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As another nontraditional semester comes to an end, it’s become 
hard to imagine our lives without the impact of the coronavirus. We 
have been affected by this virus since March 2020, and it seems like 
a possible end is near. With the distribution of the vaccine, hopefully 
we will be able to find a sense of normalcy. College students have 
shown incredible resilience, from switching from in-person formats 
to online, as well as dealing with working front-line jobs or having 
their workplaces closed altogether. The election fed into the growing 
tension we faced from the summer. 

Breegan Petruska and Kennedy Mapes both reflected on body 
image and how the pandemic has affected them personally, as well 
as others in their lives. Jamie Miller and Sydney Hudson recapped 
the year. Hudson focused on the TikTok trends of 2020 and Miller 
recapped the news and highlights of the year.

While others took a personal approach, Sean Chase reflected on 
his past and how he got to where he is today, through many losses 
and his own journey of self-discovery. Similarly, Annah Johnson fo-
cused on grief, highlighting how baking helps her through the griev-
ing process.

As a country we went through a lot in what seems like a short pe-
riod of time, Black Lives Matter and anti-mask protests, the election, 
the coronavirus, murder hornets, and space launches. This magazine 
is a reflection on 2020 and how it has impacted us all in different 
ways. Throughout this year we have all gone through loss in our own 
ways, and 2020 has been a year that tested us. It has been a chal-
lenging semester, but it has come to an end. We finished.
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How A Self-Destructive
 Past Led To The
Bet Of A Lifetime

Before I had a concept of the subconscious 
mind, the world’s unfair nature was ingrained 

in me as early as I can recall. My first experience with 
this undeniable truth started with a fire in our apart-
ment complex. My younger brother and I had already 
moved from Michigan to Ohio and back again with 
our mother. We were constantly on the move, and this 
was the first moment that things had felt like they were 
slowing down. Then, one night, our mother woke us 
up and rushed us down the steps of our apartment. 

I was very young at the time, but I still remember 
that my favorite toy was a Stretch Armstrong doll that 
I carried everywhere with me. However, after the rush 
to survive, amidst the sirens and flashing lights of the 
firetruck, I realized I didn’t have the doll. Once the 
commotion had subsided, we were allowed to return 
to our apartment where I found Stretch - covered 
in fire extinguisher residue - had melted. We later 
learned that an electrical fire had started in an adjacent 
apartment. While we didn’t lose everything, we could 
no longer stay there. I was devastated.

From time to time I find myself looking back on 
this era of my life, and while many parts were chaotic 
and money wasn’t abundant, our house was full of one 
thing, and that was love.

Until I was 5, the fire had been the most tragic 
thing I had experienced until one day at recess. On 

a normal day, I would run to the gigantic wooden 
castle, where my cousin Katie was always waiting for 
me. She was two years older than me, but I followed 
her around everywhere she went. When I reached 
the castle on this particular day my cousin wasn’t 
there. 

Within hours I was pulled from class and sitting 
with my mom and a counselor. Tears flowed down 
my mom’s face as they told me that my cousin 
had passed away. The cause was complications 
of meningitis, but at the time I was confused and 

overwhelmed. I broke down. How could my best friend 
just disappear? This was a question I would ask myself 
again later in life. 

Soon after my cousin died, my sister was born, shin-
ing a light into the darkness that had enveloped my 
mind. While my mother was pregnant, she began the 
process of having her new husband adopt my brother 
and me. This was after our biological father signed 
away his rights to avoid paying past-due child support. 
On Oct. 1, 1996, the process was finalized and I had to 
learn how to write my new last name. 

I assume that I was greatly affected by this drastic 
change in my identity, but in all honesty, it wasn’t much 
of a departure from the life that I had been accus-
tomed to. From the time I was a year old, my adopted 
father was in my life for everything, good and bad. 
Instead of being humbled by the love this man had for 
the people I care about, I became angry. I was hiding 
the fact that I was in pain dealing with an invisible 
demon, abandonment.

At the time I hid my emotions extremely well, 
largely because I didn’t understand the emotions I was 
experiencing. Just as I was finding my footing in the 
first grade, my world was shattered.

My brother, sister, and I had just spent the entire 
weekend in Grand Rapids with our mom’s mom. Open-
ing presents and baking walnut chocolate chip cookies 
with grandma had become a yearly tradition to cele-

By Sean Chase
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brate Christmas. In 1996, things were different and we 
were unwrapping gifts at the end of November. 

On Dec. 1, after working her shift at McDonald’s, 
my mom arrived to pick us up from my Grandma San-
dy’s house. As we piled into my mom’s 1985 Plymouth 
Voyager, for the 45-minute trip back to our home in 
Grant, I recall my grandma wanting to clean off the 
vehicle’s windows, especially because the weather had 
taken a turn for the worst overnight.

After cleaning the win-
dows, we said our goodbyes 
to grandma, through the 
cracked driver’s side window 
and set off. Within a few min-
utes of the drive, I fell asleep, 
assuming I would wake up as 
we pulled into the driveway 
of the two-story, faded white 
house, where my parents 
were renting the bottom 
floor.

I was still asleep when 
my mom lost control of the 
van and slid into oncoming 
traffic. We collided with a 
Dodge Ram pickup towing a 
camper. 

All of the sudden, I 
remember floating into 
the air. However, I wasn’t 
afraid, which was odd given my insane fear of heights. 
Instead, I was filled with a feeling of inner peace and 
blanketed by a calmness I had never experienced. And 
I wasn’t alone. 

What happened next can be dismissed as a dream, 
especially because I was only 6. For me though, it was 
the most real thing I have ever experienced.

I was holding onto my mother’s ankle. I remember 

her shaking as if she was trying to break free of me. I 
lost my grip. Just as I began falling, I remember my 
mom saying,  “It isn’t your time. Go and take care 
of the family.” And I began to plummet toward the 
ground. Before impact, I snapped awake in a hospital 
bed.

Turns out I had been in a coma and had coded 
twice on the way to the hospital. Once I was aware of 
my surroundings, my Grandma Ruth told me that my 

mother was hurt in a car acci-
dent, and had gone to heav-
en. Through the window of 
my intensive care unit room, 
I could see doctors working 
on my infant sister who was 
seriously injured. The newest 
“Jurassic Park” was on the 
TV in my room, but I don’t 
remember any scenes from 
the movie.

I buried most of the 
memories from that time, but 
there is one that I can’t seem 
to get rid of. After being 
released from the hospital, 
my father moved us into his 
mom’s house to help with the 
pressure of raising three kids, 
including my sister, who was 
paralyzed on the left side of 
her body and required con-

stant care due to injuries she sustained in the accident. 

One night, I was visited by my mom in a dream. 
However, we were in the mirror room of a funhouse 
and there were hundreds of people who looked ex-
tremely similar to my mom. I searched and searched, 
but I couldn’t find my mom. I was overcome with fear 
that I may forget her. I held myself responsible for my 
mom’s passing. 
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In an attempt to clutch onto any memory of her 
we had, my brother and I transferred to Newaygo 
Elementary school, where she had gone to school as a 
child. On my first day at the school, at recess, a coun-
selor accompanied me on my journey to make friends. 
In front of a set of double doors that were recently 
demolished, I was introduced to two boys including 
Danny Staten, who would go on to help me become 
the man I am today.

Time continued on, and eventually, the feeling of 
missing my mom became normal. For a while, I was 
lost in a haze, trying to understand the pain that had 
overtaken me. To avoid dealing with the emotional 
overload, I chose to bury the feelings, and instead of 
tears, they turned into vicious anger that could bubble 
over at a moment’s notice. Through all of it, Danny 
stayed by my side to ensure I made something of 
myself.

For much of my teenage years, I had forgotten the 
words of my mother and subsequently, I was out of 
control. I would beat on my brother without regard 
for the physical and emotional harm I was causing 
him. One day, when I was 15 while sitting on the front 
steps of our house, my brother had pissed me off and 
instead of acting rational, I blamed him for the death 
of our mother. This is something that still haunts me to-
day, especially because I was seemingly spitting in the 
face of our mother, disregarding her final words to me.

Instead of trying to atone for my mistakes, I dove 
further into my maniacal mindset when I graduated 
high school in 2008. I tried college a few times, but I 
was in a mental space where I thought the only reason-
able solution to my problems was death. So in Febru-
ary of 2009, I set out to join the United States Army. 
After speaking with a recruiter, I signed up and was 
given a date to fly out to Fort Knox, Kentucky. 

After graduating from U.S. Army Armor School, in 
September of 2009, I was informed that I would be sta-
tioned in Germany, which was extremely exciting since 

I had never traveled further than Ohio at that point in 
my life. My time in Germany was filled with alcohol-fu-
eled tirades involving my battle buddies and prepara-
tion for my upcoming trip to Afghanistan. It seemed 
that I was finally going to find my exit from this life, as I 
boarded the C-17 jet and clicked in the buckles of the 
four-point harness that held me in my seat.

One year later, after a hellacious ride in a Chinook 
helicopter, I found myself boarding a similar plane at 
an airfield in Manas, Kyrgyzstan headed back to my 
barracks room in Germany, something I never expect-
ed. Instead of finding the joy in returning home from 
war, I tried to drown myself in Bacardi 151 rum. Turning 
into a raging alcoholic, oftentimes falling asleep on a 
picnic table outside of the barracks. At the height of 
my insanity, I began out-processing from my unit in 
Germany, leaving behind my battle buddies and was 
stationed at Fort Bliss in El Paso, Texas. 

As my location changed, my drinking only inten-
sified as I was experiencing issues with my fiancé at 
the time. My infidelity and inability to commit created 
the perfect storm in our relationship, which ended in a 
brutal breakup. Instead of waking up from my stupor, 
I continued to circle the drain until July 8, 2012, the 
day my niece, Aliyah, was born. Within a month, I had 
enrolled in a substance abuse program through the 
Army and sought out counseling as a way to battle my 
demons. While there were occasional relapses, things 
were finally headed in a positive direction.

Then one day, as we were unpacking my concus-
sion history, the counselor that I had been assigned 
asked me if I had ever thought about seeking a medi-
cal retirement from the Army. Until the words came out 
of her mouth, I didn’t even know that was an option. 
But, because I had experienced a concussion during 
my time in Afghanistan, I was considered to have a 
service-connected disability. After filling out the pa-
perwork for retirement, and waiting almost a year, my 
medical retirement was approved.  
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Every day during the year I waited to get out of 
the Army, I thought about what my future would hold. 
Where would I live? How would I survive without the 
Army’s rigid structure? 

Once I touched down in Michigan, I moved into 
an apartment with my brother and his daughter. After 
a few short months, we moved into a more suitable 
house, with Danny, who had recently graduated from 
Central Michigan University. 

For a while 
things were pictur-
esque. My brother 
and I were getting 
along. Then my 
anger resurfaced. 
Danny and I had 
gone for a ride 
when my car ran 
out of gas in the 
middle of nowhere. 
I dialed my broth-
er’s number, to see 
if he would bring 
us some gas, but 
he was preoccu-
pied with something else. Once someone else deliv-
ered us gas, instead of thinking rationally and taking 
time to calm down, I drove home and exploded on my 
brother. 

In what was one of our worst fights, we decided 
that it was best for us to go our separate directions 
and he moved out with his daughter, into his girl-
friend’s mom’s house, leaving Danny and I to uphold 
the lease agreement on our current place. Things set-
tled down between my brother and I, as I went about 
my daily life working at a local restaurant. Then after 
visiting family members, and making plans for Thanks-
giving, my world was rocked again.

You see, nowadays I spend every moment I can 

with my niece and nephew, but that wasn’t always the 
case. When I left the Army, I was more focused on 
smoking weed and catching up on everything I had 
missed while I was gone, over spending time with 
my niece. While she was awake, I would sleep on the 
couch, as Danny and her watched “Barney” and sang 
songs. He, once again, had picked up my slack. 

At this point in life, I was 23 and nearing the same 
age my mother was when she passed away. Since her 
death, I had been constantly nagged by the idea that 

I wouldn’t live past 24, 
as well. On April 14, 
2014, my 24th birthday, 
I was overcome by the 
fear I had been avoid-
ing, breaking down in 
tears in my grandma’s 
kitchen. 

After waking up on 
the 15th, these fears 
began to fade and I 
went on with my life. 
However, that fear 
turned into self-hatred. 
I felt I had squandered 

opportunities I would never 
get again, and my mind became enveloped in suicidal 
thoughts. Once I expressed what I was going through 
to Danny, he sat with me and talked about why I was 
thinking this way. He told me that I needed to find a 
reason to keep going, and he ultimately saved my life 
that day. 

In an effort to repay my friend for extending his 
hand to me in my darkest time, I decided to cook him 
one of my favorite meals, shrimp po boys. Before we 
headed to the grocery store to pick up supplies, we 
stopped to pick up another buddy of ours, Max Ben-
ton. The three of us mobbed through the local Plumbs, 
without a care in the world, like we owned the town. 
Danny picked out every aspect of the meal, from the 

Danny (Left), Sean (Right)
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type of bread to the sides. Once we got back to the 
house I began preparing food, as we fired jokes back 
and forth from the kitchen to the living room. 

On Nov. 26, 2014, a day which my niece was 
supposed to be at our house. I woke up to an eerie 
quietness I hadn’t expected. It felt like no one else was 
in the house. Instead of investigating the situation, I 
decided that I would let Danny sleep. 

In college, Danny had started experiencing sei-
zures, but with the help of medication, things seemed 
to be under control. The night before my niece was set 
to arrive, after we devoured the shrimp po boys, he 
had informed me that he was afraid if he didn’t stay up 
past 4 a.m. that he was go-
ing to have a seizure again. 
So, we stayed up and I 
tried to calm his worries. 
But when he headed off to 
sleep, sometime around 
3:30 a.m., I saw something 
in his eyes I had never seen 
before. He looked to be 
lost in thought, as we said 
goodnight.

Unable to sleep, and 
with Danny tossing and turning in his bed, in the room 
directly next to mine. I got up and made my best in-
terpretation of a tuna melt, hoping that a full stomach 
would put me to sleep. My trick worked, and I stum-
bled to my bed and straight to sleep. 

After taking a shower and getting dressed in my 
white button-up shirt and black slacks, which was the 
required uniform for cooks at the Grant Depot, I decid-
ed to go into Danny’s room to check on him and tell 
him I’d see him after work.

As I opened the door, it stopped unexpected-
ly, with a thud, against something I was unable to 
see. The gap between the door and frame was large 
enough so that I could poke my head in to figure out 
what was in the way. In front of the door, laying face 
down was Danny. After screaming his name multiple 
times, and trying to wake him up. I quickly grabbed my 

phone and dialed my brother. I explained the situation, 
and he told me to call 911, as he called Danny’s mom 
and headed to my house.

I dialed 911. As I talked to the operator, who sent 
an ambulance, and contacted my dad for me, I walked 
out of my house. Unable to go back to the room where 
my best friend lay dead, I collapsed in a pile of snow, 
turning into a heap of tears and anger. My brother ar-
rived before the ambulance, and we hugged. We both 
had lost our best friend that day.

Once the ambulance arrived and transported 
Danny’s body from our home, I sat in the house with 
my father and Danny’s brother reminiscing about the 

good times. After everyone 
had left, I sat in the house 
alone, consuming extreme 
amounts of marijuana, trying 
to combat the insomnia that 
overwhelmed me for four 
days. At some point, I made 
the decision that I would 
speak at Danny’s funeral, 
in the hopes of expressing 
how much he meant to me. 
On Dec. 1, 2014, the day of 

Danny’s funeral had arrived and I was back at the same 
funeral home where my mother’s funeral was held. 

Growing up in Newaygo, Danny endured unfair 
treatment and racism at every turn throughout his life, 
because of the color of his skin. Being the only African 
American on any of our sports teams, he experienced 
hatred from the stands designated for our supporters. 
No matter how he was treated, he never turned to 
violence, always choosing to kill his enemies with kind-
ness. Everywhere he went he extended his hand, and 
helped those who were struggling on their journey.

Although, when he was pulled from a car full of 
people and searched, solely because he was the only 
Black person in the vehicle, it seemed Newaygo would 
never look past his ethnicity, and give him a fair shake. 
On the day of the funeral, the parking lot and funeral 
home was jam-packed with cars and people, spilling 
into the lanes of M-37. Familiar or not, everyone had

“I’ve always considered myself a 
writer, and and when I thought 
about Danny’s effect on my life, 

the words flowed out of me.”
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gathered to pay their respects to an incredibly caring 
human. After the pastor spoke, it was time for speech-
es to happen. 

I’ve always considered myself a writer, and when 
I thought about Danny’s effect on my life, the words 
flowed out of me. However, I underestimated the pain 
I was experiencing, and when I got up to speak I could 
feel my emotions bubbling up. After fist-bumping 
the casket, and saying my final words to my friend, I 
stepped up to the podium and opened my notebook. 
Through a stream of tears, I was able to deliver my 
speech with his mother standing by my side, although I 
felt as if I had stepped out of my body. 

For a few years following the funeral, I was stuck in 
a cycle of drug abuse and self-pity. Bouncing from job 
to job, I found myself more lost than I had ever been 
in my life. Then one day, I snapped out of my self-de-
structive mindset and started to focus on becoming a 
better man. Throughout my life, I had been presented 
with examples of people who preserved through their 
struggles and found peace in their life. Even through 
their hardships, they greeted everyone they encoun-
tered with warmth and a smile, and I envied them for 
this. 

Hungry to shift how the world viewed me, I spent 
time analyzing the similarities between the people who 
affected my life the most. I began trying to identify and 
work through my trauma, bit by bit, in an attempt to 
release the hurt that I had bottled up deep within my 
soul. After coming to the realization that many of my 
issues were brought on by myself. I decided the best 
way to stop my self-destructive ways was to bet on my-
self. Seemingly out of nowhere, I quit a job as a CNC 
machinist and enrolled in college at 29 years old. 

Since I was familiar with the campus, having at-
tended Grand Rapids Community College briefly after 
high school, I only wanted to go to one school. When 
I got to GRCC, I had no clue what to expect, but I had 
a goal in mind. I wanted to get a degree and work 
my way into the sports radio business, hoping to calm 
the storm inside of me and make my mom and Danny 

proud. After the first semester, I knew that I made the 
right decision. It wasn’t until my third semester at the 
school, that I made a realization that changed my life. 

The 2020 winter semester was one unlike any other, 
as schools shut down and we were forced to learn 
from home. This style of learning requires an immense 
amount of dedication. As the semester wore on, my 
grades began to fall. I was in danger of failing my 
entire semester, in three weeks I had let everything fall 
apart.

As I was scrambling to salvage the semester and 
get out of GRCC as fast as possible. It struck me, I had 
to want the degree for myself otherwise no matter how 
hard I worked, I would fail in the end. I realized the 
best way to honor the memory of those I lost was to 
concentrate my efforts on my education and improving 
my life.

I had to find whatever remnants remained of the 
self-discipline instilled in me while I was in the Army, 
and continue to move forward. It wasn’t easy to climb 
out of the hole that I had dug, but the other option 
was failing myself and the people I loved. That was 
something I wasn’t willing to do, and after escaping 
the semester with straight C’s, I was still on track to 
graduate.

Once the summer semester began, I started to 
babysit my niece. With the lighter schedule, I was able 
to spend time with her and things slowed down. My 
grades picked up, and my bond with my niece grew 
stronger than ever. This experience showed me that 
anyone can recover from a bad past as long as you’re 
willing to put in the work required. 

There were multiple times that I wanted to quit, 
and revert back to my self-destructive ways. For some 
reason, this time around I didn’t spiral out of control, 
and that was a small positive that built into better men-
tal habits. Through that success, I was able to tackle 
the problem that had plagued me my whole life. I 
found a love for myself that had never existed.
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A Germaphobe’s Look At The Pandemic
By Sherry Sokolowski

Hand sanitizer everywhere you go. Signs echoing 
constant reminders: “Wash your hands!” or “Cover 
your nose and mouth!” At restaurants, salt and pepper 
shakers are eliminated, now tiny packets are in their 
place. Menus are a thing of the past - now, we just 
scan a QR code and the menu is conveniently dis-
played on our phone. 

At this point in time, we’ve lived through                                                                                           
nine months of COVID-19. From the very beginning, 
the same three principles have remained: wear a mask, 
wash your hands, and keep a safe distance from oth-
ers. 

Good hygiene has been heavily emphasized too - 
hence people frantically buying surpluses of cleaning 
supplies, literally cleaning out the shelves of nearly 
every store.

Overall, the COVID-19 pandemic has given society 
a chance to reevaluate and improve its sanitary habits 
like never before.

Coming from someone who has an irrational fear of 
germs (otherwise known as germaphobia), I’ve been 
comforted by this heightened awareness of germs. It 
feels as if my inner phobia has been projected across 
the globe through every media outlet. 

I can’t exactly remember when my germaphobia 
was onset, but I’ve experienced this for years. While 
my family has been understanding, that’s not always 
the case. It’s always a strange experience when people 
come over to my house - they gawk at me while I fer-
vently disinfect everything and frantically explain that 
they cannot go anywhere near my bed. 

My germaphobia has led me to develop some 
strange habits to say the least. I put on a makeshift 
hazmat suit before bed every night, consisting of knee-
high socks, a hoodie and pants, topped off with a hair 
scarf to ensure the pollutants of the day won’t reach 
my pillowcase. I change my clothes probably five times 
a day. Deep cleaning my room is a hobby at this point. 
I cover public seats with an interim quilt of napkins, 
ensuring I don’t touch them. 

With much of society becoming hyper vigilant 
about germs, these habits don’t seem that outlandish 
anymore. In a way, my persistent anxiety and fears 
have been validated.

Little things put me at ease now, like watching the 
shopping carts get wiped down at the supermarket. Or 
the fact that sanitizing the door handles and keyboards 
at work is a part of our protocol now. 

So what habits will endure after COVID-19 is long 
gone? Will there still be such an emphasis on cleanli-
ness? Will things like no-contact deliveries or wearing a 
mask while preparing food stick around? 

What about remote school and work? COVID-19 
has essentially ruined snow days and sick days forever 
because now doing your work from the comfort of your 
home is completely feasible. 

In reality, I don’t think all of society will turn into 
full-fledged germaphobes. It has, however, shown 
us the power of a simple bar of soap and water. 
COVID-19 might not make everyone have an irrational 
fear of germs, but maybe with everyone being a little 
more germ conscious, it will make everyone healthier 
in the long run. 

 Hand sanitizer, anyone? 
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To some 2020, is merely the current year, I call it the 
world’s biggest dumpster fire. From COVID-19 to 
police brutality. This year has been... well, for lack 

of a better term, hell. So much so that many of you have 
probably tried to block out everything that happened. Well, 
unfortunately for you all I’m a bit of a sadist so I’m going to 
remind you. 

2020 began innocently enough, there was the baseball 
sign stealing controversy which was uncovered in 2019 
resulting in the firing of the Houston Astros general man-
ager Jeff Luhhnow and manager A.J. Hinch on Jan. 13, the 
impeachment trials against President Donald Trump began 
on Jan. 22, which looked promising, but then the coronavirus 
came to America. Then the nightmare started.

Almost like a banshee’s wail from Celtic mythology 
of days long past, that first case of COVID-19 signaled a 
downward spiral for the year. Kobe Bryant and his 13-year-
old daughter Gianna died in a helicopter crash on Jan. 26. 
Trump was acquitted on Feb. 5, then two days later, he fired 
those who dared to testify against him. Along with that on 
Feb. 18 Trump pardoned the man who attempted to sell 
Obama’s senate seat because of course he did. On Feb. 23, 
Ahmaud Arbery, an innocent man out jogging, was killed by 
two racist murderers who probably watched “Cops” one too 
many times. 

Then, a good thing happened when on March 11 Harvey 
Weinstein got 23 years in prison. But then we went back to 
bad with the death of Breonna Taylor on March 13 who was 
shot dead by police in a botched execution of a no knock 
warrant. On March 20 Tom Brady signed with the Tampa Bay 
Buccaneers after 20 seasons with the New England Patriots 
breaking  the hearts of New Englanders everywhere. Trump 
also finally admitted the danger of COVID-19 on March 23 

after downplaying the virus from the beginning. 

Shortly after, on May 5, the video of the murder of Ah-
maud Arbery went viral, the killers were finally arrested two 
days later. The man who filmed the killing was also arrested 
for murder on May 21. May 25, George Floyd was murdered 
by a police officer, sparking nationwide mass protests, riots, 
and looting. The rioters actually took over a police precinct 
in Minneapolis on May 28 and burned it to the ground. The 
CNN building was also damaged.  

Also, Twitter placed content warnings on Trump’s ram-
blings for the first of many times which was actually mildly 
amusing. But then we went back to madness as on June 1 
Trump had protesters cleared from Lafayette Park in Wash-
ington D.C. with pepper spray and rubber bullets so Trump 
could pose in front of a church with a Bible - a Bible he was 
holding upside down.

China began a nationwide quarantine on April 3. 
April 10, the U.S. became the first country to report 2,000 
COVID-19 related deaths in a single day and those numbers 
just kept climbing. “Cops” was also canceled. Then, on June 
24, there was the incident in NASCAR driver Bubba Wallace’s 
garage as a pull handle on a garage door appeared to have 
been fashioned into a noose. 

Then there was a small break from all the killing and 
blood spilling. While the votes from the 2020 election were 
being counted, SpaceX, founded by Elon Musk, launched 
two American astronauts to the International Space Station 
on Nov. 16. On Dec. 16, Biden was announced as the rightful 
president of the United States… Trump still refuses to accept 
it. 

But look on the brightside. Short of nuclear war or an 
alien invasion, 2020 couldn’t get much worse. 

Timeline Of A Trainwreck:
A review of the year 2020

By Jamie Miller
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Finding A Community Online
    During Quarantine

With everyone holed up in their homes during 
the pandemic, it is hard to connect with 

friends. As college students, socialization is a key piece 
of our lives, especially at a community college, which 
is full of diversity and differing opinions. It was very 
jarring going from seeing people every day to only 
interacting with my mom and our two dogs.

Halfway through the pandemic, I 
was scrolling through TikTok, a very 
common occurrence throughout 
the lockdown, and saw someone 
advertising their Discord server. 
Discord is a platform that’s primar-
ily used for PC gaming, as well as 
voice, text, and video communica-
tion. Going into it, I was hesitant 
at first, but decided that if it was 
strange I could just leave as easily 
as I joined.

During the pandemic, I believe that people under-
estimate the extent that communication with our peers 
helps us mentally. For a while, I got into a dark place 
and felt like there was no way out of it. As someone 
who thrives in social situations, having social interac-
tion ripped from me impacted me in an extremely neg-
ative way. However, finding this new group of people 
on Discord helped me a lot. 

I went from going to school and working almost 
everyday to being confined to my house for months 
on end. The socialization we used to get regularly in 
our day to day lives was something I took for granted. 
During this time, a lot of my friends that I would regu-
larly see moved to different states or cities for school, 

which made it even harder to connect with my friends.

Soon after joining the Discord server, I began 
talking there frequently. It became a part of my dai-
ly routine. I quickly connected with a group of girls 
around my same age, all from different parts of the 
world. These are people who I would’ve never met had 
it not been for joining a random server.

Tiani Quon is a 21-year-old Hawaii 
native who is currently studying social 
sciences in Japan. Thusha Abramek is 
a 21-year-old, who lives in Poland and 
works in graphic design. Roni Scavacini 
is a 21-year-old from Nevada, who’s cur-
rently finishing her last college semester 
and is majoring in financing. Miranda 
Sweely is a 24-year-old from Minneso-
ta, and is an intensive care unit nurse. 
Nikole Zayas is a 20-year-old from 
Connecticut, she currently works for a 

daycare during a gap year off of college. Also Gab, 
Ranee, Olive, Lydia, Ashley, Aziza, Madison, Ellen, 
Angela, Naj, and Emily are some of the other girls I’ve 
met through this server as well.

“There’s a stigma of invalidity towards online friend-
ships, but everyday I’m grateful for these girls because 
they filled a gap in my life that I didn’t even know I 
had,” said Quon. “We joke around, we learn from each 
other, and we grow together despite the distance. I 
don’t think the quality of a friendship is something 
that’s diminished just because it’s through a screen.”

Eventually, we decided to create our own server, 
that was just our smaller group of girls. It was there 

By Sabrina Edwards
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that I believe I’ve made lifelong friends. I don’t go a 
day without talking to them. We share personal things 
with each other and have formed a virtual support sys-
tem for one another. Whether that be personal feelings 
or struggles to issues with our work, school, or life in 
general. 

“Being in the discord helped me remain social even 
with the pandemic,” said Sweely. “With my job, I try to 
stay at home as much as possible to minimize expo-
sure. Having people to check in with everyday means 
so much to me, especially people that share the same 
interests. It gives me something to look forward to, like 
on Friday nights when we all watch a new episode of 
a show together. I truly don’t know where I would be 
mental health wise had I not made these connections 
back in August.”

Daily, whenever we’re free, we watch shows togeth-
er, discuss our lives, and just talk to one another. A 
smaller group of us are exchanging Christmas gifts in a 
Secret Santa style, sending them to each other in the 
mail and opening them together on video once they 
arrive.

I truly cannot imagine where I would be without 
these people in my life, which is insane to think about. 
This pandemic has taught me not to take good friends 
for granted. It’s especially difficult to find a good friend 
in adulthood, and I can honestly say that I’ve found 
good friends in all of them. 

I am so grateful for these people coming into my 
life. It has changed it for the better, and there is noth-
ing I can do to repay them for the constant reassurance 
and support. So, thank you all for that.

Sabrina Edwards (top left), Thusha Abramek, Veronika Scavacini, Miranda Sweely (middle left), Lydia, Nikole Zayas, 
and Tiani Quon gather for a recent Discord chat.
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When she’s not in her office, Lina Blair, Director of 
Student Life and Conduct at Grand Rapids Community 
College, unwinds on the riverbank. 

Blair has contributed to the well being of countless 
students by offering them assistance. She makes sure 
the food pantry runs smooth-
ly, that students get the help 
they need. She is also respon-
sible for student conduct and 
disciplinary actions. But she 
spends her weekends rather 
differently than most of us. In 
order to unwind and see some 
of Michigan’s beautiful scenery 
Blair fly fishes.

Fly fishing has seen growing 
popularity among women in 
the past few years. Blair started 
fishing in college while attend-
ing Northern Michigan Uni-
versity. It started off as a love 
for kayaking but slowly turned 
into a passion for fishing. NMU 
is well known for its beautiful 
campus, and close proximity 
to water, which only further 
helped her explore her love for 
the great outdoors.

“I fished when I was a little kid and remembered 
really loving it, so I fished when I kayaked to have 
something to do,” said Blair. “I had mentioned to my 
uncle that I had picked up fishing again. He sent me 
a fly ride, reel, and a book about how to fly fish. And 

it sat in my apartment for a year, and I thought, ‘I’m 
going to give this a try.’”

Ever since then Blair has been spending nearly 
every free minute she has out on the water. It can be a 
very relaxing activity. She is the only one in her imme-

diate family who fishes regularly. When 
asked if she prefers to catch and release 
or eat the fish she catches, her answer 
was surprising. 

“I’m allergic to fish,” she said. “I re-
ally like to catch and release. You know 
obviously, there are some types of fish 
I’ll save for someone who likes fish. But I 
won’t ever give a brook trout to anyone, 
because they are too pretty. 99% of the 
time I catch and release.”

Some may think that fishing while 
having an allergy to fish is strange. How-
ever, for Blair, it isn’t about the reward of 
catching fish. She fishes to relieve stress 
and enjoy the beauty of Michigan. 

Fly fishing is an especially intri-
cate skill that takes a lot of practice to 
master, and a decent amount of time 
is spent tying flies before you even get 
out on the water. Blair has been fishing 

regularly since 2003, and does so with friends on the 
weekend.

One of her best friends from college, Jon Fanch-
er, still regularly fishes with her on the weekends.  He 
works at Steelcase as a User Experience Researcher. 

Gone Fishing: GRCC Director of Student 
Life recharges on the waterBy Hannah Kieffer

Courtesy photo of Lina Blair



 The Collegiate|15

Despite Fancher and Blair’s very different careers, fly 
fishing has kept them close.

“I think it’s one of our hobbies together, it’s always 
something to go do,” Fancher said. “We try flies, 
especially in the winter. My partner has been getting 
into it as well.” 

When asked about his love for fly fishing, Fancher 
said he also loves seeing the sights.

“It’s always like a puzzle, I feel like every time I 
learn something new,” Fancher said. “But I also think 
it gets you out in nature. Fly fishing, especially being 
in waders and standing in the water, is something that 
sets it apart. Traveling up and down the stream it’s 
kind of like hiking.”

 With almost 20 years of practice, Blair makes it 
look easy. However, according to Blair the best place 
to start learning about fly fishing is YouTube.

“If you’re interested in fly fishing there’s a ton of 
YouTube videos,” said Blair. “A lot of fly shops have 
YouTube channels. You can learn about things that are 
specific to Michigan. That’s a great place to start.”

Blair also commented on the growing diversity 
within the fly fishing industry.

“The history of fly fishing is kind of bougie. When 
you think of fly fishing you think of rich old men doing 

it. There’s this really cool movement in fly fishing to 
get young people and women and people of color 
involved in fly fishing. So you don’t have to worry too 
much these days about having a ton of money to get 
started.”

Blair was the only woman on a guided fishing trip 
in November. 

“It was 12 guys and me,” Blair said. “People 
weren’t really talking to me or asking what I knew. The 
next day we were all fishing all day, and at the end, 
it was freezing cold. All the guys were sitting on the 
bank behind me, and I’m still fishing”

As it turned out, her determination paid off.

“Nobody caught any fish, but I hooked this steel-
head in front of them,” Blair said. “And suddenly they 
all wanted to know what I used and how I tied it.”

Being in a male-dominated sport has its setbacks, 
but that won’t be 
deterring Blair. 
She regularly 
goes fishing with 
friends locally, 
as well as in the 
Upper Peninsula. 
Fly fishing has 
quickly become 
a lifelong hobby 
of hers. With 
all the help she 
offers to students 
at GRCC, it is 
nice to know that 
she still takes 
time for herself, 
in Michigan’s 
wonderful rivers 
and lakes. 

Courtesy photo of Lina Blair

Jon Francher courtesty photo of Lina Blair
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A Journey Of 
Acceptance And 

Coming Out
By Kaia Zimmerman

It was a normal Tuesday night, and at 8 p.m. I 
turned my TV on to watch “Pretty Little Liars.” As I 

was watching, a scene came on and two girls were on 
a date together, and my parents flipped the channel 
and said they didn’t want us to watch that show in the 
house anymore. 

I had been trained since I was little to see being 
gay as wrong. Deep down I knew I felt the same way 
as those girls on TV, but I suppressed that feeling and 
didn’t acknowledge it to myself or to anyone. I tried 
so hard to crush on the guys my friends thought were 
cute, and I tried my best to be straight. 

I grew up in a conservative town called Lowell 
where if you weren’t “normal,” you would be judged. 
There were about three kids out at my school my fresh-
man year, and people would talk bad about them and 
call them names. 

In my junior year, I started talking to this girl named 
Maddy who changed my whole life. I started talking to 
her every day and would get so excited when she text-
ed me and would look for her in the hallways at school. 
I slowly let myself realize that I had a crush on her. We 
talked all the time and when we weren’t talking I was 
thinking about her. I didn’t know who I was or what my 
sexuality was. All I knew was that she made me feel 
safe and happy. 

One night, Maddy and I were on the phone talking 
like we always did. We were talking about something 
random, and I came out to her. She was out as gay, so I 

felt pretty comfortable telling her. But I also had never 
felt so scared in my life because I hadn’t even admitted 
it to myself, but she was there for me. I told her that 
I liked her and she liked me back, but we decided to 
take it really slow because I had a long way to go. I 
slowly started to come out to people in my life. When I 
told my two best friends, they were accepting. 

At first, I was okay with who I was because I had 
Maddy and my friends, but I realized that just because 
I had their support didn’t mean I was close to accept-
ing myself. My whole life it had been ingrained in my 
head that being gay was wrong and that people who 
were gay would go to hell. My mind was filled with so 
much internalized homophobia that it started to eat 
me alive. All of a sudden doubt and hate came into my 
head. I told myself I would go to hell, that I didn’t de-
serve to live, no one in my family would love me, and 
that God hated me. I turned to self-harm and suicidal 
thoughts. Every night I would sob in my room, crying 
out to God to change me, and when I didn’t I would 
fall more into more self-hate.  

I hated myself and then I turned my anger toward 
the person I cared most about, Maddy. She would 
stay up with me at night making sure I was okay, and I 
would take my anger out on her. I would yell and say 
things that I will regret for the rest of my life. Through 
all this, she stayed with me, and I will forever be grate-
ful for her. I kept hating on myself and I was in pain 
every day because my mind would never shut off. 

Around the end of summer before my senior year, 
I was coming home from a long day at marching band 
camp and my friend dropped me off. As I got out of 
her car, my stepmom walked up to me slowly coming 
from my uncle’s house next door. I remember feeling 
scared because of the look on her face. She looked at 
me and said words that changed everything. “Austin 
killed himself.” I froze. I didn’t know how to react. My 
body just froze. Austin was my cousin who had suffered 
from mental health issues. He was twenty-two years 
old. I remember my stepmom telling me to go say 
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something to his mom, but I couldn’t put into words 
how sorry I was that she had lost her son.

At his funeral, I saw all the people who were affect-
ed by his death. His death affected me so much and 
my outlook on life. I missed him every day, and I had 
a lot of regrets because I couldn’t remember the last 
time I said, “I love you” to him. After his death, I was 
grieving and I hated myself. I sunk into a depression 
worse than before, but I did see how suicide affects 
families in the worst way possible because my family 
went through it. I saw his mom and his sister break 
down at the funeral. I saw his friends break down while 
they told stories of him. I remembered all the memo-
ries I had with Austin and the impact he had on me. I 
realized that I didn’t want my family to go through that 
again, and that really encouraged me to keep going 
and trying to work on accepting 
myself. 

I had been stuck in this place of 
numbness. I hadn’t let myself feel 
anything. For a while after he died 
I got comfortable in not trying and 
feeling nothing, and I was angry. I 
was angry I couldn’t change, I was 
angry that he died, and I was angry at myself for 
everything I did wrong. I was so numb that I don’t 
remember a lot from that time. I don’t remember 
barely anything between the months of August 
through October. 

Through help from Maddy mostly and my friends, 
I started to slowly feel again, but I hadn’t accepted 
myself. When I started to let myself feel again I had so 
much regret. I had regret for how I mistreated some-
one who just wanted to help. I had to face that, and 
I also had to face my internalized homophobia. I had 
been so numb for months and I had not faced the 
demons in my head. I started to go after the demons 
which was a long battle. It was a battle against my-
self. Some nights I would be okay and start the way 
to acceptance and other days I felt it was easier to be 

numb. Each day was a battle. 

One of the hardest parts of acceptance for me was 
letting myself be open about my feelings. I had to re-
construct a whole thought process. My whole life I had 
been taught that being gay was wrong and that had 
been in my mind since I can remember. I had to tell 
myself every day that I was okay with feeling this way, 
and I was okay with not changing it. One way I went 
about self-acceptance was saying that over and over to 
myself, whether I believed it or not. Another way was 
I started being completely open to the people who 
cared about me. I told them how I was feeling and the 
bad thoughts I had about myself. I slowly started to 
realize through conversations with Maddy how wrong 
those thoughts were. One thing she would always say 
to me that helped was that you wouldn’t think those 

things about another gay person, so 
why do you think it about yourself. 
Being open with people was the 
hardest part for me, because I had 
learned to be closed off my whole 
life, but it really does help if you start 
to open up. 

In November, I got to a place 
where I started to be more comfortable with myself. 
I wasn’t at a place of full acceptance, but I was to a 
place where I knew it wasn’t going to change, and I 
was feeling everything again. At the end of November, 
I asked Maddy to be my girlfriend, and we have been 
together ever since. I started to come out to people in 
my family and friends at my school, and mostly every-
one was accepting and loving. 

It was a continuous battle to get to the place of full 
acceptance. I still had bad days where my internalized 
homophobia would be too much for me to handle, but 
overall I was starting to make progress in loving myself. 
In March, I finally got to a place where I could say I 
loved who I was. I decided tow ait to come out to my 
parents until a few months later because I knew that it 
could change everything. 

“Each day was a 
battle.”
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girlfriend and my friend. We just sat there in disbelief 
that I actually did it, and I was fully out. We cried and 
laughed, and at that moment I felt a weight had been 
lifted off of my shoulders. For almost three years I had 
hidden who I was from everyone in my family, and now 
I didn’t have to hide anymore. I remember feeling so 
free because now I could hold my girlfriend’s hand in 
public without fearing someone who knew my dad was 
watching. 

I could hold my girlfriend’s hand in public without 
fearing someone who knew my dad was watching. 

My dad isn’t in a place to fully accept me, and I 
know it will take time. It also has been ingrained in his 
head that being gay is wrong, so I know it will be some 
time before he can fully get to a place of acceptance. 
Even though I don’t understand why he can’t accept 
me, I know I am extremely lucky. I am extremely lucky 
because I have my friends who love me no matter 
what, I have all five of my siblings behind me, I have 
the best mom, and my dad still loves me and our rela-
tionship is good. 

One of the best pieces of advice I can give others is 
to talk to someone. Whether that is a friend, a thera-
pist, a family member, or a random stranger. I wouldn’t 
be where I am today if it weren’t for Maddy. Countless 
nights she stayed up with me telling me it would be 
okay. She would just sit there and listen and never 
complain. Even when I was at my worst point and she 
had every reason to turn her back, she stayed. 

I am so happy and proud of myself. I never thought 
I would get here. To anyone struggling right now, 
please hold on because it will get better. I know the 
pain is so much because I have been there, but it will 
get better, and you will get to a place where you will 
be okay. You are not alone, and you have people who 
love you no matter what. It took me almost three years 
to be okay with myself, and it takes time. Be patient 
with yourself, and know there is a light at the end of 
the tunnel.

This past July, I was at my mom’s house and I asked 
if I could talk to her. I gathered up a bunch of strength 
and said, “Maddy is my girlfriend. I’m gay.” She looked 
at me and said, “Does she make you happy?” I, of 
course, said yes, and that’s all that mattered to her.

I felt as if a weight had been lifted off my shoulders. 
As a parent, she was scared for me because of the 
world. She broke down in tears, frightened about how 
people might treat me. I told her it would be okay and 
that I would be okay. 

A few months later, I made a decision to tell my 
dad and stepmom I was gay. My dad and stepmom 
don’t think being gay is okay, and to this day they still 
think I can change. I was shaking with nerves. I ran 
downstairs and had my sister pack a bag for me just in 
case it didn’t go well. My sister and I were freaking out 
downstairs because we couldn’t believe I was actually 
finally going to tell them. My heart was racing. I had 
never been as nervous in my life. She walked upstairs 
with me and I was shaking. I looked at my dad, and I 
thought everything would be different when I told him.

My dad and I had been so close my entire life, and 
the thought of something getting in the way of that 
is the biggest reason why I didn’t want to come out. 
I looked at both of them, after stuttering a bunch of 
times I finally got the words out that I was gay. They 
both looked at me, said they loved me, but they didn’t 
support me. I was relieved because it could’ve gone 
worse, but I didn’t understand why they couldn’t just 
be happy for me. I had been in a loving relationship for 
almost a year and I couldn’t be happier. The atmo-
sphere was one of the most awkward environments I 
had been in. I started to break down crying, and my 
sister gave me a hug and whispered to me, “You did 
it.” My parents’ response felt like they were following 
a script, and I hated that. Coming out was one of the 
most stressful and scary moments of my life, but once I 
did it, I felt so relieved, and I could finally be myself.

Shortly after, I left my house and met up with my 
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My Cat Kiwi
By Aspen Strauss

On Sept. 16, 2020, I decided that I wanted to 
adopt a cat from the humane society. Purely 

looking for a companion during the tough and lonely 
times that COVID-19 has brought among all of us, I 
found that truly, this new addition into my life was not 
only a furry friend who needed a home of his own but 
also someone to look after 
me, just as much as I needed 
to look after him. My cat’s 
name is Kiwi and he’s the cat 
that will one day save my life 
when I need him the most. 

I suffer from depression. 
And I’m so good at hiding it 
from the world that it scares 
me how far I’ve pushed down 
my problems. Depression 
is something that’s hard to 
grasp. Not only is it hard to 
explain to others why you’re 
sad for no reason. It’s difficult 
personally to understand and 
explain to myself why I feel 
the way I do. 

It’s a frustrating reality to know that one moment 
you can be having a great time with friends and family 
to know when you walk into your room and close the 
door that you could break down, want to scream at 
the top of your lungs and think about hurting yourself 
to make the pain go away inside. Nothing helps when 
you’re trapped inside, let alone your thoughts aren’t 
safe when they’re trapped inside. Everyone will tell you 

that you need to get help, that you need to talk about 
your feelings but it’s more complicated than they think. 

To someone who doesn’t know the feeling of being 
completely alone, it’s not as simple as you think. To 
them, it’s like asking someone to help with a simple 

task. What they don’t under-
stand is, you’re asking some-
one to help you because you 
feel as if your life isn’t worth 
it anymore or that your whole 
world is continuing without 
you as you’re stuck in a cycle 
of sadness, contempt, sad-
ness, contempt. Where these 
feelings have no intention of 
actually taking you anywhere 
except a trip to the bathroom 
where you stare at yourself in 
the mirror and think; “why is 
this happening to me?” 

From a young age, I 
watched as family members, 
friends, and people who I 
didn’t even know, suffer from 

depression and anxiety. I saw the days that they strug-
gled and the day that they were okay. Watching these 
people suffer through their days was a sight I would 
never wish upon anyone. Let alone would I ever think 
that I would be going through the same thing years 
later. 

To the outside world, depression is something that

 Photos by Aspen Strauss



20 | The Collegiate

everyone struggles with. You can be depressed from 
school, your job, your family/friend situation, It can be 
anything that makes you sad. But being sad for a few 
days about a specific topic is no match for being sad 
24/7 about nothing. People will tell you it’s a phase, 
just wait it out. It’s only a phase, you’ll be fine when 
it’s over. You’re just stressed, in a few days you will be 
just fine, just wait it out. But sometimes it’s not just a 
phase. Today it’s so easy to brush off a cry for help and 
it’s easy to misunder-
stand what people need 
when they’re struggling. 

Sometimes, I just shut 
down. I don’t want to 
talk to anyone, I don’t 
want to see anyone. And 
if I do, I plaster on a big 
smile across my face and 
crush down the feelings 
that I have as far as I can 
push them. At night I 
feel numb. 

If someone asked 
me what was wrong I 
wouldn’t have an an-
swer for them because I 
can’t even explain what’s 
happening. It’s as if all 
of the emotion is sucked 
out of you, all except for 
sadness, as if the gears 
in my brain are broken 
and sadness takes the 
reins and begins to lead me down a path I know I 
will regret in the morning. It forces me to lay in bed 
at night listening to depressing music that makes me 
feel worthless. And it compels me to cry until I’m so 
exhausted and disgusted with myself that I fall asleep. 
And then? It starts all over again. 

While in high school I was known to be a very 

happy and optimistic person. I would be the person 
to help others with their problems, I would be one of 
the first they would turn to when they needed to talk 
to someone. I walked around the halls as if I was on a 
happiness high constantly, laughing and smiling. if my 
friends were to read this today, I can tell you without 
hesitation that they would be shocked at what they 
were reading. 

I can promise you that I never thought I was de-
pressed, I thought 
I was just going 
through a phase, 
and I convinced 
the few that knew 
that it was only 
a phase and that 
they didn’t need 
to worry. But then 
I realized what I 
was doing inside, 
what I was doing 
to myself.

 I pushed 
away the people 
who wanted to 
help and I made 
them feel as if 
they were mak-
ing things worse, 
only when their 
best intention was 
to help me out. 
When people feel 

as if they’re struggling, they feel as if they can solve 
the problem by themselves. They don’t want help, and 
I can’t stress that enough. 

Asking for help brings upon the worst feeling of 
shame imaginable. Imagine walking up to your parents 
to tell them that you’re depressed. That you feel as 
if your life that you’re living is meaningless. Imagine 



 The Collegiate|21

telling the people who love you the most in this world 
that you don’t want to live anymore. That’s something 
that will bring tears to your mother’s eyes and crush 
your father’s heart. Telling anyone is a struggle for 
most, and many will blame themselves for being blind 
all this time for not seeing what was happening right in 
front of them. When you tell people they may look at 
you differently and constantly check up on you. These 
people will do everything and anything in their power 
to help you because they care. 

 Animals are something humans don’t deserve 
in this world. All they want to do is give you all their 
love and attention, 
they want to be there 
for you when you need 
them most and want to 
provide as much as they 
are able to put forth for 
us. I was lucky to have 
stumbled upon Kiwi, I 
had been struggling for 
a couple of months with 
my inner monsters who 
made me feel alone 
every single night. I hated what I did to myself the 
nights where I would cry myself to sleep at the thought 
of nothing, and wake up the next morning to look at 
myself in the mirror and want to smash the glass at the 
reflection looking back at me. I hated that I was the girl 
who faked her happiness to make the others around 
her happy.

When I found my cat and grew an instant bond with 
him, he reminded me that if anything was to happen 
and I wasn’t able to take care of him then he would 
have to be sent away again to who knows where. And 
probably wouldn’t get the sufficient amount of belly 
rubs and kisses that he requires. He reminds me every 
day that he loves me and his big green eyes tell me 
that he’s listening to me when I need to talk to some-
one. 

Confrontation is a hard thing to grasp, especially 
when it has something to do with your mental state 
of mind. But having something such as an animal who 
will always be willing to listen to you without saying 
anything back, is something that I would encourage 
anyone struggling with anything to look into. 

Without Kiwi, I would be lost. Lost in a pool of my 
thoughts on if I’m good enough if I’m worth it, and 
if I’m loved. It may seem silly to think that a cat has 
shown me that I am worth being here today, but if only 
you knew then you would understand.

Sometimes talking to people isn’t what everyone 
needs. It’s a scary world 
we live in to tell someone 
the truth about how you 
are feeling without faking 
it. If you or a loved one 
is suffering from anything 
that makes them feel less 
than what they are, I rec-
ommend looking into an 
emotional support animal. 

Adopting from kill shelters, pet stores, and even 
the West Michigan Humane Society are great places to 
find a new friend who may be able to help you during 
your tough times. If you are interested in looking at 
cats, dogs, rodents, etc. from the WMHS, look on their 
website for all the information and adoptable animals 
that they have currently. Simply fill out an application 
for an animal that you find appealing and wait for 
a chat over the phone to see if you are eligible for 
adopting! 

I can promise you that having a companion such 
as mine will change your life forever. Not only the way 
that you see your life but how you live it and continue 
to live it. So, thank you Kiwi, for showing me that I am 
worth it, and thank you for always loving me at my 
worst and being there to celebrate with me at my best. 

“I can promise you that having 
a companion such as mine will 

change your life forever.” 
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Flaws And All: Learning self-love and embracing my body

Once upon a time, I 
believed self-love 

was a concept that was 
based solely on what I looked 
like. I felt as though my self-
worth and my confidence 
were defined by a number on 
a scale and measurements 
of my body parts. I thought 
that once I reached my goal 
of looking like the photo-

shopped supermodels in the magazines and all over 
social media, I would be content. I was convinced that 
as long as I lost the 15 pounds attached to my thighs 
and stomach and the five inches around my waist 
social media convinced me were unnecessary, the con-
fidence and love would just appear. I was wrong.

I am beginning to realize that self-love is a journey 
that doesn’t have a final destination. Like weight, it 
fluctuates. It comes and goes in waves. And that is 
completely normal.  It is something that needs to be 
consistently worked on every single day, even when 
you’re struggling to look at yourself in the mirror. No. 
Especially when you’re struggling to look at yourself in 
the mirror. 

I have struggled with body image and confidence 
issues for what feels like forever. I remember being 
a young girl in elementary school, comparing myself 
to my peers, and questioning my own beauty. At the 
time, the issues were less severe. They were passing 
thoughts that got pushed to the back of my young and 
easily distracted mind in a split second when asked to 
play freeze-tag or swing on the swingset. The thoughts 
continued to linger for years, but It wasn’t until fresh-
man year of high school that they were forced to the 

forefront of my newly impressionable and vulnerable 
mind. 

I was a beautiful girl with wonderful features, but I 
didn’t see myself that way. I looked in the mirror and 
saw a completely different version of myself than what 
I was in reality. I began to nitpick everything about 
myself: the way my thighs rubbed together when I 
walked, the way my stomach folded when I sat down, 
the way my lower stomach slightly bulged out of my 
jeans. The overthinking and insecurities consumed me. 
I became obsessed with my appearance which resulted 
in me acquiring some extremely unhealthy habits.

I developed a compulsive need to be in a calorie 
deficit. I became hyper-aware of my caloric intake and 
developed a terrible relationship with food. I would 
take longer in the morning to get ready just so my 
mom wouldn’t question why I wasn’t eating breakfast. 
Some days I’d allow myself to eat a granola bar. I often 
skipped lunch as well. If my friends ever questioned 
me, I would tell them I already ate or that I forgot my 
lunch money. Some days, to avoid the conversation, 
I would escape to the choir room and spend that half 
hour making music instead of eating. The only meal I 
ate on a consistent basis was dinner, and even then, I 
was really wary about what it was and how much I ate. 
There were certain foods that I completely avoided 
because I felt I did not deserve the calories attached 
to them. Cookies, cake, donuts, ice cream, anything 
sweet or full of sugar was something that I feared and 
rarely allowed myself to indulge in.

I was miserable and hungry and to seek comfort, 
I would occasionally binge, which would only make 
me feel worse. When this happened, I felt the need 
to punish myself. The majority of the time, the punish-
ment was over-exercise. I would try to compensate for 

By Kennedy Mapes
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whatever food I ate, by working out until the calories 
were gone. In one instance, at what I believe to be my 
lowest point in this battle occurring inside my head, 
over-exercise did not feel like enough and I manually 
purged the food out of my system, which is my way of 
shamefully admitting that I forced myself to throw up. 
This only happened once, but even one time is one 
too many. 

I find myself looking at pictures of myself from 
back then, and getting upset. I look at these pictures 
and think “What was wrong with me?”  I can see how 
small I was. I see the beauty I never saw back then and 
I wonder why I was so unhappy. Then I fall into this 
rabbit hole of comparing what I look like now to what 
I looked like then and wishing I would have appreci-
ated myself more. And that is when it hits me. Now, I 
understand. As long as I continue to allow the societal 
ideals placed on women’s bodies to determine my 
value, I will never be content. I will never be happy. I 
will continue to compare myself to the past versions of 
myself, only seeing my beauty years down the road. It 
will continue to be a toxic cycle of hating the body I’m 
currently in and wishing I had appreciated the former. 

Now, I am beginning to see the beauty I neglected 
to see before. I am truly starting to feel beautiful, both 
inside and out, and I am finally realizing that the only 
thing that has been standing in the way of me believ-
ing that for so many years, was myself. It wasn’t my 
weight or body shape. It was the insecurities inside of 
my head that stemmed from comparison and obses-
sively seeking the unattainable bodies plastered in 
every magazine and all over social media. The same 
insecurities that convinced me I wasn’t enough. 

Yes, I have some tummy chub. I have some stretch 
marks. I have thick thighs and chubby cheeks. Are all 
of those things consistently considered desirable by 
society? No. But that doesn’t matter. They are part of 
what makes me, me. Being me is enough. Regardless 
of what my body looks like, I will always be enough. 

My body does not define me. I define me. 

My character defines me. The love I give to my-
self and others defines me. The way I decide to treat 
myself and my body defines me. It is time that I start 
treating it with some kindness. 

I know that I will continue to struggle. I am sure that 
I will have some bad days where the insecurities will try 
to take over, but that is when I will need to work even 
harder to make sure my self-love is consistent. That is 
when I will need to set aside extra time for self-care 
and reflection. It is in those moments that it is crucial 
for me to focus on the things that make me happy and 
to remind myself that I am beautiful and I am valuable.

Now, if you are reading this and you can relate, I 
am sorry. I know that it is tough. The journey through 
self-love is extremely emotional and one that is seem-
ingly impossible at times, but I promise it is very 
possible. 

Just know that you do not need to change a single 
thing. The size of your waist does not matter. The size 
of your breasts does not matter. The stretch marks on 
your thighs, the acne on your face, the belly rolls, the 
dimples in your skin: they do not matter. No amount of 
exercise or calorie counting is going to make you truly 
love yourself. That will come from embracing yourself 
in your natural form and loving the skin that you are in, 
flaws and all. 

We need to stop putting so much unbelievable 
pressure on ourselves to conform to these impossible 
beauty standards that, at the end of the day, mean 
absolutely nothing. We need to stop comparing 
ourselves to others, or even to the past versions of 
ourselves.  

Our bodies are gorgeous because of the simple 
fact that they are our bodies. All of them are distinct 
to the individual. One of us may be as glorious as the 
night sky and the other might have beauty as mesmer-
izing as the sun when it rises. Both are equally gor-

By Kennedy Mapes
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geous, but also completely unique. 

Every curve or lack thereof, every blemish, or every 
stretch mark. Every waist size, every rib cage, every 
roll. Every booty, every set of breasts, thighs, and arms. 
Every single part of our bodies is uniquely our own. It’s 
time for us to embrace that. Love it. And never forget 
it.

Throughout my experience, I have never been 
alone. I was, and am, surrounded by a wonderful 
support system of amazing women who have been 
where I am or are currently going through their own 
journey alongside me. Finding my worth and becom-
ing confident in myself has been made easier by their 
influence and encouragement and the relationships I 
share with these people. Below are some of the short 
self-love stories of a few of the women in my life who 
have helped me get to where I am today. 

Patricia Mapes  (Mom)

How I view myself... this statement has fluctuated 
throughout my life and is something I work on every 
day. Body image, self-confidence/self-esteem influ-

ence each other. It is 
mental and emotional 
and more than just 
accepting what you 
like or dislike about 
yourself. I recognize 
for me that it inter-
changes with different 
relationships. I know 
I have a healthier 
self-image and know 
my worth around the 
people I trust and 
care about. I’ve al-

ways drawn inspiration from people.  I’m a person who 
observes people and how they operate. People inspire 
me a lot. Definitely the experiences I’ve been through 
as an adult weigh heavy on how I view myself. All the 

pressures of being a good mom, role model, to be 
successful and a provider and to be the best me I can 
be. I have to be mindful of this daily...having a healthy 
body image and self-esteem is not about feeling 
100% confident and at your best all the time. It’s about 
respecting yourself and being realistic and learning to 
cope in healthy ways when life is hard.

Melody Clarke (Grandma)

I don’t know if I will ever be 100% confident in 
everything about my body. I have flaws, as does every-
body else, but I think over 
time we just learn to ac-
cept them as part of who 
we are and part of what 
makes us special. I had 
insecurities as a young 
woman about things I 
shouldn’t have and I think 
that is a common thing 
shared by many. When I 
married my husband and 
he continued to love me 
regardless of the size I 
was, I really started to 
realize that my worth was 
about more than what my body looked like. In the 
years we have been married, my weight has fluctuat-
ed, which is completely normal, especially during the 
ups and downs of marriage and raising a family. But it 
never changed the way he felt about me, which I think 
began to help me to feel the same way about myself. I 
found my worth and confidence in myself through my 
success in creating a beautiful family and a wonderful 
career. I raised three strong, confident, successful, and 
all-around amazing children who then grew up to raise 
children of their own with those same qualities and I 
couldn’t be more proud. I also love being a Senior Cit-
izen Coordinator. I feel so good helping retired seniors 
find a place and a way to enjoy their retired lives. Giv-
ing them a place to meet with friends and providing
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them with activites that they can look forward to. I am 
confident in myself knowing that I have a beautiful 
family and that I am doing what I was meant to do and 
what I enjoy doing.

Riana Ruel (Childhood Best Friend)

The first time I learned self-confidence was after I 
had my heart transplant. Going through a heart trans-

plant was a lot. with all the 
medication I was on it made 
me gain weight and not 
look like I used to. During 
that time, I hated the way I 
felt. Somedays I told myself 
to not eat, I’ll definitely 
lose the weight doing that, 
or other days I’d sit there 
and complain about the 
way I looked. As time went 
on, I realized complaining 
about it wasn’t okay. So, I 

decided why not start working out! It’ll help me get 
my heart pumping like the doctors wanted, but I’ll also 
possibly lose the weight and it will make me feel good. 
Yes, working out helped a lot. I felt amazing, but then 
I started to learn that not everyone is perfect and that 
it’s okay to look different. You just have to own it! Not 
all bodies are supposed to look the same. You can 
have stretch marks and still look amazing! You can have 
scars on your chest and still look Fantastic! YOU JUST 
NEED TO OWN IT. DON’T COMPARE YOURSELF TO 
ANYONE ELSE. I still workout and watch what I eat, 
but most importantly, I have a healthy self-image.

Elise Kutt (Founder of Mod Bettie Portrait Bou-
tique, Colleague, and Friend)

It was in 5th grade when I was first called “fat” and 
thrust into a whole new world that I didn’t know exist-
ed, one where I could feel “less than.” Later, it was in 
high school after overhearing a classmate say to his 
buddies after I left the conversation, “I can’t stand that 

girl. She’s so annoying.” that I became aware of the 
idea that I could also be “too much.” 

 I went off to college believing that I had to exist 
within this container, not too much and not too little. I 
had very little self-awareness or self-value at that time 
and struggled with mental illness and bulimia. After 
failing out of Michigan State University, I took a pho-
tography course at the local Community College and, 
for the first time, found something I felt really connect-
ed to and was good at. I caught on quick and began 
taking self-portraits out of convenience, no model or 
subject waiting on me or judging my process. (Oh the 
anxiety!) I could be shut up in a room for days teach-
ing myself lighting and retouching techniques that I 
had seen online and then googled. I built up a stellar 
portfolio and eventually got into my dream school, the 
School of the Art Institute of Chicago. 

 It wasn’t until I began photographing women at 
Mod Bettie that I started to put the pieces together 
and reflect back on how those self-portraits impacted 
my self-confidence. I had full control over those imag-
es and the way I could represent myself to the world, 
and THAT was empowering AF. As I grew my business 
and experiences I noticed the way women would trans-
form, not only in front of the camera but throughout 
the entire process. From planning the wardrobe and 
styling to the big reveal, seeing themselves in print 
for the first time is powerful. Being photographed is 
being seen, and accepted for who you are today, and 
documenting THAT. 
A portrait is a single 
moment of time, 
manifested to exist 
forever. When we 
#ExistinPhotos we 
exist in the past, 
present, and future. 
Is there anything 
cooler than that?
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Hope for 2020
By Mya Gregory

The year 2020 could be described with a plethora 
of words.

Unprecedented. Apocalyptic. Trainwreck. 

We were isolated in our homes, staring at head-
lines of the world falling apart. 
We watched as disease, violence, 
discrimination, political unrest, 
and destruction plagued our 
world. And we sat on our couches, 
feeling helpless and hopeless, as 
we waited. Waited for the day we 
could hug our friends. Waited for 
the day we could go back to our 
jobs and to school. Waited for the 
day that things would get better. 
And for many, it felt like it never 
would. After a week, a month, 
half-a-year of the world seemingly 
falling to pieces, it felt as though 
things would never get better. 

For months, we talked about 
how this year would be remembered as the worst yet. 
How our kids would come home from reading about 
this year in their history books, and ask us “What was 
2020 like?” and how we would sit them down, and talk 
for hours, and only get through three months of the 
year. 

We talked about how good the movies about 2020 
would be. How we will never be able to mention the 
word “quarantine” without a shiver running down our 
spines. How a year ago, if you would have told us this 
is where we would be, we would have looked at you as 

though you were insane. 

But we never talked about how this year brought hope. 

Hope is compelling. Hope is universal. Hope is 
reassuring. And in spite of the darkness that this year 

held if you chose to search for that 
light, hope was found in 2020. 

Hope Written in the Stars

“One night Little Star said to 
Moon, shining bright, ‘I’ve noticed 
a thing that does not seem quite 
right. It’s only the ones who are 
under age three who find me a 
wonder and gaze dreamily.’ Jenn 
Gregory’s children’s book begins 
with the Little Star questioning the 
Moon about where the dreams 
and faith of the people have gone. 
And this is something we have 
questioned throughout 2020; 
where has the hope gone? 

Gregory, who also happens to be my mother, woke 
up March 31, at 1 o’clock in the morning by what some 
may call the holy spirit, a creative muse, or a light in 
the darkness. It was the day before her second daugh-
ter’s birthday, and as she reflected on the eighteen 
years prior, she experienced a surge of clarity. A wave 
of passion. An outpouring of hope. 

She had always dreamed of writing a book, and 
that night, the words came to her. She stayed up all 
night writing down the words before she forgot them. 

Courtesy art by Jenn Gregory
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“The stars had aligned,” and by May 1, her book was 
published and selling on Amazon. The book, titled 
“The Test,” tells the story of the Little Star asking the 
Moon whether or not the humans will “pass the new 
test” as they struggle through challenges. 

The book was inspired, in part, by me. She dedi-
cates the book not only to all students but specifically 
to the class of 2020, who came into this world after 
the world-shattering event of 9/11 and enter the “re-
al-world,” as adults amidst a pandemic. Gregory feels 
for this generation, as she was able to see the effects 
first-hand, and wanted to provide them with a sense 
of guidance. She encourages them to not only learn 
by studying, but by living, a skill that this year has 
forced them to learn how to do, and not necessarily in 
the most gentle way.

Gregory describes the process of writing this book 
as “eye-opening.” After being “gifted” this experi-
ence, she realized the things that could happen in a 
pandemic, rather than the things that couldn’t. She 
started to become more observant of the silver linings 
and chose to begin living in the moment, a task that 
does not come easily.  

“If you’re open to listening to the hope and seeing 
hope, it’s there, you just have to make a conscious ef-
fort to open your eyes and ears, and usually it involves 
slowing down, and that’s not easy in the culture we 
live in. but the pandemic has forced us to,” Gregory 
said. 

She compares this experience and the pandemic 
to the Renaissance- “Before the Renaissance, people 
were in total upheaval, but then artists and authors 
had an upheaval of creativity. It’s hard right now, but 
I believe people are getting moved to create some-
thing of beauty from this, and that excites me.” 

Gregory encourages others to slow down and to 
look at the pandemic from a different perspective 
because they might be surprised by what they can 

find. She tells people to listen to the hope inside of 
them, “that quiet little thing inside of you that, if you 
choose to listen, will light up your life, will sustain your 
days, will tell you how to move forward, and will bring 
you joy.” 

Catherine Hwang, a senior at Forest Hills North-
ern High School, has experienced many of the same 
difficulties as the rest of the world throughout 2020. In 
these times, Hwang finds herself experiencing, “a lack 
of self-motivation, constant worry, no sign or reassur-
ance for a safe future, and loneliness.” 

This year, many found themselves wallowing in 
self-pity and these same emotions. They felt alone, 
scared, and unsure of what was to come next. But 
Hwang came to realize that she was not alone. She 
was not alone in these feelings of hopelessness, worry, 
and fear. And these feelings could become something 
more powerful than what many were allowing them to 
be.

On June 5, Hwang, along with other classmates, 
led a peaceful youth Black Lives Matter protest in East 
Grand Rapids. Over 300 students and families gath-
ered chanting George Floyd’s name, singing happy 
birthday to Breonna Taylor, who would have been 27 
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that Friday, knelt for nine minutes, and shed light 
on the oppression present in our country. Hwang 
describes it as one of the moments you “can’t quite 
capture with a single picture or story.” 

Marching from 
EGR Middle School 
to Reeds Lake, peo-
ple wept, shouted, 
and lifted each other 
up, as they became 
a part of something 
so much bigger than 
themselves. Hwang, 
and those who partic-
ipated in this protest, 
joined over 2,000 
cities in the U.S., seek-
ing justice for those 
discriminated against 
based on the color of 
their skin. 

At that moment, 
Hwang did not stand 
alone. Nobody stood 
alone. Millions of 
people stood togeth-
er, taking that sense 
of worry and fear, 
and turning it into 
something powerful. 
Something that will 
go down in history. 
Something that gave 
people hope. 

Amongst the chaotic voice of the global pandem-
ic, Hwang, along with many others, were able to let 
their voices be heard. The Black Lives Matter Move-
ment reached its height and the people took their 
power back. A lot of this action and empowerment 
was made possible by the new generation.

 It would have been easy to sit behind a screen 
and show their support by posting a black screen or 
sharing information, but that wasn’t enough for this 
generation. 

“My generation has 
brought me hope,” Hwang 
says, “I was able to truly 
see for the first time that we 
will be the students that will 
bring about change to bet-
ter the future for ourselves 
and those to follow.” 

This generation contin-
ues to show their strength 
and hope for a better future 
as they advocate for safer 
schools, a cleaner Earth, 
equality for all, and a hap-
py-healthy world. 

“Hope is the power that 
we as humans have to be-
lieve that the impossible is 
possible,” Hwang said. “It’s 
a concept of reassurance 
that with enough strength 
and belief there are endless 
possibilities along the road 
to bring change.”

And this generation is 
bringing that hope and is 
bringing that change. 

Hope Driving the Backroads 

After talking to many people about where they 
found hope in 2020 and listening to their stories, I 
asked myself the same question. Where did I find 
hope this year? And sadly, it took me longer than I 

Courtesy Photos by Anntanina Biondo



 The Collegiate|29

expected to come up with an answer. 

It feels as though I have been holding my breath 
since last March. I have spent these last nine months 
waiting for the next bad thing to happen. A canceled 
senior year of high school. A virtual freshman year of 
college. A state lockdown. A COVID case of my own. 

Political and social unrest. Fear embedded in the 
world. Wondering, what would happen next? I feared 
that if I even let out a tiny breath, the entire world 
would collapse around me. So, instead, I continued to 
go through the mo-
tions. I woke up every 
morning, and did the 
same thing over-and-
over again, waiting for 
the worst, while still 
hoping for the best. 

I feared the limita-
tions that 2020 gave 
rise to. It caused me 
to fear being trapped, 
empty, regretful, and 
alone. I tried to find 
hope and happiness in 
little things like read-
ing, going on runs, or listening to the inspirational sto-
ries like the one’s told above to see how people were 
making the most out of 2020. But nothing seemed to 
work.

Among the overwhelming events of 2020, I 
searched for a sense of peace. I wanted to find an 
escape from the year we were trudging through. I 
wanted an escape from the media headlines, from the 
constant reassurance of “everything will be okay,” from 
the negativity and loneliness that seemed to drown 
me. 

I found solace in my 2002 Toyota. It’s run down, 
shakes when you drive above 50, and the radio cracks 

when you turn it on. But it was the one thing that I 
could control in that moment of chaos. I would get in 
my car, and whether it was 6 o’clock in the morning or 
midnight, I would just drive. I would roll down the win-
dows and blare music, driving aimlessly with nowhere 
to go for hours upon hours. 

This is where I would find hope. I found hope in the 
lyrics of the same songs I would listen to over and over 
again. I found hope in the person stopped next to me 
at a red light, who offered a smile. I found hope in the 

sunrises that I watched, as 
a new day began. I found 
hope as the stars rose and 
the moon shone brightly, 
as another day ended. 
I found hope in those 
moments, whether it was 
for fifteen minutes or for 3 
hours, where I would just 
drive, and felt like I could 
truly breathe again. 

In those moments, 
where I sat behind the 
wheel, nothing else 
seemed to matter in the 

world. I focused on only the path in front of me and 
which turn I would make next. Those moments remind-
ed me that life could be simple. That I didn’t have to 
overthink everything. That life didn’t have to be made 
up of complicated  problems and complex solutions. 

Rather, that life could be effortless, freeing, and 
what I made of it. These car rides gave me hope that, 
one day, life would return to simplicity. That one day, I 
would be able to rise above the surface of the water I 
was drowning beneath, and become in touch with the 
world in ways beyond the imagination. That inspiration 
and hope would be able to breathe in and out of me. 
And that I will once again, be able to appreciate and 
embrace the simplicity of life.

“I found hope in the 
person stopped next to me 
at a red light, who offered 

a smile.”
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Many of us have become familiar with a feel-
ing that sits in our bodies when we experi-
ence a loss. A ball of fire that burns in our 

throats. We hold back steaming tears. Loss sometimes 
hits us with an impact we can see coming, but can’t 
get out of its way. Like a car stuck on tracks, we have 
had the unfortunate view of watching the freight train 
that is 2020 inch closer and closer to us. One thing 
piling up on top of another, gaining weight, gaining 
momentum. And practically all we could do was watch. 

Our world has lost so much this year. As the nor-
malcy of our past moves farther and farther away from 
our present, it is becoming difficult to remember what 
normal felt like. You had to catch yourself when you 
had the internal dilemma as to why the people on your 
favorite show were unabashedly maskless and stand-
ing so close to each other. That discomfort of feeling 
thrown into something completely unprepared has 
become normal.

A loss of our normal, the loss of lives from 
COVID-19, losing more and more Black lives to police 
brutality, and losing the control of our day to day. It 
became easy at first to be in denial. We were confident 
that a two-week shutdown would rid us of the virus. 
We were certain that pleading in protest would make 
those in power change their ways. We expected that 
we would be able to just push our schedules back a 
few weeks and it would all go back to normal.

It is to no surprise that when those expectations 
did not meet up with reality many of us became angry. 
Be it angry with our neighbors who didn’t quarantine 
properly. Be it angry with the necessity of cries of Black 

mothers who have to beg for the lives of their children 
to be spared. Be it angry with having to continuously 
cancel and push back the things important to us. From 
every happening, big and small, we felt that red hot 
anger sitting on the tips of our tongues ready to fight 
back at anyone or anything. None of this was fair. 
None of this was changing.

Desperate for control and exhausted from anger, 
we began to collectively bargain. IF became our only 
grip on reality. We pinned our uncertainty, our anger, 
and our sadness on the endless possibilities of IF. 

If all of those people would just stop having par-
ties, it would make this virus go away. 

If people understood that this isn’t just an issue of 
bad apples, police brutality would stop.

If the president listened to medical professionals, 
maybe we’d have a chance.

But there are too many possibilities of IF, and most 
of them require no personal action, just blame.

We all tried to be ready for the next worst thing, 
and that is a heavy mental load to bear. The anticipa-
tory reflexes we tried to adopt in order to combat the 
freight train heading our way came to no avail. The 
acceptance of defeat came slower. 

The slip into depression crept into our daily life 
without a sound. Without seeing it come in, it began 
to cast a shadow around us. Sometimes we’d catch 
it out of the corner of our eye. We could see it in our 
periphery while we scrolled endlessly through our 
phones, when we would count back five days to our 

On Grief And Banana Bread
By Annah Johnson
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last shower, when bananas began to rot on our coun-
tertops, we began feeling powerless to the shadows 
growing around us.

Accepting our fate isn’t quite it, but more so ac-
knowledging our present and the opportunities it held 
for us. A feeling of grace that kicked in during our 
battle with 2020 was when we accepted that we don’t 
need to be grateful for these global traumas, but that 
we do need to adapt to the new circumstances of our 
world - one that can only get better if we put in the 
effort. 

The collective journey through the five stages of 
grief during 2020 led us to find meaning. Some found 
it in their pen, some found it in yarn, and the surpris-
ing majority of us found it within our kitchens. We 
baked in solidarity with everyone else who needed to 
heal the wounds that the year had inflicted upon us.

If there is anything that collectively pulled us off of 
our couches and thrust us into purpose, it was those 
rotting bananas in our kitchens. There was no public 
service announcement that told the masses to get up 
and start baking quick bread, no mass circulating rec-
ipes, and no up-tick in culinary graduates. There was, 
however, a desperate need for connection in a time 
where physical distance was necessary. 

It is often overlooked how important food is in 
human connection. The intimacy of passing recipes 
down from generation to generation, sharing a meal, 
and the traditions we hold to nourish our bodies are 
all sacred. These are practices that have long been a 
part of the human experience. It is no wonder that so 
many of us found comfort in preparing food. Nobody 
had to tell us it was the right way to grieve, our human 
nature kicked in and showed us. We sought a connec-
tion to our past, control of our present, meaning in our 
future, and found banana bread.

Our way of life was not sustainable on many fronts, 
and many of us have found meaning in being a part 

of the change. The increase of activism through the 
pandemic showed those who never listened, that 
enough was enough. Through endless hours of forced 
contemplation, we collectively decided to use our 
voices to make the world better. Our planet is dying, 
people who are supposed to protect us are murdering 
our neighbors of color, and division has plagued our 
nation’s highest offices. Those are some rotten banan-
as. 

But we didn’t throw them out this time. We have 
changed them. Our grief, our pain, and our collective 
suffering reached a tipping point and pushed us to 
make lasting changes. We fought, we voted, and have 
begun to write a new chapter in our grandchildren’s 
history books. They will know that we found meaning 
in making the world a better place, no matter how 
small our steps were. 

The act of taking something close to its death, 
and giving it new life is the single greatest metaphor 
we could give to this past year. Life gave us rotting 
bananas and we made banana bread.

Finding meaning doesn’t ask us to completely un-
derstand our trauma, but it does require us to accept 
the things we can not change. We couldn’t change the 
actions of others, but we could change the depressing 
sight of rotting bananas into a warm loaf of bread. We 
could donate extra money to organizations that were 
doing the good work or simply pass their fundraisers 
around if we didn’t have money to spare. We could 
write a letter to our friend working on the frontlines, 
or call a friend we know is quarantined alone. We 
could vote, we could protest, we could encourage our 
neighbors to research their ballots. 

Sometimes, finding meaning isn’t a big earth-shat-
tering moment where we know the purpose of life on 
Earth or how to change the world, but simply finding 
your inner baker and making one small change at a 
time.
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Universal Sizing: Body image 
in a pandemic

In 2020, social and political tensions have created 
an environment that makes it challenging to maintain 
a positive mental state. During quarantine, many have 
felt the stress of the global pandemic, politics, and 
their own day to day lives, and have used comfort 
food as a coping mechanism. This has not only led to 
weight gain but has also led to a rise in body image 
issues. Being someone who has always struggled with 
body positivity, this pandemic has only contributed to 
a worse state of mind when it comes to body image. 

During the shutdown, because some of my fami-
ly was off of work, we found ourselves squirming for 
some entertainment. This led to quick little trips to 
the fast-food restaurants near our house for lunch or 
dinner. As you can imagine, eating fast food a couple 
of times a week and eating snacks when we are bored 
led to weight gain or feeling bad about ourselves. 

After talking to friends and classmates after the 
shutdown, we found this pattern to be a common 
theme among many. 

During quarantine and now, after entering a second 
partial shutdown, I tell myself I’m going to eat better, 
exercise more, and buy new clothes in an attempt 
to feel better about myself and my body. But after a 
recent shopping trip, I found it really hard to buy new 
clothes. 

When shopping at the mall, due to COVID-19 pre-
cautions, many dressing rooms are closed to shoppers. 
That should be okay because you can just go into 
different stores and grab your size in the jeans or top 

you are looking at, right? Wrong. 

This is not only a problem for those shopping in 
person, but also online. We are in the middle of a 
worldwide pandemic. For many, online shopping is the 
only option available to them right now to purchase 
clothes that they need. When you can’t be sure about 
your size due to such a wide variety of sizing between 
stores, it is another added stress. 

Most men, as long as they know their measure-
ments, can go in a store and pick up a 32-32, or a 
34-36, or whatever size they are. They don’t have the 
problem of going into a store, grabbing their singled 
numbered size and it not fitting. The majority of the 
time they can grab their size and go on their merry way 
no matter what store they are shopping in. 

The difference in sizes from store to store makes it 
difficult for shoppers to find what they need without 
fear of having to return it. For someone like me, who 
struggles to find clothes that I feel good in, this is very 
hard on me mentally because I’m one size in one store 
and then in another store, I have to go up two sizes. In 
2020, you would think we would have a more universal 
sizing system to save shoppers the hassle of finding 
something that not only fits, but they can feel good in.  

On my recent shopping trip, I went to four different 
stores and bought a pair of jeans from each, all in the 
same size. I had an idea going in that there was no 
way all of the jeans would fit or feel the same. I bought 
jeans from Forever 21, American Eagle, Hollister, and 
Old Navy.

By Breegan Petruska
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Normally, I buy my clothes from Old Navy. The 
jeans at Old Navy fit my body well and make me feel 
good. They fit in a way that most jeans from other 
stores don’t. I’ve gotten so comfortable shopping 
there, so up until now, I haven’t looked elsewhere for 
clothes in fear that something is going to go wrong. 

I remember shopping with my mom and sister 
when I was around 12 years old. There was a shirt that 
I fell in love with on the hanger and then cried over 
when it didn’t fit 
my body in the 
same way that 
it fit my sister. 
Ever since then, 
I’ve dreaded 
clothes shopping, 
because I’m so 
scared of that 
feeling of being 
fat or ugly. Stand-
ing in a dressing 
room, surrounded 
by mirrors, look-
ing at yourself 
in such a judge-
mental, harsh way 
is horrible. It is 
such a dark, men-
tal moment when 
all you can see 
are all the things 
you hate about 
your body. 

After this 
shopping trip and trying 
on these new jeans, I’m glad I was able to try them on 
at home and not in some dressing room at the store. 
Every pair I bought, fit differently from the others. If I 
would have tried them on in the store, I would have 
left upset. 

The Forever 21 jeans were too long, too big, and 
had too much material in the crotch of the pants. The 
Hollister jeans, just like everything else they sell in 
Hollister, runs one or two sizes too small. The Ameri-
can Eagle jeans, surprisingly, fit well but had so many 
holes in them that they weren’t comfortable enough 
to stay in. Laying the jeans out side by side, you can 
see how different they are, even though they have the 
same number size on the label. 

A vast amount of 
our population 
has struggled 
with body image 
for centuries. 
This is due to 
societal influ-
ence, biological 
problems, and 
now we are 
seeing more of 
this due to the 
nature of our on-
going pandemic. 
Staying indoors, 
being stagnant, 
and turning to 
comfort foods 
to cope with 
the state of our 
nation has been 
a big contri-
bution to this 
issue. With these 
circumstances 
in mind, as a 
society, we need 

a more universal sizing guide now more than ever. 

By Breegan Petruska

 Photo by Breegan Petruska
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Act Like A Bird: 
A survival guide for 

COVID-19
By Sharon Becker

College Students may actually be more successful 
if and when they mimic the behavior of birds. One of 
the most stressful times in your entire life may be your 
college years but acting like a bird may help you expe-
rience less stress.

Most college students are not going through just 
one struggle at a time. Many college students feel 
bombarded with several challenges all at once or an 
ongoing, continuous series of stressors right after 
another. 

Depending on the extent or height of their current 
stress level, or the extent of the problem or situation, 
it may be difficult to understand the right choice to 
make when it comes to handling the amount of stress.  
Although birds may not experience the same stress as 
college students, birds, specifically migrating-birds, set 
great examples for college students.

Eight Lessons, Tips, and Advice from Migrating 
Birds:

1. Teamwork.  Flying together in a V-formation, 
birds use less energy, are more efficient, do less work, 
and cover more distance in less time. 

We can do much more work, better work, and use 
less energy if we use teamwork to accomplish a task. 
Although we are social distancing, remember to work 
together on tasks or problems whenever possible.

2. Flock Together. Birds help each other not only 
to help their own species survive but scientists have 
found that birds also help other birds of different 

species. Birds move, live, and work together. There are 
times when we may have to do some work alone but 
we can still have a cooperative spirit.

During stressful times, knowing you are a part of a 
team and having the support of a group or family will 
make even your solo work feel better. Although you 
feel isolated and may not be able to work alongside 
others as you want, understand that you are not alone 
and there are people that will be there and that are 
there if you want support.

3. Steady Leadership. When flying in a V-forma-
tion, birds have one leader at the tip of the V. The birds 
get a boost from drafting off the bird that is in front of 
them. Most of the other birds will get an advantage by 
not being the lead bird. The lead bird will not have any 
advantage and be doing more work than another bird.

It is ok to follow someone’s lead. You may even 
gain an advantage because you choose to follow the 
bird at the tip of your V. The coronavirus probably 
caused a change, a problem, or a challenge in some 
area of your life. Whether it be a difficulty with your 
school, classes, work, finances, relationship, or your 
health, seek wise counsel from a leader or expert in 
that particular field. Respect and listen to your wise 
leaders- teachers, doctors, and even some friends.

4. Share the Lead. The lead bird does not stay at 
that top spot for very long. The birds switch to the next 
bird in the formation or rotation. Birds may switch this 
lead spot hundreds of times in a six-hour flight.

Know yourself - identify your strengths and weak-
nesses. Don’t expect someone else to do the work 
all of the time. Do you do your share of the work as 
a leader when it is your turn to lead? It is ok to need 
help. All of us needed help at least once during this 
pandemic. For some, it may have been emotional to 
the extent of seeking help for depression. For others, it 
may have been physical or financial. Getting the med-
ical treatment needed or some free grocery items that 
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are offered you can be literally a lifesaver. If and when 
you are stronger and you are at a better place in your 
life, return the kindness and use your gift to help take 
the lead for someone in need.

5. Share Support. When one Canadian goose falls 
out of the V formation because they are wounded or 
sick, two other geese follow the unhealthy bird to the 
ground. These two healthy birds will stay with the in-
jured bird until it gets better or dies. They will then fly 
back to the original flock or find a new flock. 

Use your strengths to overcome your weaknesses. 
Together, support, protect, and care for your friends. 
We all have individual and unique gifts. When we 
understand what our strengths and weaknesses are, it 
allows us to better help those around us. You may not 
need help today but chances are there will be a day 
when you will. Let’s surround each other with mutual 
kindness and support so that no one who needs help 
will be left on their own.

6. Be Resilient. Birds will forage and fish for their 
own food, fly in a flock, help an injured bird, be the 
leader, be the follower, live in the North, and/or live 
in the South. Some birds even hop rather than fly to 
get where they need to go. Birds are resilient. Birds 
prepare for winter by eating enough all summer to be 
ready for the flight. Birds have a sense of their purpose 
and what they value so they can focus on their tasks- 
prepare-and-fly rather than stay-and-die.

Understand your purpose, your motivation, and 
your intent. What is your overall goal? Be resilient and 
carry on after each and every change and season. Do 
not settle for the safety of “good weather” but be 
ready and willing to “fly” toward your target. Don’t 
expect and/or desire that everything will be back to 
the pre-pandemic way-of-life. Whether it is “North 
or South,” “Leader or Follower,” understand that it’s 
okay to be “where you are” now and “doing what you 
are doing” now. Being resilient means we continue to 
learn, grow, and thrive in each different, new environ-

ment.

7. Get Comfortable Being Uncomfortable. Birds 
will face threats on their long migrating journeys. They 
will face harsh predators, weather, dehydration, or 
starvation but still continue to fly until they reach the 
destination. Birds face adversity with determination to 
remain steadfast. Birds instinctively value their migra-
tion and their survival.

Keep your eye on the prize. Focus on your end 
goal. Identifying and remembering your core values 
during adversity will allow you to persevere through 
the journey. It is very stressful when we start counting 
the days since the first coronavirus deaths were an-
nounced in Michigan. We may become extremely anx-
ious and fearful when we wonder if anything in 2021 
will be any better. Focus on what is really important to 
you. What do you value most? Try to think of “the big 
picture.” Think of the person you will be in five, 10, or 
even 20 years from now. How do you think 2020 will 
look when it fits in as just one part of your entire life? 
Your strong core values will remain.

8. Have Faith. Every year birds migrate South be-
cause they run out of food. The birds face a crisis every 
single year. The birds don’t spend all summer hoarding 
food. The birds spend their summers as if a crisis is 
not imminent. The birds have faith that everything will 
work out as it should and as it has time and time again.

Do your best at each task and each day. Have faith 
that choosing the right thing over and over will lead 
you safely to your destination. This too shall pass. The 
COVID-19 pandemic will either continue, work itself 
out, or be eradicated. Focus on the things in your life 
that you can actually control. Let go of the things in 
your life that you have no control over, building faith 
as we work together and support each other in our in-
dividual work. Keeping the faith as we stay true to our 
own values, to our flock, and to an honorable purpose. 
Having faith that we will reach the end of this pandem-
ic successfully.
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Staying On Track
By Paige Bodine

We competed during a global pandemic. I was 
a bundle of emotions. Excited, nervous, and 

mostly thrilled that I could have my last chance to run 
on a team. My name is Paige, and I am a sophomore 
at Grand Rapids Community College. I have been 
running cross country 
competitively ever since 
7th grade.

 My love of running 
started at a very young 
age. My dad, a Penn 
State cross country and 
track athlete had always 
been training other 
athletes and was consis-
tently working out and 
competing in marathons, 
ironmans, and triathlons 
ever since I was born. As 
I started to run in middle 
school and high school, I 
realized that I was not especially amazing at running. 
What was important to me though was that I enjoyed 
the sport and seeing how hard I could push myself. Or 
at least that was what I kept on reminding myself. 

In high school, I was on the same team as my 
sister. Starting my junior year, she was a freshman on 
the team. She was an outstanding runner and quickly 
became one of the top runners on the team and in the 
state. I was happy for her and her accomplishments, 
but it was a challenge to not compare myself to her, 
especially when others would compare us. I’ve had 

people ask me how it felt that my younger sister could 
beat me in a race.  People have even called me “Bo-
dine 1.0.” These comments hurt. I tried to block them 
out of my head. Flashforward a couple of years, and I 
decided to run collegiately for GRCC. I was excited to 

be on a smaller team and 
have a new start. Fresh-
man year brought new 
friendships and a chance 
to compete at the nation-
al level. It was an unreal 
opportunity. 

Flashback to the era 
of the coronavirus. In 
March, the cross country 
team was meeting three 
times a week to go on 
runs together. Every day 
we would finish up in the 
weight room where the 

news was always playing 
on the TVs. One day, all of them changed to breaking 
news about minimal cases of COVID-19 in California. 
California felt so distant and far away from Grand Rap-
ids. It felt as though it wasn’t even real. Sure enough, 
a couple of days later, the first COVID-19 case was 
identified in Michigan. Suddenly, I was hit with anxiety. 
I had been going to class, riding the city bus as my 
primary mode of transportation, running and hanging 
out with friends, and I worked at a nursing home with 
people who were extremely high risk. There were so 
many unknowns, and I was terrified of making people 
sick.

Courtesy Photo
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 Even though we could not practice as a team, we 
still occasionally zoomed. We had individual training 
plans to prepare us if we ended up having a season. 
Months passed and before I knew it, it was summer. 
Suddenly my phone buzzed. The National Junior 
College Athletic Association had decided that all fall 
sports would be moved to the spring except for cross 
country. I couldn’t believe my eyes. It felt like every-
thing was canceled but somehow we would still have a 
season. On the first day of practice, we sat outside and 
were seriously lectured about how careful we needed 
to be as 
we started 
to practice 
with the 
GRCC 
logo on 
our shirts. 

As 
practices 
began we 
had to get 
our tem-
peratures 
checked 
and 
answer 
questions to affirm that we did not have COVID-19. A 
picture of us social distancing and answering the ques-
tions was posted on GRCC’s Facebook. Immediately 
people started commenting about how wrong it was 
that we were practicing and how GRCC was putting 
us in danger. What they didn’t know was that we had 
all chosen to be there, not forced. Going to practice 
every day was the normalcy and friendship that I, and 
every other girl on the team, needed. 

As the weeks went on, we began to make history. I 
had the honor of running on the varsity squad for the 
state championship where we won and qualified for 
nationals. Unfortunately, I did not have a good race. 

It was one of those instances that was so sad for me 
because I had been training so hard, but I was getting 
way too anxious during races which led to poor perfor-
mances. I had always had low self-esteem about myself 
and my running ability. My coach made the executive 
decision to switch me and the alternate for who would 
be the seventh runner at nationals. Although I was sad, 
I decided that I needed to find the positives and be 
the best teammate. I was truly blessed to have such an 
amazing team and the opportunity to have a season 
and even be considered to be the seventh runner on a 

nationally ranked 
team. 

The girls 
on the team 
were and still 
are some of my 
closest friends. 
We ended up 
getting fourth 
place at nation-
als which is the 
highest place 
that our team 
has ever gotten 
in Raider history. 
I was super 

proud of my teammates. We had gone through the 
most uncertain, unreal season and with hard work and 
determination, we were able to make the most out of 
the craziness. In fact, in life things will not go according 
to plan. I have been reminded of this time and again. 
Through these disappointing, sad, and uncertain times 
having the right mindset and being motivated to 
make the most of the moment will lead to adventures, 
friendships, and even new hobbies that you never 
would have expected. So lace up those shoes, or roller 
skates and explore the great outdoors or start a novel 
or bake your grandma cookies and make today a day 
for the books. 

Courtesy Photo
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TikTok Trends
of  2020

By Sydney Hudson

TikTok is an entertainment app that has blown up 
over the past couple of years. It started when a compa-
ny bought out Musical.ly (the previous name of TikTok) 
and transformed the app into what it is now. There are 
endless possibilities when it comes to creation on this 
app. Creators are able to make up to 60-second videos 
that range from comedy to dancing, and even cooking.

TikTok has taken over 2020 during the pandemic. 
Many people have found the app through boredom 
while those already on the app used it as a way to 
cope with the world around them. This is a dive into 
the most popular trends of 2020.

January

The biggest trend that occurred in January was 
the hand gesture filter. In this filter, there were three 
picture places and all of them had a specific hand 
gesture to be registered before taking the picture. For 
example, one would be a peace sign and the creator 
would have to hold a peace sign up to the camera in 
order for it to take a picture. Creators had fun with this 
challenge and began trying to make funny scenes with-
in the three pictures at the top of the screen.

Hand Gesture Compilation 

The most popular dance trend during January was 
the dance called Number One Baby that goes along 
with the song “Relationship” by Young Thug and 
Future. In this TikTok, creators would do popular dance 
moves using their arms that go along with the lyrics 
of the song, ending with a move that looks as though 
they’re cradling a baby. 

The part you know: “had to take the time to cut 
‘em off, I need help. I know how to make the girl go 
crazy when you treat her like your number one baby.”

Number One Baby Dance Compilation  

February

The most widespread sound on TikTok during Feb-
ruary was taken from one of Nicki Minaj’s livestreams. 
The famous quote “um chile, anyways so” blew up 
over the platform very quickly. Many creators used 
it for comedy purposes to change the subject when 
someone said something shocking. TikTok users began 
this trend in February, however, it’s still being used on 
the app right now.

Livestream Footage 

If you are around any teenagers and ask them to do 
the “savage” dance, they’re most likely to know what 
you’re talking about. This dance originated from the 
song “Savage” by Megan Thee Stallion and includes 
popular dance moves that go along with the beat of 
the song. Many TikTok users know of the dance and 
many would be able to perform it from muscle memo-
ry if asked to. This dance became so popular that the 
artist, Megan Thee Stallion, created the lyric video for 
the song with an animation doing the dance with the 
lyrics behind her.

The part you know: “I’m a savage, classy, boujee, 
ratchet. Sassy, moody, nasty. Actin stupid, what’s hap-
penin, what’s happenin? I’m a savage.”

Savage Dance Compilation 

March

Whipped coffee became one of the most popular 
ways to make coffee. March is when COVID-19 hit the 
United States hard, leaving many to find new ways to 
entertain themselves. Whipped coffee was the first ma-
jor trend of the pandemic because everyone was stuck 
at home due to quarantine. No one could leave to 
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get their coffee so they got creative with making it at 
home. Essentially, the cream and ice would be put into 
the glass first with the whipped coffee added on top.

Whipped Coffee Recipe Video 

By this point in the year, there had been multiple 
new dances created to various songs. March’s most 
popular was a dance to the song “Supalonely” by 
BENEE. TikTok dances usually consist of body move-
ments that go along with the lyrics and/or beat of 
the song and this dance is no different. However, this 
dance does have more body movements than the pre-
vious dance trends, including body 
rolls and twists. 

The part you know: “I know I 
f***ed up, I’m just a loser. Shouldn’t 
be with ya, guess I’m a quitter. 
While you’re out there drinkin’, 
I’m just here thinkin’ bout where I 
should’ve been. I’ve been lonely.”

Supalonely Dance Compilation 

April

Remember when the only thing 
people talked about was Tiger 
King? Well, this trend started in April on TikTok. “Tiger 
King” is a Netflix documentary that dives into the real-
ity of big cat shelters and owners. We will never know 
if this show deserved the hype it got or if it was simply 
because everyone was stuck at home with nothing to 
watch.

Tiger King even took over the dance realm on the 
app during this month. The most popular dance trend 
during this time was still savage, however, now it was 
being done to a remix of the song with lyrics relating 
to the show. The dance moves and beat were the 
same, but the lyrics were Tiker King related and many 
creators even dressed like people from the documen-
tary.

The part you know: “Carole Baskin killed her hus-
band, whacked him. Can’t convince me that it didn’t 
happen. Fed him to tigers, they snackin.’ What’s hap-
penin’? Carole Baskin.”

Tiger King Remix 

May

The most popular trend during May was a come-
dy trend that used a certain filter and song. Creators 
would put a video of them dancing and moving 
across the screen with a filter that creates a purple hue 

around their body. They would then 
title the video with something like 
“___ leaving my body after ___”  and 
would be playing the True Jackson VP 
theme song in the background. For 
example, the picture says “the slow-
ness leaving my body after coach tells 
me to ‘just run faster’”

Leaving My Body Trend Compila-
tion 

Creators needed a partner for the 
dance trend of this month. The dance 
went along with the song “Cars That 

Go Boom” by L’Trimm and included 
whole-body motions. While the dance wasn’t deemed 
particularly hard, it did include more motion than the 
typical TikTok dance.

The part you know: “But then he turned the little 
button and the car went boom. We like the cars, the 
cars that go boom. We’re Tigra and Bunny and we like 
the boom.”

Cars that Go Boom Compilation 

June

Creators on the app got clever when the “Don’t 
leave me/take me with you” wordplay trend went 
around. In these videos, someone would be in front of
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of the camera pointing to certain objects and asking 
the person behind the camera what they are. They 
would then combine the words to make a recognizable 
word and run to the next object. While running, the 
person behind the camera would be yelling “Don’t 
leave, don’t leave, take me with you!”

Example: “This is a stick, put it on her lips?” “It’s a 
lipstick”

Don’t Leave Me Challenge 

“Poker Face” by Lady Gaga made a comeback in 
June with a slowed down version used for a dance. 
The main move in this dance was an isolated body roll. 
Dancers would move one part of their body at a time 
to create a choppy looking body roll. This trend was 
helpful for a lot of beginner dancers learning how to 
do a body roll successfully.

Poker Face Dance Compilation 

July

The trend this month was one set to the song “Mr. 
Blue Sky” by Electric Light Orchestra. Creators would 
take slow motion videos of them running through the 
frame reenacting their unfortunate events. Each char-
acter that played a role in the event would have a dif-
ferent reaction to the scenario, which is what brought 
the humor to the trend. 

Mr. Blue Sky Trend  

No surprise that the dance that goes along with the 
song “Kolors” by Monte Booker is just arm motions. 
Just like any other TikTok dance, this one had popular 
arm motions that went along with the beat of the song. 
This dance was popular due to the upbeat tempo of 
the song, resulting in a more upbeat dance as well.

The part you know: “She straight from California, 
freaky as she wanna be. Tell me she likes boys and 
girls, oh well, that’s okay with me.”

Kolors Dance Compilation 

August

Those obsessed with TikTok may not know the cre-
ator Duke Depp by his name, but mention Willy Wonka 
and they’ll know exactly who you’re talking about. He 
became popular on almost all sides of TikTok after 
one of his videos went viral. This creator found fame 
because of his uncanny resemblance to Willy Wonka. 
Depp was able to collaborate with many popular cre-
ators, but not as himself. Of course, when he revealed 
who he really was he gained popularity as himself as 
well, but his cosplay as Willy Wonka will follow him 
forever.

Willy Wonka TikTok Compilation 

The popular dance trend in August was created 
to the song “Hatchback” by Cochise. This dance was 
upbeat and hyper, mainly going along with the lyrics of 
the song but also the beat as well. Many creators were 
able to show their goofy and energetic sides with this 
dance. 

The part you know: “That boy sus. Get the pump, 
that’s a must. I don’t trust. Oh cool, okay, oh cool. In 
Tokyo, I’m with my ghouls.”

Hatchback Dance Compilation 

September

There were no major trends that didn’t include a 
dance or make a song popular this month. However, 
there is one song that had multiple video trends go 
along with it. The song “Heather” by Conan Gray has a 
couple of trends that creators took part in during Sep-
tember. One was based on the story of the song, with 
people showing their Heathers or how their parents 
were Heathers. The other was more humorous, people 
would try to mimic watching someone walk by and af-
terwards walk in the path their eyes went in. Many peo-
ple realized their eye movement was not as smooth as 
they thought through this trend.

The part you know: “I watched your eyes as she 
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walked by. What a sight for sore eyes.” 

Walks By Trend Compilation 

“WAP” by Cardi B hit the world by storm but Tik-
Tok didn’t have a dance trend for it until around Sep-
tember. If someone says they don’t know the dance, 
they’d be lying. This dance was the equivalent of Ren-
egade in popularity. It consisted of more twerking than 
previous dances, but that’s expected with the song.

The part you know: “From the top, make it drop. 
That’s some WAP. Get a bucket and a mop, that’s some 
WAP.”

WAP Dance Compilation 

October

Of course, Halloween is going to be a big trend in 
the month of October, everyone wanting to show off 
their costumes or critiquing overpopulated costumes. 
There was another trend within costumes this year 
though. That being a popular game called Among Us. 
This game originally came out in 2018, but found its 
way to live streamers on TikTok and became extremely 
popular. The characters in the game are on a space-
ship and you’re able to create your character’s outfit by 
adding hats and your favorite color. There were many 
different versions of costumes, some being actual as-
tronaut suits, others being just mono-color outfits.

Halloween TikTok Compilation 

The ‘it’ dance for October was to the song “What 
You Know Bout Love” by Pop Smoke. It was slower 
and consisted mainly of arm motions that correlate 
with the lyrics. Many creators had fun with this trend 
because the beat near the end picks up, so they’re 
able to include the popular dolphin dance move.

The part you know: “She said ‘What you know bout 
love?’ I got what you need. Walk up in the store and 
get what you want. You get what you please.”

What You Know Bout Love Dance Compilation 

November

The major trend this month was a sound that said 
“I feel like I’m dead… I’m alive, but I’m dead.” People 
would play dead then wake up to say “I’m alive” and 
then go back to playing dead. Some creators would 
put titles on their videos describing a certain situation, 
while others would just lip sync to the words. The trend 
became so humorous that people didn’t need to put 
titles on their videos to make it funny anymore. It’s 
become almost a habit to play dead with those in the 
video when you’re watching.

I Feel Like I’m Dead Compilation 

“Winter Wonderland” by Snoop Dogg and Anna 
Kendrick made an early appearance in November. 
Many people are excited for Christmas and decided to 
create a dance to this mix up. This dance includes full 
body motions and is typically done with two dancers. 
It’s also popular to dance in Christmas pajamas or 
onesies.

The part you know: “Walkin in a winter wonderland. 
Here comes Santa Claus, here comes Santa Claus. 
Right down Santa Claus Lane. Vixen, Blitzen, and all his 
reindeer pulling on the reigns.”

Here Comes Santa Claus Dance Compilation 

TikTok has created a community for many people 
throughout the pandemic, and because of that, there 
are many references made to TikTok trends in a lot of 
conversations. Because there are many different sides 
of the app, there are bound to be some videos you like 
or can relate to. Hopefully TikTok will continue to bring 
laughs and creativity into the new year regardless of 
the world’s situation. 




