we both joined a program that was offered at our high school called

early middle college. This program allowed us to
take college courses
during high school, but
also forced us to take
the same classes.
Now, unlike elementary school and middle
school, we had the
exact same classes,
friends and teachers.
This change of having the same classes
didn’t stop there. As
we got older, we realized it was time for us
to get a job. Arby’s was
having open interviews
at the time, so we
thought it was a perfect opportunity. Nervous, we both walked
into the restaurant,
arguing over who would
be interviewed first.
Being 20 minutes
older, I knew it was
time for me to step up
to the plate. After my
Courtsey Photo
interview, they decided
to hire me on the spot. After his interview it was
my turn. But by then, they had already made
their decision. They said “because we hired your

twin, I guess that means we have to hire you
too.” I wasn’t sure how to take that because
that either means that we seem like really good
workers so they wanted us both, or that they
felt bad if they just hired one of the twins. Now
two and a half years later, we’re still working
together at the same Arby’s.
Now that we’re in college and still taking the
same classes, the question of how much longer
we’re going to be doing the same thing hovers
over our heads. When we look back on our lives,
we have been doing mostly the same things
all our lives, so we share very similar interests.
This has caused us to, quite literally, live up to
the name, identical twins.
So here we are, sharing the same car, still
working the same job, having the same interests, and yes, even writing the same story. But
if you ask me what it is like being an identical
twin, I would tell you it’s not as bad as we just
made it seem. Although we may share almost
everything, there is always going to be someone there to hang out with, talk to or even fight
with. Even though I can’t tell you what it is like
not having a twin, I can tell you always having
someone there who is exactly like me isn’t so
bad. I couldn’t have said it better myself.

Evan Ream
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By Tatiana Díaz

I don’t know how many times I’ll write about
infertility. At this point, I fear I’m sounding like a
broken record - one that’s 45 minutes long and
it’s just me crying “why” a la Nancy Kerrigan in
1994.
But what people who’ve had the wonderful
luck of never experiencing infertility don’t realize is that it’s an all-consuming ordeal. Infertility
becomes your life, and, at least for me, I lost
who I was in the process and only saw myself as
infertile - and not as a writer, a daughter, a wife,
a student, an insane *NSync fan, a best friend,
and everything else that makes me who I am.
Last year, I was inspired to recount my struggles in a piece aptly titled “(In)fertile Myrtle”
that seemingly bared it all. It was truthful and
real and showed my personality through and
through. But I was still hiding so much, even
from myself. Of course, I didn’t realize it then.
I’ve read that piece more than 100 times in
both English and Spanish, and what I saw the
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looking ahead:
the road to
motherhood
last time I read the story was how much I was
actually masking in a story that I thought held
nothing back. It was witty and funny at times,
but what I see in that story now just makes me
think of the meme where Chrissy Teigen awkwardly smiles during the 2015 Golden Globes. I
was distracting my readers with punchlines and
sarcasm so they couldn’t actually feel my pain
because I didn’t want to feel my pain.
I ended “(In)fertile Myrtle” with the hope of
one day reaching the end of the road to motherhood and finally being able to say those two
words every woman who hopes to have children
one day wish so much to say, “I’m pregnant.” A
year, a failed fertility treatment and an ectopic
pregnancy later I can finally say those two magical words, I’m pregnant. I didn’t know if I would
ever be able to say those words without a
“but” after or a “was” in between and for a long
time, I thought maybe I wasn’t worthy of adding
“mother” to my list of titles at all.
Yet here I am, 19 weeks pregnant, and so
far I’ve heard my baby’s heartbeat four times

and have seen its little figure on an ultrasound
twice. I should feel like this is it. This is the real
deal. But because I’ve been down this road
before, albeit not this far along, I feel like I’m
in a weird nowhere kind of place. I’m not at the
end of the road, but I’ve made it past one of the
biggest hurdles. Most days I can’t help but ask
myself, “When’s the other shoe going to drop?”
Every twinge, every pull, every bit of change
I feel my body going through - which is a lot
these days - gives me anxiety. It’s not my fault,
folks, it’s the (In)fertile Myrtle in me. The only
time I can say I feel totally at peace with all
things pregnancy is when I’m at the doctor’s
office for my monthly visit where I hear my little
bean through the doppler machine. Hearing that
sound is like getting a sugar rush. It’s almost
euphoric the feeling I get when I hear those
little thumps indicating there’s a heart other
than my own beating away inside. A sound that
signals another life, another soul. I wish that
feeling lasted forever.

zone” or turning point in pregnancy where a couple can breathe a sigh of relief and say, “We’ve
made it past this mark and now it’s smooth
sailing from here.” The end of my first trimester
was only one of the many milestones in this
pregnancy where I felt like I could reluctantly
breathe a sigh of relief, but that feeling begins
to wear down as the weeks go by. The hurdles
come faster than I can anticipate.
So far, I know little baby Díaz is growing in the
right place, growing at a normal rate, doesn’t
have any chromosomal abnormalities, and has
two hands and two feet. All are hurdles I’m still
processing. Next, we’ll find out more details
of its development and whether we’ll be welcoming a Jack or a Jill to our little family in May
2019. It all seems so surreal that I don’t think
I’ve fully processed the adventure my husband
and I embarked on.

Sadly, all sugar highs come to a crashing halt
and so does my feeling of total ease. My sugar
rush lasts a good two weeks and then the crash
is of NASCAR proportions where my mind is free
to wonder impatiently about what’s going on
inside my body while I wait for my next fix in the
following two weeks.

It’s certainly an exciting time for our family and not everything is sad and depressing.
We’ve picked out nursery colors and poke fun at
the silly names we’ve come up with to name our
little one. I talk to my belly and wonder whether
our dog Lucy knows what’s coming. We have
fun, but I know we won’t actually relax until that
little bundle of baby is in our arms - then we’ll
have other things to worry about, but we’ll deal
with that when the time comes.

This is my reality, and I bet it’s the reality for
many couples who experience a loss or infertility and then finally get past that first bump of
many during pregnancy. There’s never a “safe

Dealing with infertility and loss has given
me a unique perspective to pregnancy and
procreating that I’m still trying to figure out if
I’m glad or angry about it. Angry, I’m definitely
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Mirando hacia el futuro
No sé cuántas veces voy a escribir acerca
de la infertilidad. A éste punto, temo que estoy
sonando como un disco rallado - uno que es de
45 minutos y sólo salgo yo gritando “porque”
como la patinadora Nancy Kerrigan en el 1994.

Photo by Najd Ayari

angry. But some days I wonder if I was meant
to go through all of this agony for a reason - to
be thankful, maybe. Maybe I was meant to go
through these awful experiences so that once
I get that promotion to motherhood, I can be
grateful for such a blessing. I don’t know, I’m
still figuring that out.
In my darkest moments dealing with infertility - the days I spent crying in my car on my
way to work or school because I couldn’t understand why something that’s supposed to be so
natural wasn’t happening to me or the seemingly lonely nights where I cried myself to sleep
on the couch or in another room because even
though I wasn’t alone in my house I felt lonely
because no one else understood my pain - I
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never pictured I’d be out of that hole. I thought
that was my fate and that it had been sealed.
I know now that no one truly knows what’s
going to happen. If I could go back and tell
myself one thing it’d be to stay in the moment
and not think about what the future will bring.
The road to motherhood isn’t the same for
everyone, and we don’t know how that journey
will end. I’d tell myself to enjoy friends, family
and those in the trenches dealing with infertility because they may be the only ones who
understand. Lastly, I’d tell myself that none of
it is permanent. It’s all temporary and the road
to motherhood will reach its end, however that
may look.

Pero lo que las personas con la gran dicha
de nunca haber lidiado con la infertilidad no
saben es que es una experiencia que te consume. La infertilidad se hace parte de tu vida,
y, por lo menos yo, me perdí quién era en el
proceso y sólo me vi como una mujer infértil - y
no como una escritora, hija, esposa, estudiante, fanática de *NSync, mejor amiga y todo
lo demás que me hace quien soy.
El año pasado me inspiré a recontar mis
luchas con la infertilidad en una pieza apropiadamente titulada “La (In)fértil” que aparentemente lo describió todo. Fue veraz y real y
enseñó mi personalidad completamente. Pero
todavía estaba escondiendo tanto, incluso de
mi misma. Claro, no me dí cuenta entonces. He
leído ese artículo más de 100 veces en español e inglés y lo que ví la última vez que leí el
artículo es lo tanto que estaba enmascarando
en un artículo que yo pensé que no escondía
nada. Era cómico e ingenioso a veces, pero
estaba distrayendo a mis lectores con chistes
y sarcasmo para que realmente no sintieran mi
dolor porque yo no quería sentir mi dolor.
Terminé “La (In)fértil” con la esperanza de
un día llegar al final del camino y al fin poder
decir esas dos palabras mágicas, “estoy embarazada.” Un año, un tratamiento de fertilidad

fallado y un embarazo ectópico después y
finalmente puedo decirlo, estoy embarazada.
No sabía si algún día iba a poder decir esas
palabras sin un “pero” despues o un “estaba”
antes y por mucho tiempo pensé que tal vez
no era digna de agregar “madre” a mi lista de
títulos.
Sin embargo, aquí estoy a los cinco meses
de embarazo y ya he oído el corazón de mi
bebé cuatro veces y he visto su pequeña
figura en a través de un ultrasonido dos veces.
Me debo sentir como que ya lo logre. Ésto es
verdadero. Pero porque ya he atravesado éste
camino, aunque no por tanto tiempo, me siento como si estuviera en un lugar raro donde no
estoy ni aquí ni allá. No he llegado al final del
camino, pero he superado uno de los mayores
obstáculos. La mayoría de los días no puedo
evitar preguntarme, “¿Hasta cuándo durará
esto?”
Cada punzada, cada tirón, cada cambio que
siento que está pasando en mi cuerpo - que
en éstos días son muchos - me da ansiedad.
Pero no es mi culpa, amigos, es La (In)fértil en
mi. El único momento que me siento completamente tranquila con todo lo que tiene que
ver con este embarazo es cuando estoy en
la oficina de mi doctora para mi cita mensual
prenatal donde oigo a mi frijolito a través de
una máquina doppler. Ese sonido me da una
sensación eufórica al oír esos golpecitos que
indican que hay otro corazón latiendo en mi. Un
sonido que indica otra vida, otra alma. Quisiera
que esa sensación durara para siempre.
Tristemente, ese no es el caso. Esa
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Ésta es mi realidad, y apostaría que es la realidad
de muchas parejas quienes viven una pérdida o infertilidad y después que pasan ese primer obstáculo
durante el embarazo. Nunca hay un tiempo seguro
en el embarazo cuando una pareja puede tener un
suspiro de alivio y decir, “Ya pasamos esta marca y
de ahora en adelante no hay preocupaciones.” El final
de mi primer trimestre fue uno de los tantos eventos
en este embarazo donde me senti que podia respirar un tin, pero esa sensación dura tan poco y se va
disminuyendo según van pasando las semanas. Los
obstáculos vienen más rápido que yo puedo anticipar.
Hasta ahora, sé que nuestro Bebé Díaz está
creciendo en el lugar correcto, está creciendo a un
paso normal, no tiene ninguna anormalidad de cromosomas, y tiene sus manitos y piecitos. Todos son
obstáculos que estoy procesando. Pronto sabremos
más detalles de su desarrollo y si esperamos un
Oliver u Olivia en mayo 2019. Todo parece surrealista
que no creo que realmente he procesado la aventura
que mi esposo y yo empezamos.
Realmente es un tiempo lindo para mi familia y no
todo es triste o deprimente. Ya hemos escogidos los
colores del cuarto del bebé y nos burlamos de los
nombres cómicos que le pudiéramos dar. Le hablo
a mi barriga y me pregunto si Lucy, nuestra perrita,
sabe lo que viene. Nos divertimos, pero sé que realmente no nos vamos a relajar hasta que nuestro
bebito esté en nuestros brazos - y de ahí tendremos
otras cosas de qué preocuparnos, pero ya nos ocuparemos de eso cuando venga.
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Lidiando con la infertilidad y abortos espontáneos
me ha dado una perspectiva única al embarazo y la
procreación que todavía estoy tratando de descifrar
si me alegra o me enoja. Me enoja, seguro que me
enoja. Pero algunos días me pregunto si tenía que
pasar por toda esta agonía por una razón - tal vez
para ser agradecida. Tal vez tenía que pasar por estas
horribles experiencias para que cuando logre conseguir esa promoción a la maternidad, sea agradecida
por esa bendición. No sé, todavía estoy averiguando
eso.
En mis momentos más oscuros lidiando con la
infertilidad - los días que pasé llorando en mi carro en
camino al trabajo o la escuela porque no podía entender porque algo que está supuesto ser tan natural
no lo acababa de lograr o la noches aparentemente
solitarias donde me quedaba dormida llorando en el
sofá o en otro cuarto porque aunque realmente no
estaba sola en mi casa me sentía sola porque nadie
entendía mi dolor - nunca pensé que iba a salir de ese
hueco. Pensé que esa era mi destino.
Ahora sé que nadie realmente sabe lo que pasará.
Si podría regresar el tiempo y aconsejarme me diría
que debería enfocarme en el momento y no pensar
tanto en lo que traerá el futuro. El camino hacia la
maternidad no luce igual para todas, y nadie sabe
realmente cómo terminará. Me diría que disfrute a
mis amistades y familiares y apreciar aquellos que
todavía están en la batalla contra la fertilidad porque
pueden ser los únicos que realmente entienden la
lucha. Por ultimo, me diría que nada es permanente.
Todo es temporal y el camino hacia la maternidad
llegará a su fin, como quiera que sea.

Pics
or It
Didn’t
Happen
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sensación solo dura unas dos semanas y de ahí mi
mente se siente libre a preguntarse impacientemente que es lo que estará pasando en mi cuerpo
mientras espero mi próxima dosis en las próximas
dos semanas.

By Brooklyn Andres

You probably skipped dinner last night since
we didn’t see a picture of food on your Instagram story. And did you really go to that concert
if we didn’t see videos of it on Snapchat? Are
you sure you met Selena Gomez yesterday? Because we missed your Facebook post if you did.
Pics or it didn’t happen.
It’s 2018 and admit it, we are obsessed
with our image. But how couldn’t we be? Today
we can’t go anywhere or do anything without
feeling like it needs to be documented. Pictures

and videos control us. We are in the constant
state of mind that if we don’t capture the moment with our phone’s camera, that memory will
be lost forever or even worse, our social status
will plummet.
Think of how many times a day you walk past
people taking pictures of their beverages, videos of their surroundings, or snapping selfies.
Now before you judge, realize you’ve done it too.
We all have. Possibly out of habit, but more than
likely due to the pressure of social media, we
felt compelled to post.
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In our society today, we are fixated on the
idea of fitting in. We feel the need to always
have our phone in hand in case a photo opportunity presents itself. We cannot pass up the
opportunity to show off the fact that we are
part of a global trend. Whether that trend is a
drink that everyone is trying or a dance that
everyone is doing, we want to be seen taking
part in it. Now, what happens if the chance for
a good photo doesn’t present itself? Easy, we
make our own reality in which it does.
Let me introduce you to the motto “Do it
for the Gram,” a saying that is slowly beginning
to trend. “Doing it for the Gram” entails doing
something with the sole intention of posting it
on social media. The purpose behind the photo
or video is to have it end up on one of the social
platforms whether that’s Facebook, Instagram,
Snapchat, etc. There doesn’t always have to
be some daring purpose behind the picture or
video, and commonly there isn’t.
Though the level of anxiety is shown to
be about the same when it comes to posting
photos, it’s seen that the source for this anxiety varies between men and women. While
women tend to stress more over the thought of
the amount of likes, men tend to feel anxious
when it comes to who specifically is going to
like their photo. It’s a common trend that behind
each man’s Instagram post there’s a specific
target in mind. He is hoping that a certain group
of people or athletes will see the photo and
approve. In some ways this is seen as a modern
Great Gatsby technique. Instead of the lavish
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parties thrown in hopes of attracting the attention of Daisy Buchanan, we post. We know what
time of day will get the most likes, we know
what our followers like to see, and above it all
we have a particular target in mind. And we do
everything we possibly can to make sure that
they will attend the “elaborate party” and enjoy
our photo.
When you add up how long it took to get
ready, take, edit, strategize and eventually post
a photo, we are looking at hours that were wasted. On top of that, think of how much stress
was felt during the process and the pressure
that you were under while trying to achieve the
definition of beauty or prominence. Why did you
feel obligated to post? Were you just “doing it
for the gram?”
I’m not suggesting we stop posting because
social media can truly be a wonderful thing. I’m
simply here to remind you that life won’t pass
us by if we forget to take a picture. Life goes on
and things do happen regardless if there was
a picture taken. Our coffee will taste the same
without the Snapchat filter, the concert will still
be amazing if we forget to take a video, and we
will be just as beautiful regardless of how many
likes our Instagram followers give us. And who
knows, without all that pressure, maybe life
will even be a little more enjoyable, a little more
private.
Remember, you don’t owe picture proof to
anyone.

Cell Phone Addiction
By Brittney Whitefield

While many of us cannot go a day without
our phone, we tend to get defensive when
someone accuses us of being addicted. As our
society continues to change, our phones have
become a major part of our lives. Most people
don’t go anywhere without their phone and if
they do, they feel uneasy and paranoid.
Have you ever thought you felt your phone vibrate, but when you pull your phone out of your
pocket to check there are no notifications?
This is called phantom vibration syndrome or
phantom ringing syndrome. This is a very typical
symptom of cell phone addiction. When you are
constantly thinking about your phone, your body
starts to trick you into thinking that you have a
notification so that you have an excuse to look
at your phone.
There are many reasons to always want
to carry a
phone, the
number one
being in case
of emergency. iPhones
have many
emergency
features

such as medical ID, emergency contacts and
the ability to call 911. These features give people a sense of security and safety. When their
phones are taken away, the sense of security
and safety are also taken away.
As time goes on, cell phone addiction is
happening at a younger age. Children are given
phones and tablets at such a young age, so it is
only natural that they develop an attachment or
addiction to something that is so prevalent in
their lives. This comes with many negative side
effects. Children who start cell phone addiction
at a young age tend to be less social and start
to rely on their phones in social settings.
“iPads and tablets have many educational
apps that help them learn,” said Sarah Ochoa,
a mother of three, from Royal Oak, Michigan.
“While out to dinner, or other outings, it is easy
to give them an iPad and let them play and be
occupied for a while.”
While there are beneficial learning apps that
children may use there are other negative effects that may outweigh the good. Those who
rely on their phones in social settings can develop social anxiety and even depression when
their phone is absent. Phones give people a
sense of security in uncomfortable situations.
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Where do you
get your news?

Many people check their phones in uncomfortable or boring situations. This then leads to
the attachment to the phone which can then
escalate to addiction.

While there are studies that show the longterm effects of cell phone addiction such as
arthritis and other physical issues, there are
also mental issues that come along with cell
phone addiction.
Being addicted to a cell phone means checking it at times even if it could affect your safety or the safety of others. People who suffer
from cell phone addiction don’t think about the
consequences of checking their phone while
they drive. They are so reliant on checking their
phone, that they do it without even thinking
about all the negative events that could follow.
Nate Ringlein, 22, of Oxford, Michigan feels
strongly on the topic of phone addiction.
“I see people, teens and adults, on their
phones all the time while they are driving,” Ringlein said. “This is a serious problem that many
people brush off because they too are guilty of
it and don’t want to admit it.”
There are many apps to help those with cell
phone addiction. Offtime, Moment, Breakfree,
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“I see hallways full of students all on their
phones,” said Tyler O’Neil, 26, of Grand Rapids.
People see that others are on their phones and
feel uncomfortable and obligated to also be on
theirs, it’s kind of a vicious cycle.”
FlipD, AppDetox, and Stay on Task are some.
Offtime is available to both iOS and Android
users. This app helps filter communication and
has three different modes: work, family, and
me time. Depending on which filter you choose
it ensures you have access to what you would
need but hides the unimportant notifications.
Moments is another helpful app only available to those on iOS. Moments shows you how
much cell phone usage you have on your different apps and allows you to set daily limits on
how much time you will allow yourself to be on
each app. Once your time is passed your phone
will force you off the app and will not allow you
back on until the next day.
Whether it’s downloading apps or making
personal changes it is important to ensure that
we are thinking about the consequences of our
actions. So the next time you’re driving and you
hear your phone go off before you look down
ask yourself, “Is it worth it?”

By Christopher Schasser

“Fake news” is a term that has been coined
recently. If some news is in fact fake, where do
people get their news from? And who do they
trust?

my news curated by editors not algorithms.”
Noah Williams, 21, also a GRCC student, has
different methods of getting his news. Some
may even consider it unique.
“I get most of my news from independent
or anti-establishment journalists and political
commentators who I find on YouTube and also
have a presence on other platforms,” Williams
stated in an email to The Collegiate. “A few
examples on the journalism side would be Tim
Pool, Coleman Hughes, Matt Taibbi or Chris
Hedges.
“For political commentary, I tend to turn to
Dave Rubin, Kyle Kulinski or a number of smaller
channels that cater to fringe beliefs. Quillette is
probably my favorite online journal, though The
Atlantic is also on my radar.”

With public trust in the press being at a low,
it
is
only conceivable that people would put
Gallup gathers data on the population through
their
trust in a select few sources. Williams
polling and a poll in June found that Americans belisted his trusted news mediums.
lieve 62 percent of news they receive on television, radio and print is biased and that 44 percent
“I tend to have greater faith in authors or
is inaccurate.
publications with a disclosed bias over those
who claim to possess no bias,” Williams statSteven Lynch, 56, a student at Grand Rapids
ed. “However, to get past political theater on a
Community College says he gets his news from
hot button issue, I like to read or listen to the
online versions of newspapers.
widest range of opinions on a topic.”
“I just don’t have any interest in Facebook,
Thomas Rutka Jr, an 18-year-old GRCC stuTwitter, Instagram, Snapchat, whatever,” Lynch
dent,
also indicated that he gets his news from
stated in an email to The Collegiate.
more than one medium. He stated in an email
In the email, Lynch went on to describe the
that it is important to him to get a variety of
variety of sources he gets his news from includopinions so that he can form his own opinion.
ing The Guardian, The Washington Post, The New
“I believe it is important because I gain a
York Times, The Wall Street Journal and The Grand
plethora of information from each source,”
Rapids Press. He also listens to radio programRutka stated. “I also pick apart the information
ming such as NPR and watches the local news.
given to me from each source, allowing me to
“So I get a fairly broad spectrum of news
form my own opinion on the topic at hand as
sources,” Lynch stated. “But ultimately, I prefer
well as what information is relevant/credible.”
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disconnected
youth
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By Audra Schildhouse

There are so many people who feel isolated more
than ever. Yes, we can send a text at any given
moment, but the physical, in-person connection
isn’t there. Carolyn Madry, a therapist at Integrative
Health Consultants of West Michigan, explained
some theories she had regarding loneliness and
technology in today’s society. The first theory was
called parallel play.
“(Parallel play) is actually a term that is used a
lot when it comes to children playing, like little kids,”
Madry said “ A lot of the time they don’t know how
to play with other people or with other children, so
they do parallel play which is where they’re doing
two seperate things but they’re next to each other.”
Madry feels as if parallel play is what is happening with teens and adults. It seems like everyone
is glued to their phones, although they are right
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next to each other. For example, if you go out to a
restaurant and look around, the majority of people
have their phones out.
“Going out to a restaurant is supposed to be
this interactive experience, but I think that we’re
getting into this place of parallel play,” Madry said.
“People get together and there might be phones
out on tables or that they’re looking at, interrupting that kind of conversation and connecting that
should be taking place.”
That’s the issue today, social interaction should
be a high priority, but cell phones are taking over
our present time. In today’s society, many people
are turning towards technology and choosing that
over real-life conversations. That’s where the parallel play idea comes into the picture. Technology is
getting in the way of personal discussions.
“If we don’t get that meaningful interaction, I
think you’re more likely to feel lonely without realizing why necessarily because you might be surrounded by people, or you can text with someone
and be connected within seconds, but I don’t know
if it will feel the same,” Madry said. “I don’t think it is
the same feeling.”

Victory
in

Death

Courtsey Photos

Connected at any second, yet so alone. Why
is this the case? Looking at our generation in this
day and age, it would seem as if people would have
a better social life now more than ever, since cell
phones have made staying in touch with friends
and family so convenient. While that may be true
for some, it is definitely not the case for everyone.

By Lillian Linscott

One thing I have always admired and
loved about those in my family is the strong
connection and loyalty we have towards
each other. Yes, we certainly get on each
other’s nerves, as someone or other is
usually making a dig at someone. However,
if someone outside the family decides to
come against one of our own, we will stand
together in defense. Or if tragedy strikes,
everyone comes together with love and
support.
My oldest brother went to be with the
Lord April 11, 2018 at quite a young age.
He was 22, only months away from his 23rd
birthday. Raymond’s death came as quite a
shock. Although he had undergone surgery
a few years before for testicular cancer and

underwent chemotherapy treatment, it was still
a shock. After his treatments we thought he was
okay, but we were mistaken. He had moved out to
Colorado soon after those treatments two years
ago, and we only saw him at Christmastime. When
he fell ill, he did not tell any of us back home until
his friends called saying he had been rushed to
the emergency room. This was a week before
his death. We were later told that he had been
unable to leave his bed or eat for a few weeks,
but refused to go to the hospital. By the time
his friends made him go, the cancer had spread
everywhere. His doctors offered to start him
on chemo treatments, but he refused. If he had
accepted, he would have been dead in hours.
My parents drove out to get him, and I thank
God everyday that we were able to get him home
where he would be comfortable and surrounded
by praise and family. The day he died is a day that
will forever remain cemented in my memory. I had
left the house around 9:20 a.m. heading to school
at Grand Rapids Community College. Before doing
so, I peaked my head into my mom and dad’s
room where Raymond was residing and said, “Bye
Raymond, I’ll see you later, okay.” He responded
with a weak, “Okay, bye, Lily.” I had just sat down
to eat lunch with my best friend Audrey when I decided to check my phone. Instantly, I noticed that
I had a missed call and text from my mom. She
had texted me at 10:16 a.m. and looking back, I
wish I had checked my phone much sooner. I am
thankful that I checked it at all, sometimes when
I’m at school, I don’t look at it for hours. The text
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read, “classes aren’t important today, you should
come home… praising God with Raymond.” Reading this message shook me to the core. I called my
mom right away. While it was ringing, I began to cry.
I knew that for my mother to say that school wasn’t
important, and I should be home with Raymond
instead, was huge. Her response to my call was
essentially the same as the text, however, hearing it said made it so much more difficult. I quickly
packed up my things and headed to my car.
I am extremely surprised at how quickly I composed myself. I give credit to my upbringing. I know
that if I had been called about Raymond being dead
or if I had known for certain how bad his condition
was, I would’ve lost my composure. I drove home
as quickly as I could with praise music on. When I
drove up, I just pulled up to my dad’s car, not bothering to park in the garage as I usually would, and I
almost ran to the house. It was 11:25 a.m. When I
entered the house, my grandma was on the phone.
I put my things down, took off my boots, gave my
grandma a hug and asked if I should just go right
into the room. She nodded yes, and I did. I cannot
convey how nervous and scared I felt. The room I
entered was filled with the presence of the Lord,
Phil Driscoll was playing and my mom and dad were
singing praises to God. My older and only sister,
Emily and younger brother, Paul, were rubbing
Raymond’s feet and speaking in tongues as he was
lying there struggling to breathe. In that moment,
I had no clue what to do. All I could do was stare at
the scene before me, trying to register what was
happening, what was this new reality? Thankfully,
Emily took my hand and placed it onto Raymond’s
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haps” be turned into books if he “felt like it.” I will
always cherish these memories, the hours spent
obsessing over what may be unimportant to
others, but was essential to us. The days I spent
sitting on his bed watching him play games,
either sitting in silence or talking. The fun dance
parties in his room with Toby Mac on full blast.

leg, this jolted me into action as I joined in the
praise.
I didn’t want to believe it or think such a terrible
thought that my brother was dying. My big brother, whom I had grown up with. The one who had
fed my “Doctor Who” obsession, the one whose
story ideas I had gushed about for as long as I can
remember, my brother who was the director of
the films the four of us had created, the only big
brother I have. I watched him struggle for breath,
his skin yellow, his frame frail, and begged him to
breathe again. And each time he did, until he didn’t.
I saw the last breath escape his mouth and wished
for more. My grandma told him, “Raymond you can
go, it’s okay.” And he did. The pain was over, and he
was gone, beginning our pain. It was 11:45 a.m. The
sadness I felt is something I never thought I would
have to describe from my own perspective. The
books I had planned to write were going to require
me to dig around in other stories trying to assemble words that would do justice to the sorrow felt
by my characters. I never knew I’d be able to provide it myself. I was holding on tight to Emily when
it happened, and I continued to hold on as tightly
as I possibly could. My dad gave all of his children
a giant group hug. I know he was in the presence
of the Lord because he was so composed, even
laughing. The words he spoke just before Raymond
went resound in my ears everyday, “Devil, you can’t
take our joy! You lost!”
For weeks afterwards, we received multitudes
of calls and pages of letters from people around
the world whose lives were affected by Raymond’s.

There were people from Ireland, England,
France. Many of whom he met at school in Colorado, but many others when he visited those
countries on a mission trip. His life touched
so many. He helped them through tough times
and celebrated their victories, something I
have always aspired to do. My brother’s death
was most certainly the largest tragedy in my
life, however, it caused me to grow and learn.
I never realized that I could keep it together,
that I could continue with exams the following
week, that I wouldn’t fall apart. Now, whenever I think of things he was passionate about,
I smile, a sad smile, but I also imagine what
he’d say, or when I watch a movie that doesn’t
have every little detail from the books. He
would say, “Lily you can’t have everything in
the movie, otherwise it would be way longer!” I
of course would argue, because “I don’t care, I
just want to see my treasured book as a movie
in all its glory!” Ah, the crazy days of debating
who was better, Batman vs. Superman, Iron
Man vs. Captain America. And of course the
constant plea for him to write his books. But
no, they had to be movies first and then “per-

When I got my new job at WGVU, one of my
first thoughts was how jealous Raymond would
have been. He always wanted to be a movie director. He had directed our little homemade movies, writing scripts, acting out characters, filming
and editing. We had so much fun running around
our house and 10 acres with our old VHS camera.
The silly videos that were conceptualized and
made in one day have become treasured relics of
times past. His ridiculous YouTube channel with
videos of him criticising or praising movies, once
something I mocked and wouldn’t watch, now
something precious.
Even now it doesn’t seem real, but at the
same time it seems very real. I don’t know how
to explain the feeling, it’s just there. I guess it’s
like whenever I see a picture or video of him, or
just think of him, I just think “this couldn’t have
happened to my brother.” But it did. How do I explain that? I can’t. All that can be done is to move
on and live my best life. Forget about the small,
petty, stupid things that make us angry or annoy
us. Put them aside and enjoy my life, it’s the only
one I have.
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Taking My First Steps
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By Yesenia Santos-Flores

I try to wrap my head around the idea of why
I can’t go a day without my anxiety overbearing my body, making me want to shut out the
world. Feeling cold down my back and in the
pit of my stomach, crying but having to clear
my throat because it feels as if it’s closing on
me over the hyperventilation taking over my
body. I have had anxiety and depression for the
past seven years. It’s crazy how much anxiety
can make a person feel completely hopeless.
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Constant doctor and emergency room visits
along with tons of medication. Always feeling
scared, trapped, as if I were six feet under being
buried alive. All emotions are building up but
too scared to go off and then boom. All I see is
dark. Opening my eyes to my parents next to
me and a nurse putting an IV into my arm. I am
18-years-old and still can’t figure out how to
control my anxiety and depression.
I’d like to share my experience with peo-

ple who are going through the same struggle
because I can say I know how it feels. I’m hoping
that my story can also help those who have
family members or significant others who are
struggling with anxiety or depression to help
understand what it’s like. Because I can say
I know how it feels to lie in bed and feel the
weight on me telling me to stay home. I can
feel the legitimate pain in my heart about to
explode, distraught throughout my body. Losing
my appetite. I can say I know that it feels like
my head is barely over water. I know that it’s
embarrassing to have a panic attack or anxiety
attack with my friends. I know that you tell yourself 10 times a day to stop being so sad, to just
do it or get over it, that you would do anything
for this feeling to go away because I do too. I
know, it sucks so bad.
Over the past seven years I’ve tried different
things to help cope with my anxiety. Like going
to the gym, soccer, music, writing, painting, etc.
Yes, they’ve helped but regardless of what we
do to help the anxiousness in our stomach go
away, sometimes it just doesn’t work.
What triggers my anxiety? I can’t tell you just
one thing when it’s everything. It gets to the
point where it just feels like the walls are caving
in, and I just need to be heard out. As much as
we create pessimistic thoughts that no one
cares or will hear us out. There is always someone out there, friends, family, a coworker or
therapist. We need to learn we’re not alone. We
need to put ourselves first because if we don’t,
no one will.

August 2017 - My doctor had scheduled an
appointment to check up on how I was doing
with my anxiety and depression. “Any attacks
or attempts?” I responded with “Two, and yes.”
I think what got me was that look she gave me.
My doctor seemed hopeless and looked at me
and said, “Yesenia, it’s been years… years we
cannot help you if you don’t want to be helped.”
I was startled and just sat and thought about
what she had just said to me. I never imagined
my personal doctor to ever say that to me. It,
in a way, woke me up. I can admit at that appointment I wasn’t as bad as prior. I witnessed
myself fall to a point where I didn’t know if there
was coming back. The only strategies I thought
of was ways to escape - a way to end it all.
After that appointment, I promised myself
to never fall that low. I promised myself that
I would become a better me for me. It took
me six years, late but it is never is too late. I
stopped going for refills at Walgreens. No more
pills, no more exposing my body to only operating as it should when I’m on my medication. I
exposed myself to becoming more productive.
Going to the gym every day, soccer when I had
games or practice, opened my mind to a wider
range of musical genres. Distributed my creativity on blank canvases. It was painting that
opened my mind, it brought my body to a relaxation. Bringing me no type of stress but an ease
to my body. Finally being able to paint what I
felt or the abnormal ruckus that ran through my
mind. Slowly but surely everything was working.
I still have my days, but I do not let it take over
my body anymore. I control how I react. I also
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took down all my social media. I’m not addicted
to being on it, nor do I spend all day scrolling
through Twitter’s latests news feed. After
just one week it felt like I had gotten some
type of relief, as if it were exhausting to me to
see constant social media feeds or having to
constantly post to let the world know how I’m
doing. I didn’t have an image, but now I really
don’t have to portray anything on social media if
that makes any sense. It was weight and stress
I never paid attention to, and I’m happy to say I
can wait to go back.

Studies show we see at least 1,495 faces
a day. According to the The Anxiety and Depression Association of America, 40 million
people are affected and/or are discovering that
they have anxiety at a rate of 18.1 percent a
year. It’s crazy how much we all individually go
through everyday. We focus so much on the
good but as soon as the bad comes it feels
like we are to blame. Out of that 1,495, 82 are
finding out or know they have anxiety or depression. We fail to realize that we aren’t the only
ones. Mental disorders have been around for
years and have always been looked down upon.
We are surrounded in a society that normalizes
mental illness when it should be the contrary.
It isn’t normal to feel this way. Get informed,
recieve help confidentially or anonymously.

Well the big question is, how do we know
when it’s time to start dealing with our anxiety?
In order to “overcome” anxiety and depression
we must define and eliminate intimidation and
believe we can surpass anxiety and depression.
The key is to not let it take over our bodies but
Seek help at local organizations, a therapist,
acknowledge calming affirmations to remind
friends. Even though that first step of realizaoneself that the feeling will pass. The human
tion is the hardest, it will be the beginning of an
mind is amazing. It’s easy to trick ourselves
amazing journey.
into thinking we cannot overcome the feeling
of anxiousness or depression, triggering the
emotional part of our brain to continuously send
signals of danger. Everything is easier said than
24 Hour Suicide Hotline
done and that’s factual. Taking deep breaths
If you or someone you know is struggling,
when feeling the anxiety rush through our body.
contact the 24 hour suicide hotline to speak to
someone
Working out, sports, reading, take walks, give
time to yourself. As I mentioned before, I’ve
1.800.273.8255
tried these methods. It’s not easy. I mean, what
can I say, it’s been six years. And another long
year, but a long year of progress. If we don’t
wish to find a way out, we will never think to see
one. It is important that we reach out for help.
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Does Your Relationship
Only Exist in Your Phone?
By Halle Raab

When we “talk” to someone, are we really
talking to them? Are we communicating faceto-face with actual emotions and expression? Or do our relationships exist solely in
our phones, with emojis exclamation points
and abbreviated words?
Over the past decade alone, phones have
developed from small plastic devices that
could only call and text, to $900 mini-computers that all of us have in our pockets. They
have developed a new way of communication
and have changed our way of life.
For young people especially, technology
and social media have influenced the way
we conduct ourselves. Growing up in a world
where technology was constantly changing
and advancing has definitely impacted the
way I developed as a person. I got my first
social media account when I was in seventh
grade and ever since, I haven’t had a break
from the drama and the constant reminder
that everyone knows everything about everyone.
Relationships are supposed to be personal, yet most of the time, we communicate
with people in the most impersonal way:
through a screen. We might have 700 Facebook friends, but how many friends do we
really have? Do we actually hang out with

these people, or even talk to them?
In 2012, an app called Tinder was released.
The app allows users to like and dislike people that live nearby and maybe find someone
they would like to go out on a date with. Tinder is mostly used by college-aged students
to talk to as many “attractive” guys or girls as
possible, hook up and then never talk again.
But, this doesn’t just happen on Tinder
or dating apps, this happens on every social
media apps in existence. Most of the time,
people spend too much time worrying about
their Snapchat streaks and not enough time
worrying about their relationships with people in real life.
Sure, I love social media as much as the
next teenager, but realizing how empty it
has left me in certain aspects of my life has
been a challenging concept for me to accept.
Something important I’ve learned within the
last year is that people’s perceptions of us
won’t always be exactly how we want them to
be, and that’s okay.
The only relationships that should matter
are the ones that live beyond the perimeters
of our phones. True, genuine, real relationships.
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true friendship is worth the risk of possible heartbreak
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By Andrea Sciamanna

In all honesty, I am grateful for every one
of the friendships that I’ve experienced along
my crazy journey called life. Imagine this: You
just received the best news that you got your
dream job or you finally got a date with your
cute co-worker. Who are you going to share this
news with? Most of you would probably respond
with your best friend, however for some, you
may not know how to answer that question.
If you are an average 20-something college
student like me, then you know how hard it is to
maintain a friendship in this day and age. Between schoolwork and actual work, the balance
of maintaining a friendship sometimes seems
impossible.
Over the years, I’ve had many beautiful
friendships, but in those same years those
friendships can fade and lose their meaning.
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The definition of “friends” is defined in the
dictionary as “a person whom one knows and
with whom one has a bond of mutual affection,
typically exclusive of sexual or family relations.”

heartbroken. My best friend ever, more like
my sister, just accused me of being a terrible
friend. It didn’t make any sense to me, and I was
in desperate need for it to.

I was about four years old when I met my first
best friend. She was the person that I created
inside jokes with, made funny videos with, and
thanks to us residing in the same neighborhood,
was the person I saw every single day. We have
been through a lot together. I was there for her
when her cat had died, and she was my shoulder
to cry on when I experienced a similar loss with
my dog years after. It was such an inseparable
bond from the beginning. We had a bond that
was comical, caring, and unbreakable, or so I
thought.

The problem seemed to surface out of
nowhere. One minute we were cracking inside
jokes on iMessage and the next she exposes
me to some new additions of her vocabulary.
I felt so broken. I had just broken up with my
friend. She might as well have said that I was
dead to her because that is what it felt like. It
took me a while to figure out that all the memories we made together were now void. It felt like
a nightmare that I couldn’t wake myself out of.
My heart felt like it had burst into a million pieces and that nobody could ever pick them up and
find the right tools to fix them. I was grieving
the loss of a friend. Because of this experience,
I hesitate to allow new friends into my life.

Eighteen years was all it took until we
reached our toxicity. All throughout those
eighteen years, I never knew our friendship had
an unknown expiration date. Three years ago
was when our friendship started to wind down.
She introduced me to some of her friends from
school, one of them being my current boyfriend.
We all did a lot together. Ghost hunting in Ada,
beach outings, peer pressuring each other into
being dumb teenagers at Meijer, and so much
more. The memories were bittersweet. Soon
after that, my new attachment to her friends
created a rift between us. I was confused and

As toxic as my former friendship became, I
didn’t want to let it go. It was the only thing that
made me happy at the time. At the same time, I
was trying to push aside a personal battle with
depression and image distortion through an
eating disorder. It was the only good thing that
I had and that I could turn to at the time. I didn’t
unfriend her on Facebook, I didn’t unfollow her
on Instagram, I didn’t delete her off my Snapchat, and I didn’t erase her number. Why is that?

Why do I continue to let the memories we created together torment me? This is the question
I continue to ask myself: “If you had such a toxic friendship, then why are you still mourning it
and continue to have her around on your social
media?” I don’t know why. I don’t have answers
that result in any sense as to why. Just like
there are stages of grief after breaking up with
your long-time partner, there are stages of grief
in losing a best friend as well.
During the impossible time after our friendship dissolved, thankfully another close friend
and my boyfriend supported me, which I’m so
grateful for.
Even though a close friendship ended badly
for me, I wouldn’t trade the memories and good
times for anything. Sometimes a true friendship is worth the risk of putting yourself out
there - even if it’s sometimes painful in the
end. This story is dedicated to anyone who has
had this same experience in their lives, and I
am here to tell you that it will get better. If you
surround yourself with the ones who truly love
you then you will be able to conquer anything.
Don’t be afraid to open yourself up to anybody
because you might find that life long friendship
just around the corner.
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Social Media Gotcha Down?

A CBS News poll published in July 2018 reported 91 percent of strong Trump supporters
trusted the president for their news, while only
11 percent of those supporters trusted news
media.

By Molly Mills

Social media can be addicting. For most people, it’s the last thing they do before going to bed
and the first thing they do when they wake up. It’s nice to be easily connected to anyone or anything you’ll ever need, but like everything else, it has its side effects.

Not only do we see negative things on the Internet, we feel the need to see them. Going a
whole class period or workday without checking our phone or social media networks can be difficult. What if someone Snapchatted me? What if my mom tagged me in an ugly picture on Facebook? We make checking social media a necessity when it shouldn’t be.
When social media originated, it was meant for people to share good experiences and fun
times and a way to connect with friends and family. But some use it in a negative way or to push
certain political agendas.

Ways To Not Let Social Media Upset You
1. Take a break.
2. Don’t believe everything you see on social media. Filters aren’t real.
3. Look around and appreciate real life (people and outdoors).
4. Don’t check social media when you first wake up let your day take its own course.
5. Don’t compare yourself to others through social media (that Instagram model doesn’t
look like that in real life).
6. Make plans to meet up with friends in real life.
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So many things that we see on the Internet aren’t positive. From politics to people ranting
about their own problems, social media really can be a bummer. When we are constantly updated
and seeing negative news and posts, it can be hard to ignore it. Unfortunately, it’s easy to drown in
all of the negativity and let it determine our mood or even how our whole day goes.

A journalist’s
truth
By Jack Hervela

President Donald Trump delivered an ominous Oct. 29 tweet, referring to journalism as
an “enemy of the people,” signaling out American news media at large for promoting “inaccurate, and even fraudulent,” news.
While nothing new, Trump’s pejorative tone
draws unsettling parallels to other countries
guilty of free speech and press suppression,
most recently Saudi Arabia’s soiree with journalist Jamal Khashoggi in a Turkey consulate.
As Trump’s fake news wave recedes from
shore, a hostile view towards news media from
Trump’s America is beginning to show.

This 91 percent includes some of America’s most recent domestic terrorists including
Florida native Cesar Sayoc. The 56-year-old
converted conservative and owner of a van
covered in Trump’s face is facing charges for
mailing bombs to top Democrats just before
the midterm elections in November.
While Sayoc sits in prison, no evidence
should be needed to prove a man with Trump’s
birthdate emblazoned across his back window
was influenced to violent action under the powerful guise of truth spread by disinformation.
In spite of America’s natural disasters,
alarming suicide rate, opioid epidemic, divide
of wealth, pollution and any other preventable
quarrel, we must sit and listen to our leaders
argue proven facts and senseless smear campaigns only meant to drum up emotional reactions.
“The whole aim of practical politics is to
keep the populace alarmed by menacing it
with an endless series of hobgoblins, most of
them imaginary,” said iconic American journalist
H.L. Mencken, a quote perfectly parlayed into
instances such as the migrant caravan, DACA
(Deferred Action for Childhood Arrivals) families, Middle Eastern countries or the unraked
leaves on California forest floors which Trump
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credits with starting wildfires.
None of these groups or autonomous natural features pose any threat to our country, yet
we have spent weeks to months debating or
talking about it on account of who said it.
Retired West Michigan journalist of 42 years
Jim Harger sees these “polarizing” topics gain
traction through fairly simple emotional cues.
“It’s pandering and fear mongering,” Harger
said. “Trump and Fox [News] trying to make
people afraid because there is a caravan of
pedestrians walking through Mexico, which
(were) weeks away from reaching the border,
then somehow creating a climate of fear about
them. It’s all fear mongering, and we have
nothing to fear from this group of pedestrians
walking across Mexico. We’re sending troops?
It’s nonsense.”
This fear mongering is especially useful to
grow support for Trump’s deepest fears, not
the nation’s.
As for those drawn in by these scathing narratives and who post outlandish stories online,
Harger thinks it is more calculated than such
enormities would have you believe.
These stories echo the unconscious drive
of avoiding death, a selling point for many of
Trump’s claims.

it draws an audience, not because it poses a
real threat. If you can sell your broadcast as,
‘We will protect you from this mortal threat,’
then you have an effective way of building an
audience.”
So, sure, Trump riles up crowds by misinforming the masses of “mortal threats” which really
are threats to his political practices, but what
about who spreads his disinformation?
You may hate to hear it, but it’s us.
Everytime we talk about Trump, respond to
a nasty troll or argue about what the “new face
of white nationalism looks like,” we’re merely
leveraging their narrative.
Any press is good press and frankly, Trump,
Alex Jones and Richard Spencer do not care
what you say about them as long as you keep
saying their name.
It’s all about repetition. As long as we keep

talking about the negatives and overanalyzing
each claim we know to be false by buying into
cheap conspiracy theories, the disinformation
tornado gains more ground.
Scary enough, once we all talk about it
enough, focus enough energy on dissecting the
bad, then this is all we will know.
In a YouTube video on conformity through
politics, Academy of Ideas presents the idea
that, “Now you live in a world of hate and fear,
and the people who hate and fear do not even
know it themselves; when everyone is transformed, no one is transformed,” which quite
simply means once each side hates each other
so intensely, all we will know is hate.

wake to communication.
It is confusing, it is scary and disinformation
will continue to lead America and news media
into a dark area if not reversed.
“Be informed,” said Grand Rapids Business
Journal reporter Justin Dawes. “We have the
keyboard at the tip of our fingers and anyone
can have a thought and instantly put it on the
Internet, without any thought or research. It’s
up to the regular consumer to pay attention
to what they’re posting and think about what
they’re posting and to be well informed.”
Fact check, never be afraid to question your
government and search for answers from timely sources based on truth.

Charlottesville. Pulse nightclub. Pittsburgh
Staying informed in 2018 may be more powTree of Life Synagogue. Ferguson. These are
erful than any weapon we have advanced in the
not national tragedies merely because of lives
fight against our enemies, especially when our
lost, but because a narrative of hate seeped
enemies begin to resemble our allies.
into one mind, blinding it and every person in the
Journalists are not enemies of the people.
People and organizations who set out to misinform the public by spreading untruths are enemies of the people, a state-run news network
is an enemy of the people. Trust journalists to
do their job and respect their courage to deliver
the truth.
Above all, remember the quote from historic
philosopher Seneca:
“There are more things… likely to frighten
us than there are to crush us; we suffer more
often in imagination than in reality.”

“It draws an audience,” Harger said. “That’s
why you have constant weather reports, that’s
why the weather is such a big deal on TV, ‘cause
Photo by Najd Ayari
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The Bystander Effect
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By Deanna Bergers

When there is an incident, why are people in
today’s society drawn to videotaping it? Whether it’s a fight, an interaction with the police or a
simple proposal in public, many people pull out
their cell phones and document the moment.
Would this have been the reaction decades
ago, before cell phones were commonplace?
What causes this reaction?
This reaction is partially due to a term used
in psychology called the “bystander effect.”
This phenomenon says that people are less likely to help during a crisis if others are present.
The responsibility is diffused onto others who
look like they’re more likely or more able to help
in the situation.
It’s a given fact that everyone has been a
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bystander before. But how many of us have
made the decision to go as far as recording the
incident? I did so recently, at a local restaurant
in Grand Rapids where the employees broke
out into an argument. At first, the situation
seemed funny. This was the moment where I
pulled my phone out and began to videotape
the disagreement while I left the camera on my
face to capture my reaction. The argument was
contained and strictly verbal until one employee was pushed too far and had to be held back
by the rest of the crew. I recognized the point
when it was too serious and ended my recording. But what caused me to feel the need to
document it anyway? Is it the fear that if something does go wrong, there will be proof? The
video was not posted on social media, so the
rest of the world never saw it. It was a pointless
choice to film a situation where people were in a
vulnerable state where I could have intervened
and potentially de-escalated the situation, but
remained as a bystander to the incident.
While societies in the past didn’t have the
luxury of having cell phones to record incidents,
the bystander effect was still happening. The
story of Kitty Genovese is well known among
psychologists, and involved the murder of
28-year-old Catherine “Kitty” Genovese outside of her apartment in Queens, New York.
According to a New York Times article following the murder in 1964, 38 people witnessed
Genovese’s death and not a single bystander
called the police or offered to help her. Her
tragic death is what coined the term “bystander

effect.” Western Michigan University psychology professor David Sottile used his expertise
in behavior analysis regarding the subject in an
email interview to provide some insight on the
bystander effect and its significance on our
society.
“This incident was important for introducing
a law, the Good Samaritan Act, which was designed to increase the likelihood of assisting in
an emergency situation,” Sottile stated. “There
has also been research done that shows that
the bystander effect is more pronounced when
there are even more people around.”
The Good Samaritan Act gives legal protection for those who offer their help to people in
grave incidents. Whether they’re injured or in
some sort of danger, the samaritan will be protected from liability if there is some sort of error
in their intent of saving the person. The creation
of this act makes us hopeful that more people
will choose to offer their assistance and help
those in need.
Most people don’t offer their help because
they assume someone else will do it. They don’t
call 911 because they assume someone else already did. Or, they don’t jump in because they’re
afraid to be hurt themselves. The ABC television
show “What Would You Do?” documents the
reactions of people in controversial situations
and shows their decision to either act or simply
walk away.
“I hope that the consequences of this increased monitoring will also decrease the
instances of police misconduct,” Sottile stated.

“But, as they have not been effective at increasing the likelihood of aversive consequences for
these actions, it does not seem like (it).”
While Sottile mentioned the lack of consequences in the instances regarding police misconduct, there are cases where bystanders who
recorded tragic events were reprimanded. There
was a case in Lorain, Ohio where a bystander
recorded a fatal car crash involving two teenagers. When the bystander, Paul Pelton, arrived on
the scene, he recorded the graphic crash and
mocked the victims instead of offering his help
and potentially saving the life of the teenager
who didn’t make it. Pelton was thus sentenced
to 30 days in jail for vehicular trespassing and
disorderly conduct. The Lorain Police Department explained the charges in a news release
and stated that it is against the law to “trespass
into a person’s vehicle criminally and without
permission for the seemingly singular cause of
filming a young man’s dying moments, for profit.”
It seems as if everything is documented today and posted online for the world to see. There
are people losing their lives due to the lack of
bystander intervention, and this has been occurring for decades. There is no evidence linking
any hormones or biological factors that explain
why humans tend to lack the ability to help in
certain situations, and it can only be explained
so far by the bystander effect and diffusion of
responsibility. We can only recognize that not
everyone will step up in public crises, adjust our
fear of being harmed and take action.

The Collegiate|57

finding my voice through dance
By Torin Ives

I started to dance competitively when I was
eight, and I haven’t stopped. I spend roughly 13 to
15 hours training on a normal week, but on convention weekends it’s more like 30 to 35 hours
(not including travel time).
All of the blood, sweat and tears that are put
into my practices pay off when I step onto a stage.
I’ve been performing for people since I was three,
and you couldn’t pay me to give it up. There’s just
something about the environment that is so exciting for me.
Dance is the one thing that releases all stress,
worry and concern from my body. I can cry and
laugh and feel every emotion under the sun, and
then be done with it and move on to the next
thing.
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I can’t stand the thought of giving a presentation
to my class. My chest tightens and my throat closes up when I think about having to speak in front of
large groups of people. But the thought of going on
a stage for three minutes and having all eyes be on
me warms my heart.
I’m 17-years-old, and I’ve been dancing for 14
years. My mom put me in dance classes for the
same reason most moms do, it’s fun to see your
cute little girl smiling on a stage in a pretty costume.
But, I ended up loving it. I hated every other sport
she made me try. Basketball, softball, tennis, swimming and soccer were just not for me. I think my
mom caught onto the fact that I hated everything
except dance when the sad image of five-year-old
me crying in the middle of a soccer field became a
common occurrence. So she let me keep dancing.
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But what’s the difference? What’s the difference between presenting for 30 people and
dancing for 300? If anything, it should be harder to
dance in front of an entire auditorium full of people
judging you and the way you look.
But for me, I am a storyteller. What I can’t convey with words I tell through movement. There’s no
greater compliment to me than hearing things like,
“Your performance brought tears to my eyes” or
“Your facial expressions are so powerful.”
I remember stepping off the stage last year
when I did my first self-choreographed solo and
the first thing my mom said to me was, “The dance
moms in front of me were crying, Torin. You did so
well.” That was everything to me. I couldn’t care
less if I won first place or if I walked out with a
trophy that day.
If I had known when I was younger how much of

my time and energy dance would consume, I don’t
know if I would’ve stuck with it. But at this point, I
couldn’t imagine my life without it. I depend on it.
Dance has been there for me through all my struggles and problems, and it’s helped me express
myself.
I’m generally very open about my mental health
complications and the struggles I’ve gone through
because of them. I’ve struggled with major depressive disorder and anxiety from a young age. When
high school came around, it got worse. I couldn’t
pull myself out of the hole I
fell into, and after showing
my face at school a handful
of times over the course of
months, I had to look for outside help. I spent a little over
a week partially hospitalized
at Pine Rest. And then when
summer came around and
school was no longer a factor
of my depression, I had other
triggers that landed me fully
hospitalized for several days.
Those two hospital stays
had an enormous impact on
my life, and I was a changed person after them.
But, hospitalization doesn’t magically solve all
your problems. They started me on multiple medications, and I still take them every day and night.
I’m comfortable with who I am and what I’ve gone
through, and I know my strengths and weaknesses. But, it can be hard to explain myself to other
people. How do you tell someone gently that you
are a ticking time bomb, waiting to be confined
to your bedroom by your own brain? That’s where

dance comes in for me.
Before my mental health became a major burden on my everyday life, I had only done happy, smiley group competition pieces. But after everything
I went through, I felt like my story would be told
best through solo work with my own choreography.
I somehow have been able to find a release
through dance, and I’ve been praised for my work.
Through dance, I can tell the audience that I’m
different from everyone else who steps on the
stage. I can tell dozens of strangers that I grew up
being the poor girl with a dead
dad. I can tell the judges that
I’ve worked harder than anyone
else just to be standing there
in front of them. I can tell my
teammates and family that I’m
controlled by medication, that
I can’t function normally without them, that I struggle every
single day of my life. I can tell
them that I’m hurting, that I’m
not doing well, or I can tell them
that I’m feeling great and I’m
finally on the road to recovery.
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I can tell all these people all
these things without ever speaking a word.
That’s why I dance. Movement is there for me
when words just don’t do the job. I’m thankful for
every hour I spend improving my technique, every
weekend spent stressing about my performance
quality, every time someone gives me a confused
look when I say I’m a dancer. I’m thankful for dance
because I don’t think I’d be here without it.
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