
THE COLLEGIATE
WINTER 2021



2 | The Collegiate

Table Of Contents
4     Four Year Plan: How Things Have       
        Changed 

         By Breegan Petruska

6     COVID-19: A Year Without My Grandpa

    By Jennifer Morrison

7     Finding Happiness At A Community             
        College                  

    By Madison Rose

8     The Pandemic From An Inrovert’s         
        Perspective

    By Chloe Ranger-Raimundi

10   Behind Brown Eyes: My Journey of     
        Self-Evolution

    By Jamie Miller

12   If It Wasn’t For Video Game I Never       
        Would Have Met You

    By Kayla Reed

14   Pandemic Progress: How Quarantine  
        Contributed To Personal Growth 

         By Kennedy Mapes

18    It Took A Pandemic To Explore                     
        My City & How The Injustice Toward     
        George Floyd Changed My City

         By  Sam Tucker

22    A Letter to My Mom

          By Angelina Jahn

24    Is This Goodbye?

    By Paige Bodine

26    Started As Student Employees, Finished   
        As Professionals 

    By Sherry Sokolowski

29    Without Sports, Who Am I?

    By Kaia Zimmerman

32    Life As A Zebra

    By Matthew Denhartigh

34    It’s Time For Men To Start Talking 

        About Mental Health

    By Connor Lannen

36    Mia is M.I.A

    By Rachel Beecher

38    I Can Hear The Bells

          By Annah Johnson

42    The Most Influential Year, So Far

    By Sean Chase



It would be difficult to address the winter 2021 semester without 
addressing the plethora of hardships faced by us all. No matter your 
age, education, occupation, or creed, we are all still in this pandemic 
together. We have all been crying together, facing burnout together, 
and hopefully finding time to heal together. The end is finally in sight. 

With spring upon us and watching the season change, leads 
many of us to ponder the balance between letting something go 
and watching something grow. Every winter we watch the trees shift 
in color, as plants die and the sky is stained grey. But, every spring, 
we look with wonder at the clouds breaking to blue skies, green 
buds flood the landscapes and hear birdsong multiply. Through the 
pandemic, we watched the world let go of so much, and now we are 
beginning to see a rebirth.

Jennifer Morrison talks us through her goodbye to her 
grandfather. Although the pain of his passing is so very great, 
Jennifer shows us a small glimpse of how he taught everyone 
around him the importance of love. Kennedy Mapes offers a take 
on the lockdown as an opportunity to fall in love with yourself. Sam 
Tucker shows us his own love story as he brings us along on a visual 
journey through the city of Grand Rapids, sharing his experience of 
connecting with the city during the pandemic.

Many stories within this issue detail the pain of loss, in all of its 
various forms, throughout the human experience. Loss of time with 
a loved one. Loss of a major life event. Loss of control. This can feel 
very heavy, especially when we have collectively been through so 
much over the past year. But, I encourage you to tie yourself to the 
common thread between these stories. Through loss, we often find 
love if we give it the opportunity to grow
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From the first days we enter preschool, all 
throughout our K-12 years, and into college, 
we are asked repeatedly, “What are your 

plans? What do you want to be when you grow up?” 

For me, like any other young 
kid, I had big dreams like being 
a singer or an actress. As I grew, 
my next dream usually came from 
whatever TV show I was watching 
at the time. I wanted to become 
a cosmetologist, a detective like 
Olivia Benson, or a paramedic 
like the ones on “Chicago Fire.” 

It wasn’t until early high 
school that I found my niche in 
photography. I purchased my 
first camera, a little Fujifilm, 
and spent lots of time taking 
blurry, underexposed photos at 
volleyball games. In my junior 
year of high school, I started 
taking classes at the Kent Career 
Tech Center studying graphic 
design and photography. I started taking photos 
everywhere - at events, of my friends, at basketball 
games, and for my high school yearbook. 

Being the planner I am, I knew graduating high 
school what I wanted to do with the next four years 
going into college.

I enrolled at Grand Rapids Community 

College to get my basic, general education credits. 
After two years at GRCC, I’d transfer to Grand Valley 
State University. After my first year of college, I was 
going to move out, and then continue to live near 

whatever university I was attending. 
After all of that was said and done, 
I would graduate with some sort 
of broadcasting or public speaking 
degree and do photography and 
graphic design on the side. 

All of these plans looked like 
sunshine and roses - and then the 
pandemic hit.

I was fortunate enough to 
spend most of my freshman year 
of college in person. I got to eat 
lunch with friends at the Raider 
Grille and study in the little cubbies 
on the second floor of Raleigh J. 
Finkelstein Hall. My best friend, 
Holly, and I were making plans to 
move into an apartment together 
before school the next fall. At that 

moment, my plans were coming together seamlessly.

Then, life went from 100 to zero in a matter of 
days. Life went from making good money, working 
every free night I had, to not working at all. I was a 
full-time, in-person student interacting with friends 
and faculty on campus, and then all of a sudden I 
found myself stuck behind a computer screen, taking 
my classes alone. When we went into quarantine, I 

Four Year Plan: 
How Things Have Changed

By Breegan Petruska
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felt so lost not knowing what was going to be next for 
me. 

The first few weeks of quarantine weren’t so bad. 
At the time, I was living at home with my family. The 
only time we left the house was to go on little adven-
tures to get drive-thru food for dinner or go to the 
grocery store. At night, my neighbor and I would walk 
the track, watching the sunset while talking about 
how school was going or if we were talking to anyone 
new online. We were looking forward to life going 
back to normal, but unlike we imagined, it didn’t.

As our case numbers kept rising and quarantine 
was extended, it became more and more difficult 
to navigate the waters of life at that time. A lot of 
questions came to mind. When is this all going to 
end? Will I have a way to make money to afford 

school in the fall? When will Holly and I move out of 
our parents’ houses?

When you plan and plan and constantly look 
forward towards your future just to have that all come 
to halt is terrifying, so I had to let those plans go. 
Instead of letting the anxiety get to me, I chose to go 
with the flow. 

The stay-at-home order was finally lifted, and what 
happened next was super unexpected. The wonderful 
lady who took my senior photos, Deb Kalsbeek, knew 
I had an interest in photography. She reached out to 
me and asked me to assist on a few weddings she 
had coming up. 

When dreaming of my four-year plan, I never took 

into account 
what incredible 
opportunities 
could come up 
along the way, 
but of course, I 
said yes. 

Although 
COVID-19 has 
brought on so 
many hurdles, 
I’ve still worked 
so hard to 
get where I’m 
going. I moved 
out, kept 
taking classes 
at GRCC, but 
COVID-19 and 
its strain has not slowed down. 

When restaurants briefly closed again, my mental 
health dwindled. Not being able to make money, 
pulling from my savings to pay bills, and not knowing 
what is going to happen next is the most uneasy 
feeling. Being the extroverted person I am, sitting at 
home doing nothing but online school and worrying 
about the future was really hard for me. Life still feels 
like this constant circle that doesn’t go where I want 
it to.

As hard as it is, I’ve learned that it is okay to not 
plan out everything. It’s okay to take a step back 
and reevaluate. Life is unpredictable. We can’t do 
everything we want. Sometimes we have to pick and 
choose, taking one step at a time, instead of diving 
headfirst into our future. Since I graduated, all I’ve 
wanted to do is run to the next thing in life - to follow 
my plans. But I will wait. I will wait for this pandemic 
to run its course. I will wait for the next opportunity 
to come, and I will be ready when it’s time to start 
running toward my future again.                                                                                  

“Life is 
unpredictable.”

Photo by D
eb Kalsbeek
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A lot can happen in a year. That’s what this year has 
taught me. 

I had no idea that when I was gathered around 
the Christmas tree with my family 
in 2019, that it would be my last 
chance to see them in person for 
more than a year.

I had no idea that Christmas day 
of 2019 in my grandpa’s living room 
would be my last chance to ever 
see his smiling face, give him a hug, 
or tell him I love him. 

I had no idea that my life would 
completely change, my perspective 
would shift, and everything I once 
took for granted, I’d be eager to 
have once more. 

When I think back a year ago, 
when COVID-19 started to rise 
in the United States, I did not 
understand the severity of it. I did 
not comprehend that it would affect 
my life in very real ways. I did not realize that it would 
rob me of so much. It was roughly a year ago when 
COVID-19 started to rise, my grandpa fell ill. He had 
H1N1, more commonly known as Swine Flu. It rapidly 
got worse, turning into pneumonia. The doctors put 
him in a coma, he was under for so long that his brain 
was damaged beyond repair. 

I begged to come home to see him since he 

first started becoming ill. Unfortunately, due to 
the pandemic, I wasn’t able to. Hospitals stopped 
allowing visitors and I couldn’t risk catching the virus 
traveling and seeing my grandpa who was elderly and 
high-risk. So instead, I received daily updates from 
nearly 1,500 miles away and I tried to talk to him on 
the phone, though he was never well enough.

Before I knew it, he was gone. So much had 
changed yet at the same time nothing at all. 
Experiencing the death of a loved one from far away 
is a pain like no other. I had lost one of the most 

important and influential people 
in my life, yet my life had almost 
remained unchanged. I had to try 
my best to heal and come to terms 
with never saying goodbye or never 
being able to talk to him again. 
Now, I had to process it alone, in a 
global shutdown, more than 1,000 
miles from all of my loved ones. 

It’s been almost a year. 

A year without my grandpa. 

Though what saddens me the 
most is;

I still haven’t been back home, 
so I still don’t even know what 
being at home without him is like. 
Will I have to process and mourn 
all over again? It has been a whole 
year without his life. 

And, a year later, we still haven’t been able to 
gather as a family to mourn his death and celebrate his 
life. He was a people person, he loved family, and he 
loved when all his loved ones were gathered around. 
I can’t wait to give him the celebration he deserved 
when all of this subsides. 

COVID-19: A Year 
Without My Grandpa
By Jennifer Morrison
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Although they would never admit to it, my 
former high school places an immense 
amount of pressure on its students 

to attend elite and impressive universities. The 
University of Michigan is the standard, with Michigan 
State right below, and a few ivies and out-of-state 
schools are sprinkled throughout. From ninth grade 
on, students are challenged both academically and 
personally. We are pushed to be kind, accepting, 
smart, well-rounded, hard-working, but most 
importantly, successful and accomplished. Therefore, 
when it comes to our college discussions in our junior 
and senior year English classes, community college is 
barely even mentioned to the Advanced Placement 
students.

Although I knew I could be accepted to and 
attend a four-year university like the rest of my 
classmates, I also knew I couldn’t afford it. I 
did not have a college fund and would not be 
receiving financial aid from my parents nor from the 
government, and unfortunately, my after-school job 
at McDonald’s would not be able to pay the $30,000 
I would owe for tuition. That means I could either 
attend Grand Rapids Community College or I could 
take out $30,000 in loans at age 18. 

Financially, GRCC was the smartest option, 
however, I worried about the stigma surrounding it. 
The idea of telling my classmates that I was attending 
community college while they headed off to the 
University of Michigan and New York University was 
frankly humiliating. I stressed about being viewed 
as stupid or lazy. I dreaded the condescending 

“Oh! That’s really smart actually. It will save money.” 
However, I simultaneously feared the crippling debt 
even more. So, swallowing my shame, I enrolled at 
GRCC for the 2020-2021 school year masking my 
choice under the excuse that “I was not going to pay 
thousands of dollars for online school.”

I could not be more grateful for my decision. 
Although online, all of my classes have been 
enriching, fulfilling, and challenging. Through 
every semester, I have been supported, guided, 
and pushed to my fullest potential. My professors 
are quick to answer questions, are understanding 
through tough times, and will take the time to make 
sure I understand the material. I have truly loved 
every class I have taken here and every professor I 
have had. I don’t feel as if I received any less of an 
education than my former classmates just because 
I am attending a community college. I have learned 
the same material as them with just as wonderful 
of professors at a fraction of the cost. My three 
semesters at GRCC have cost less than a quarter 
would have cost me at the university I was planning 
to attend. 

While it took away my planned and typical 
“college experience,” COVID-19 granted me the 
excuse to explore the unconventional college path 
for my high school– something that I will be eternally 
grateful for. By demoting community college to 
an afterthought when discussing post-graduation 
options, high schools are doing a disservice to their 
students. Although not as prestigious or impressive 
as an elite four-year university, that does not make 
community college inferior. Community colleges 
offer the same educational opportunities while also 
providing the exclusive opportunity of side stepping 
financial ruin. Community college students are not 
stupid or lazy. They often will end up at the same 
universities as their former classmates, only two years 
later and not with $60,000 dollars worth of debt. 

Finding Happiness at a 
Community College
By Madison Rose
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By Chloe Ranger-Raimundi

The Pandemic From 
An Introvert’s Perspective

It was March 13, 2020, a seemingly random Friday 
afternoon. I recall sitting in my high school English 
Composition class when the announcements 

sounded: “Hello students and staff, all after-school 
activities will be canceled…” Then we were informed 
that we would be receiving an extra week for spring 
break. I remember being excited. 
I remember being relieved and 
thinking that the break would be 
a great time to relax, catch up 
on my shows, and get ahead of 
some school work.

I refreshed my mind by 
forgetting all immediate 
school deadlines. I filled my 
time with foreign dramas and 
crafts. Fashion design piqued 
my interest and I picked up 
redesigning jeans and jackets. 

Not more than two weeks later 
we received an announcement 
to the toon of: “Hello students, I 
hope you are enjoying your time 
off. Due to COVID-19, our school district 
will be shutting down through the end of 
April.” This was the gist of the alert we got following 
the first announcement that school would be stopped. 
I remember feeling tired. Following two weeks of 
isolation, I was feeling a run down.

I began to lose track of time. 

Another announcement. “Hello students. In 

accordance with regulations and in order to keep our 
community safe, we will be shutting down our school 
district for the remaining 2020 school year.” By this 
announcement, one month into quarantine, exhaustion 
set in.

At the end of the 2020 school year, I was planning 
on taking a grand trip to Asia 
to celebrate the end of my high 
school year. My mother, best 
friends, and myself were supposed 
to visit Korea, Japan, Vietnam, 
and China as a last hurrah before 
our college and professional lives 
began. Yet another reason I was 
feeling dejected: I was trying to 
cope with the fact that I would not 
get my time in Asia to explore and 
be free-spirited before I had to 
throw myself back into my studies 

and multiple jobs.

April turned into May. I 
completely lost all track of time. 
Mondays bled into Thursdays 

and days turned into uneventful nights. 
It was difficult to overcome the feeling of 

separation and repetitiveness.

Flash forward to June and I needed to start 
preparing myself to return to work. This proved to be a 
much more difficult task than I thought it would be.

I am an introvert. Many people assume that an 
introvert prefers to be alone, a person who values time 

Chloe and her mom
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by themselves over time with others. While there are 
some introverts who prefer time spent alone, typically 
the terms introvert and extrovert refer to how a person 
recharges their social battery.

I enjoy being social. I love going to parties and I 
love my job as a waitress, where I am around people all 
day. The defining quality of my introverted personality, 
however, is that I recuperate by myself. After a shift at 
work or a gathering, I go to my room and draw or read 
or rest. An extrovert would find the social gathering to 
be a source of energy. 

Quarantine was wonderful at first. I was recharging 
my social battery after a long three months of school. 
Eventually, the constant isolation became draining and 
overwhelming. Think about this: a device that has been 
kept on a charger its whole life

When you keep a device on the charger for its 
whole life, it becomes dependent on that charger. 
After a while, it will overheat. When you take it off the 
charger to use, the device’s battery will deplete faster 
than normal.

This is very similar to my experience throughout 
this pandemic.

After about three months of being in isolation at 
home, I began to “overheat.” I was worn out from 
doing nothing. My mind was moving miles a minute 
but my body couldn’t seem to keep up. I eventually 
just shut down. There were days when it was a struggle 
to get out of bed.

When the time came to leave the house and return 
to work, it seemed like my social battery would expire 
before I even left the house. I would be so nervous 
and anxious thinking about leaving the house that I 
expended all of my energy worrying about what to 
wear and what to say when people tried to talk to me. 
The imaginary conversations I held in my head became 
all of the social interaction I could handle. 

Unfortunately, I am still trying to build my tolerance 
back up today. At work, I have to take a break every 
few hours because the constant stream of people 
becomes overwhelming. I set aside a whole day for 
one grocery store trip. I have not been to a mall since 
the initial shutdown. It will take a while before I get 
myself back to the place I was pre-COVID-19. Luckily, 
I have supportive family and friends who understand 
and are patient with me. 

Many people might have thought that the 
shutdown was a blessing in disguise for introverts. It 
turned out to be the most draining and exhausting 
period of my life. 

“I completely lost 
all track of time.”

Chloe’s recharge station.
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Behind Brown Eyes: My Journey of 
Self-Evolution

By Jamie Miller

I graduated from high school back in 2017 
and as such, I remember when people used 
inflammatory terms such as “gay” and “retard” 

as common joke’s like saying “oh that paint job is 
gay” or “nice free throw retard.” As someone who 
has both learning difficulties and lands somewhere 
on the spectrum 
between pansexual 
and heterosexual 
looking back, this is very 
strange. 

It almost seems like 
I should remember 
everything being 
colored black and white 
with old-timey music 
playing, and yet… I 
remember it as bright 
and clear as today. 
People never thought anything of it, even I didn’t, it 
was just something people did, and I will sadly admit 
I used a few phrases that looking back were wrong. 
However, unlike some members of my family and circle 
of former friends, I don’t keep saying those phrases. 
Those days are gone… and they should be. Using 
those terms should go the way of minstrel shows and 
be left to the sands of time. 

Another thing that has changed for me in the past 
year is my view of myself. I have never admitted it, 
but I struggle a lot with my self “view.” From seeing 
myself as hideous and fated to die alone, to thinking 
myself doomed to Hell or whatever fate awaits wicked 
souls after death. I also struggled with hating my body 

to the point I refuse to 
take off my shirt even 
when swimming in 
Florida. Oddly enough, 
two things changed 
my views, one is my 
personal writing. 

As you likely don’t 
know, I am an aspiring 
comic book writer. Most 
of my protagonists 
are based on parts of 
my own personality, 

whether it is my outward goofy and hopeful nature, 
or my sometimes tortured angry innermost self. 
Writing these characters has given me an odd feeling 
somewhat resembling peace. In my comics, I can “do 
good.’’ I can help people, I can battle against the 
forces of darkness, often inspired by what I see in the 
real world. This takes my mind off of my romantic life 
as well. 

“I can actually look at myself 
in the mirror and not be 
perplexed by the person 

staring back.”
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The other major thing that has helped me with 
my self-confidence is of all things social media, more 
specifically Instagram. 

For every Nick Jonas or Kim Kardashian who, 
though not intending to, cause many people’s self-
esteem to crumble (including mine at times), there 
is a Chae Desara, or an Allison Kimmey, or an Elliot 
Page, who are comfortable in their own skin, and don’t 
adhere to what society deems normal or attractive.  
Another inspiration is Machine Gun Kelly. If he can 
have Megan Fox come 
to love him for who he is, 
maybe there’s hope for me 
yet. 

Another change is my 
identity in general, as I noted 
earlier I fall somewhere on 
the LGBTQ spectrum. This 
is news to the few people 
who know this… Including 
myself. I used to see things 
in black and white. I used 
to think I was straight as an 
arrow, but then I suffered 
three significant losses that 
forced me to reevaluate my 
life. I lost my dog Riley, my 
grandmother who died of 
COVID-19, and my uncle who I would often consult 
when working on my writing projects. 

Since their deaths, I have come to discover I’m not 
quite as straight as I once thought. So it’s been quite the 
wild ride as of late. And what’s funny is since I discovered 
this I sleep somewhat better. I don’t need to load up on 
Melatonin and other pills to fall asleep. I can actually 
look at myself in the mirror and not be perplexed by the 
person staring back. I’ve also been on a writing spree 

succeeding in finishing transcripts for two of my comics. 
I’ve also started to actually be awake during the day 
instead of sleeping through the light only doing my 
activities under cover of darkness. 

What’s funny is I haven’t gone about “coming 
out” to most of my family due to a couple of reasons. 
One I really don’t want members of my family arguing 
with me. I’ve already gotten into debates with one of 
my aunts about whether or not gay people get into 
heaven and I really don’t want to do it again.

 I think who I 
choose to love is no 
one else’s business but 
my own and my own 
eventually romantic 
partner. I remember 
when I would show 
even the slightest bit 
of “interest” in an 
actress on TV one of 
my parental figures 
would chime in “at 
least we know he’s not 
gay!” So I do not seek 
to have to tell them 
that I am technically 
on the LGBTQ 
spectrum. 

I have not sought to personally inform most people 
of this because I really don’t want it to be the focal 
point of who I am. I highly respect those who use their 
sexuality as a platform to better the world. But I wish 
to be remembered more for my writing than for who I 
loved.
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I was raised in a home filled with video games. 
The first console I ever had was a Super Nintendo, 
and I would play “Tetris” and “Doctor Mario” all day. 
I was never told that video games were only for boys, 
that video games were too violent, and I was never 
discouraged to stop doing what 
I loved. I loved how video games 
were difficult and exciting, and I 
loved that my parents loved them 
too. Since the day I picked up my 
first controller, video games have 
been a part of my life, and they have 
changed it for the better.

I never found that being a girl 
that loves video games is difficult. 
Sometimes I get mocked or insulted 
by others who would rather pick 
on me for being of a girl, but it has 
never affected my love for gaming. I 
play to have fun. Over the years, the 
fun has turned into something much 
more important to me. It all started 
when I decided to download “Apex 
Legends.”

At first, I was skeptical to even play the game. 
“Apex Legends” had taken the spot of “Titanfall 
3” that was supposed to come out that year. I was 
devastated that I wouldn’t be playing another Titanfall 
game, and instead, I was playing a spin-off battle 
royale from the Titanfall series. Battle Royales are a 
“king of the hill” style of game or also known as a “last 
man standing” game. It is fast-paced and difficult, but 

that was what originally drew me to it. 

Thankfully, I wasn’t playing alone. A friend of mine, 
Julia, was also into video games. She and I met as 
coworkers and bonded over our love of video gaming 
and Xbox. I eventually got her to download “Apex 
Legends” and she grew to like the game as well. The 
two of us would play after every shift. Sometimes 
we would win and other times we would lose 
spectacularly. What really would have helped would 
have been another friend that could play with us.

It was as if it was meant to be, and I believe that it 
was. One day when Julia was playing alone, she had 

mistakenly turned her microphone 
on. She started to complain about 
her previous teammates that she had 
the game before when a voice piped 
up over the gaming chat. “Are you 
talking about me?” The voice said.

“I am so sorry. I didn’t know my 
mic was on.”

His name was Caleb. Thankfully, he 
was a nice person, and he didn’t mind 
the mistake. From then on, it was the 
three of us as a full team. Instead of 
just playing for a little while after work, 
we would play for hours and hours. It 
was never dull. I didn’t know it at the 
time, but Caleb would become a very 
good real-life friend of ours. 

After a few weeks of the three of us playing 
together, Caleb invited some of his friends from 
his hometown to play as well. On Xbox, there is a 
feature called “Xbox Live Party.” It is a channel in 
which people can join and talk together while playing 
games. It’s like a big phone call. In this Xbox party, 
Caleb introduced us to Nate, Trevor, Logan, and 
Russell. It was around this time when Julia introduced 
her husband, Josiah, to the group as well. Our friend 

If It Wasn’t For Video 
Games, I Never Would 
Have Met You
By Kayla Reed
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group had 
grown from two 
to eight in just a 
few week’s time. 

I began to 
realize that what 
had started as 
just a bit of fun 
was more than 
just games. I 
now had seven 
friends that I 
knew by name 

and could talk to whenever I needed. It was more than 
I ever thought that video games could give me. The 
best part was, the biggest gift had yet to come.

At first, I thought Russell was just fun to be around. I 
noticed that he and I were starting to get closer among 
the rest of the group. We played more together on a 
team than the rest, we would stay up longer than our 
friends, and we even started to text outside of video 
games. I originally was determined to not develop a 
crush on Russell, but it was impossible not to. He and 
I could talk for hours and hours about anything while 
we played together. We even had a handful of nights 
in which we stayed up until three in the morning. Once 
we stayed up until 5 a.m. We thought we were being 
sneaky, but the rest of the group knew that we liked 
each other.

I fell for him harder than I had for anyone else, and I 
still had never met him in person. The only problem in 
this whole situation was that Russell and the rest of the 
gang lived over 450 miles away from Julia and me. They 
lived in Eau Claire, Wisconsin, and we lived in Zeeland, 
Michigan. It wasn’t very long until we decided that the 
eight of us would meet down in Chicago, the halfway 
point between us. Everyone was hyped that we were 
going to finally meet. That is until most of the group 
realized that they couldn’t make it. Only Russell, Julia 
and I had the ability to go. After deliberating, the group 

decided that the trip was canceled, and all of us were 
bummed that the trip to Chicago wouldn’t happen. 
I thought that was the end of that at least until the 
weather warmed up a little, but Russell decided that 
because he had the time off, he was going to meet me 
anyway. Julia and Russell secretly worked out a plan. 
Russell would drive all 472 miles to her house and stay 
with her and her husband so that he could still meet us. 
I knew at that point that he was special. Most people 
don’t drive 472 miles to meet someone they haven’t 
met in person just on a whim. He thought he liked me, 
and he wanted to know for sure.

I was so nervous when I found out that my crush 
was in my hometown the next day that I made it all the 
way to my class in Grand Rapids an hour earlier than it 
started. I didn’t need to worry though. The two of us 
hit it off immediately. I don’t remember a lot of our first 
meeting, and I have a feeling that it was because I was 
starstruck and a bit too nervous to think straight. As my 
classes ended for the day, Julia met me in the hallway 
of the RJF Hall in GRCC. Russell was downstairs eating 
some Subway. As I walked in, I was met with the sight 
of a scrawny, doe-eyed guy. To be honest, I thought 
he looked a little funny, but I couldn’t take my eyes off 
of him. This was the guy I had a crush on. We talked 
for a while, he cracked some jokes, we ate some food, 
and finally, the three of us made our way back to Julia’s 
house for video games. I could tell by this point that I 
was smitten.

Before Russell left for home, he asked me out on 
a date. I was worried about having a long-distance 
relationship, but everything worked out in the end. 
He and I have been dating for over a year now. We 
still live 472 miles apart, but neither of us mind taking 
weekend trips to see each other. When we can’t see 
each other in person, video games are still the best 
way to spend time together. We even still play “Apex 
Legends,” the game that started it all. If I had never 
played that game, I never would have met Russell or 
the rest of the friends that I have now met in person.
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COVID-19 has caused the entire world to go 
through an immense amount of unexpected 

and unprecedented change. Much of that change has 
been difficult, frightening, and in many cases, even 
traumatic, but there has also been a fair amount of 
positive change that has come from these more than 
unfortunate circumstances.  

The reading and listening 
of self-help/motivational books 
and podcasts have increased 
exponentially since the start 
of quarantine, and for good 
reason. Due to quarantine and 
social distancing, people have 
been spending more time with 
themselves than ever before, and 
although spending the majority of 
our time isolated in our households 
is not ideal, it’s given people time 
to reflect on who they are, where 
they are, and who/where they 
want to be. It has given people the 
opportunity to reevaluate their goals, values, and most 
of all, their basic needs. 

Quarantine, and really 2020 in its entirety, 
influenced me to start becoming the truest version of 
myself and I am not alone in this experience. I posed 
a question on my Facebook account asking how the 
pandemic contributed to people’s personal growth and 
received several inspiring replies. 

Skylar Pastor, 19, of Muskegon commented “I 
truly think if this pandemic didn’t happen, I wouldn’t 
have gotten over some things in my past. I’ve learned 

healing takes time and in reality, time goes by so fast.”

Ellis Derezinski, 23, of Muskegon responded “I am 
very much a planner and need things to be a certain 
way and all of that shifted due to the pandemic. 
Nothing went as planned, but I was able to develop 

new skills to adapt to change.”

I related to this comment 
because I also think the pandemic 
helped develop the ability to 
adapt quickly, to not only a 
new environment but one that 
is unknown and sometimes 
frightening.

Shortly after the pandemic hit 
Michigan and the state began 
its shutdown, my boyfriend and I 
moved to Grand Rapids, an hour 
away from our hometown and our 
families. My boyfriend went back to 
work prior to our move, but I had 

been laid off from what I thought was going to be a 
major stepping stone towards my future career. Not 
only was the weight of being in a pandemic weighing 
heavily on my mind, but I was also feeling completely 
lost and like an utter failure, even though these 
changes were at the fault of absolutely no one and had 
virtually nothing to do with me or my abilities. 

I was living in a new city, composed of new people 
that I didn’t know and couldn’t get to know. The only 
person with whom I could spend every second of my 
time was myself. And I got to know her very well. 

The pandemic forced me to spend so much time 

Pandemic Progress: How Quarantine 
Contributed To Personal Growth

By Kennedy Mapes
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on my own that I started to learn how to properly take 
care of myself. Before the pandemic, self-care really 
wasn’t at the top of my priority list. I was so consumed 
in being a good student, a good employee, a good 
daughter, a good companion, that the importance of 
being good to myself took a backseat (and not even 
in my own car.)

The energy, hard work, and care that I put into 
other areas of my life needed to be put into myself 
more. I was consistently watering the plants around 
me, but never took the time to nurture myself and to 
replenish what I had used for others. 

I quickly realized that was what had been 
prohibiting my growth all along. 

I realized that self-care is about more than just 
putting a mask on your face, slapping cucumbers over 
your eyes, and sipping on wine while in the bathtub. 
Was that part of my self-care routine? Maybe...but a 
very minuscule part. True self-care consists of taking 
the time and effort to understand how to accurately 
care for our mental, physical and spiritual health. 
It’s about listening to our bodies and our minds and 
fulfilling their needs before fulfilling that of others. 
It’s about creating boundaries and establishing a 
healthy balance across all areas of our lives. It‘s about 
intentionally choosing to prioritize yourself in order to 
thrive. 

Once I came to understand all of that, it was like I 
unlocked a new outlook on my life. I saw things from a 
completely different lens than ever before. 

Things I used to care so much about started to 
seem so insignificant. I used to get so bogged down 
by other people’s opinions of me and my plans for 
the future that I often did what I thought would be 
impressive to others and didn’t listen to what I truly 
wanted. 

I used to be extremely insecure about my body 
and my appearance. I would change a million times 
before any event to make sure what I was wearing 
looked good from every angle, of every mirror, in 
my house and I rarely went anywhere without some 
kind of makeup on my face. The pandemic truly 
helped me become more confident in myself, both in 
appearances and character. 

This resonated with a few people in my comment 
section as well. Several of them stated how the 
pandemic helped them become more comfortable in 
their own skin and contributed to a greater sense of 
self-worth. 

Hannah Morey, 19, of Muskegon, commented, “I 
feel unapologetic for who I am. I also feel connected 
to myself in more spiritual ways.”

Alyssa Higgs, 20, of Muskegon also weighed in 
on the subject, commenting, “my confidence and 
creativity get better every day because I have more 
and more faith in myself. I can honestly say I am my 
one true love.”

I used to be a people pleaser and an extreme 
pushover, who would continuously allow myself to 
be a doormat in several toxic friendships and work 
environments. I also had many issues, even through 
quarantine, with being incredibly hard on myself, 
really with anything and everything that I did, but 
mostly my productivity. If I rested for just one whole 
day, even if I was extremely stressed or ill, I would 
repeatedly beat myself up for wasting a day of 
potential. 

“Me being here, being 
present, and learning to 

love and care for myself is 
enough.”
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While the pandemic has been a scary, sometimes 
painful experience, it helped me realize just how trivial 
all of these things are. I realized that I am here, I am 
healthy and I am surviving a global pandemic, and that 
is enough. Me being here, being present, and learning 
to love and care for myself is enough. Instead of using 
all of my energy toward negative, uncontrollable 
things, I finally started putting it towards myself and 
my creativity.

Kennidie Streed, 20, of Grand Rapids, weighed in 
on my social media post as well. 

“I’ve learned to actually enjoy 
spending time by myself, which is a 
big step for me, because, before the 
pandemic, I hated being by myself and 
would avoid it (at) all costs. So even 
though the pandemic has been a very 
tough time for many people, I am able 
to say that I am somewhat grateful for it 
because I learned a lot about myself,” 
she commented. 

Streed wasn’t alone in this 
revelation. Several people shared 
similar feelings about finally becoming 
comfortable spending time on their 
own and actually enjoying that time, 
and I can completely understand why. 

For the first time in a long time, I was immersed in 
my own company as well and was completely focused 
on learning everything there was to know about 
myself. What made me happy, what made me sad, 
what hobbies made me feel fulfilled, even something 
as silly as what my favorite colors were. It was almost 
like I was dating myself - and I have to say - I fell in 
love with the person I met. 

If you’re reading this, and you are in the same 
position I was, or even if you are purely just interested 
in investing more time in nurturing yourself and your 
well-being, I’ve provided a list of things that helped 

me get to where I am now: 

Indulging in hobbies that make you happy

Pick up your guitar, sit down at the piano, cook 
your favorite meals, grab an easel and some paint, go 
for a run. Dedicate time to yourself and the activities 
that make you feel like you. We often get caught up in 
the business of our everyday lives and forget to enjoy 
things that truly make us happy. 

Reading books or listening to podcasts

These do not have to be self-help 
books or podcasts. If you’re interested 
in listening/reading those things, then 
that’s great and it can be very helpful, 
(especially if you’re like I was and have 
no idea where to start,) but it also can 
just revolve around any subject that 
interests you. They’re entertaining and 
can help you gain so much knowledge 
and/or motivation. I personally listened 
to several podcasts centered around 
self-love and positivity purely because it 
was what I was seeking at the moment 
and it helped me kick-start my personal 
journey. 

Creating mood playlists

Just because you’re finally starting 
to nurture yourself, it doesn’t mean you won’t still 
experience a plethora of emotions or struggle with 
the things you’re working toward bettering. We’re still 
human beings and we’ll continue to have good and 
bad days. I have found that creating playlists based on 
those moods helps me gain perspective or even just 
let all of the emotions out. (If you don’t have the time 
or energy to create your own playlist, Spotify has some 
really great options as well!) Music has always been 
a very integral part of my identity and sometimes it 
speaks to me in a way that nothing else can. 

Photos by Kennedy Mapes



 The Collegiate|17

Journaling

I have journaled since I was a little girl, but I 
stopped doing it as frequently as I got older because 
other things took precedence. I started making it a 
priority throughout quarantine. I would log my mood, 
make random to-do lists for the day, write down song 
lyrics that made me feel something, poems, questions, 
things I was grateful for. I used it as a tool to untangle 
some of the chaos happening inside my head. 

Nature

Appreciating nature helped me in more ways than 
I thought it could. The most obvious answer is that it 
feels good to get fresh air - to walk through wooded 
trails or sit on a beach on a warm, 
breezy, summer afternoon. I spent 
a lot of time outdoors, learning 
to really appreciate nature and all 
it has to offer and it helped me 
realize how insignificant so many 
of my worries or problems were. 
I am just one tiny person on this 
huge planet full of so much life. It 
made me want to spend the time 
I have on this planet, enjoying 
as many moments as I can rather 
than stressing about things that I have no control over 
or things that won’t matter five years from now. 

Treating yourself

This can really mean whatever you want it to mean. 
It could mean pampering yourself more often and 
creating a killer spa routine that just makes you feel 
absolutely amazing. It could also mean buying things 
for yourself that you normally wouldn’t allow because 
you feel the need to justify every penny you spend 
(definitely not speaking from experience here…). It 
could be participating in intuitive eating and no longer 
caring about dieting. Or it could also be the latter. For 
me, it included all of these things, but it was mostly 

about letting go of the feelings of needing to justify 
anything good that I did for myself. I never had any 
issues helping or spending money on others, but I 
struggled internally when trying to do that for myself. 

Cutting off relationships that are harmful to your 
health

This tip was made easier by the pandemic and the 
social distancing requirements, but it is one of the 
most important aspects of taking care of yourself - 
also one of the hardest. Participating in relationships, 
platonic or otherwise, that are toxic to your mental 
health can completely drain you as a person. If 
you’re constantly putting effort into a relationship in 

which you are getting nothing 
in return, you will have nothing 
to give yourself and it will stunt 
your personal growth. It’s hard 
to let go of relationships, even 
with people who treat us poorly, 
but it’s important to evaluate 
who you surround yourself with 
and to ask yourself if they truly 
care about and support you and 
want what is best for you. If the 
answer you’re leaning toward is 
no, then it is probably time to let 

that relationship go, whether that person is a friend, a 
significant other, or even a family member. 

Daily affirmations and eliminating negative self-
talk

This seemed ridiculous and pointless in the 
beginning, but it really worked wonders. I began by 
looking at myself in the mirror every morning and 
repeating the same affirmations: “You are beautiful. 
You are strong. Your feelings are valid. You are worthy.” 
Sometimes I’d throw other positive affirmations in 
there that fit the mood. It really helps you weed out 
the negative thoughts and lead you toward a more 
positive mindset.
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Walking the city streets gave me a connection 
to Grand Rapids that I had never felt before. It’s my 
city. This connection and feeling of place, even if it’s 
masked mumbled conversations with the fisherman 
along Sixth Street Park, or the skaters at Monroe Park, 
it gave me a connection that I’d been missing for a 
while. 

With the absence of in-person classes, and the 
warming up to the idea of school and work from home, 
I missed the interaction and sense of community that 
I’d get in the bustling halls of RJF. But going out and 
exploring the places around me brought me back to 
the uniqueness of daily life. Once I removed myself 
from the controlled laboratory environment of my 
house, the variables of life worked their way into the 
equation. Suddenly the perpetual feeling of “time-
soup” began to go away as I met new people and saw 
new things.

Returning to the “normal” weekly flow of things 
like getting out of the house, experiencing new things, 
and meeting new people, gave me a slight sense of 
normality. It showed me that bumps in the road do 
come, we just have to adapt and change to make the 
impact a little more bearable. The best thing about 
this adaptation is that it’s free, open to anyone. You 
don’t need to pay for a ticket or even wait in line. Just 
go out. And walk. You might be surprised by what you 
find.

As we begin to see our world open back up, it 
makes me think of when it was closing down. Movie 
theatres, bowling alleys, restaurants, and any other 
weekend activity seemed to evaporate before my 
eyes. With the norm out the window, boredom set in. 
A time-soup began to simmer, as days were melting 
into the next, I needed something new. Then I started 
walking around downtown Grand Rapids, camera in 
hand.

At first, it felt odd. I just thought senior citizens and 
our parents were the only ones who “walked” around. 
What could be so pleasant about dragging your feet 
through the city? Exercise wasn’t a foreign concept, 
but this type of it was. It was surprisingly so much 
better than sitting in my room, letting Zoom calls suck 
my soul away.

After going out on some maiden voyages on 
my own, I soon realized I need some company. 
Slowly but surely, as my friends and I continued to 
see uneventful weekend after weekend, our walks 
around the downtown area quickly became our go-to 
activity. Living in the environment of Zoom calls and 
lockdowns, the fresh air, and the change of scenery 
were welcome.

Soon, I realized that seeing sunshine out the 
window in the morning set a course for my day, 
whereas before I’d be doing things inside anyway so 
what would I care? 

It Took a Pandemic To Explore My City
Story  and Photos By Sam Tucker
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After people across the nation were shocked and 
horrified by the video of George Floyd’s murder by the 
hand of police officers on May 25, 2020, both peacful 
protests and destructive demonstrations erupted 
across the country in the following days.

On Saturday May 30, Grand Rapids saw its own 
peaceful rallies calling for justice for George Floyd and 
an end to police brutality toward minority groups. But 
as day turned to night, Grand Rapids, like many other 
cities, saw looting, vandalism, and destruction, fall 
onto the city. This wasn’t just any day of the week, and 
yet I found myself out in the city like it was. 

My Saturday night began as my Toyota Camry 
puttered into the parking lot of Jet’s Pizza, a swing of 
a door, and the familiar smell of the kitchen hit me. I 
looked and saw everyone huddled around a computer. 
I ditched the pizza bags and walked over, curious. 

My coworkers were all glued to the live coverage 
of the fires, tear gas, and destruction that was growing 
in the downtown area. It was around 10:30 p.m. and 
the peaceful protests that took place during the day 
had been long over. 

Over the next half hour, we saw our city fall into a 
dismay that I could only see for myself. After the clock 
struck 11, my shift was over and I was out the door 
and on the highway, with downtown in my sights.

I saw my city in a much different light than I’d seen 
it all summer. The glow of street fires lit up familiar 
buildings and storefronts, shedding light on empty 

window frames and piles of glass on the sidewalks. 
Stop signs were torn from the ground and spray paint 
began to cover the ones that were left. Even fireworks 
exploded overhead.

You could feel the heat on your skin from the chaos 
in the air and the police squad cars set ablaze. While 
some knocked over trash cans, others swept up the 
mess. As some ignited dumpsters and police cars, 
one woman ran into the street with pitchers of water 
in an attempt to douse the flames. As demonstrators 
smashed window after window, one man shoveled up 
the pieces, with the destruction still taking place just 
up the street.

Motorcycles and souped-up cars put on a show, 
burning rubber and revving engines in the middle of 
intersections. People passed out liquor and had beers 
on the side of the street watching the flames and 
fireworks light up the night.

Out of all the scenes I saw and captured that night, 
it was the images of those putting the pieces back 
together that sticks with me.

I don’t like seeing my city tear itself apart, but I 
understand the impact of year after year of peaceful 
protests, and the same headlines. Hopefully, the 
images I captured that night will be able to fill in the 
gaps my words cannot. And hopefully, they show that 
we truly are all in this together, and to face our ever 
important social issues divided, is a misstep in our 
pursuit to fix the issues our generation faces.

How The Injustice Toward George 
Floyd Changed My City

Story  and Photos By Sam Tucker
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I wake up to a text from my sister informing 
me that she will be mailing a letter to our 
mom this coming weekend. She’s letting 

me know in case I 
would like to write 
one to send out 
along with hers.

I sit down 
with my black ink 
pen and a piece 
of paper that I 
ripped out of a 
school notebook, 
chronicling any 
noteworthy event 
from the past 
couple of weeks. 
I pepper in a few 
jokes in an effort 
to make my mom 
smile, ending some 
sentences with haha. I inform her about how my 
brother in law is teaching me how to drive, and 
jokingly add how thankful I am to be taught by 
someone with so much patience. As I’m writing, I 
cringe at the idea of my moms’ nurse reading my 

“hahas” aloud. I wish there was a way to convey 
a written joke better than ending it with “haha”. 

Five years ago, when I was 16, my mom 
suffered a stroke 
that left her 
almost completely 
paralyzed. Ever 
since, she has been 
a resident in an 
assisted living facility. 
While she is able to 
speak, her words are 
nearly unintelligible. 
Seeing her for the 
first time after her 
stroke was shocking. 
My mom was a loud, 
vibrant woman. 
She never went out 
without “putting on 

her face.” Her go to 
shoes were cowboy boots, and she cut every 
t-shirt she owned into a v-neck. She loves rock 
and roll, and would always have incense burning 
on her ACDC incense holder. While she’s no 
longer capable of expressing herself the way that 

A Letter To My Mom
By Angelina Jahn

 (Left to right:) Angelina Jahn, Krystal Barendse (sister), Patricia Jahn (mom) 
and Audrie Ponder (sister)
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she used to, sometimes she’ll roll her eyes at us 
while smiling, or playfully groan when my sister 
suggests that she eat her vegetables, and her 
personality shines through in these moments.

Prior to the pandemic, I would go with my 
sister and her husband about once a week to visit 
her. Her assisted living facility is only a 10 minute 
drive from my house, so it was easy to visit often. 
We’d tell her about our weeks, read books aloud 
to her, and rifle through old family photos.

Over the past year, I have only heard her voice 
once. Due to the fact that it’s incredibly difficult 
to understand her, and difficult for her to hear us 
even while in the same room, we’ve only had one 
phone call since the pandemic hit last March. It 
was on June 6th, her birthday. A day I’ve never 
struggled to remember, considering written out, 
it’s 06/06/66.

On the phone, I told her “Happy birthday! I 
love you. I hope I get to see you really soon.” 
Nine months later, I’m ending my letter the same 
way “I love you. I hope I get to see you really 

soon.” During the call, she just responded I love 
you, over and over. That’s the one phrase I’ve 
never had any trouble understanding from her.

In a world so connected, despite the 
limitations the pandemic has placed on us, 
we’ve adapted well. We Facetime our friends, 
we attend class via Zoom. Streaming sites have 
made it possible to virtually watch movies with 
friends, restaurants have built outdoor shacks 
to keep diners socially distanced. But my 

mom, she can’t adapt. The only possible, safe 
communication is our written letters.

When scrolling through social media, odds are 
I’ll see at least one person complaining about the 
COVID restrictions. They’ll upload posts saying 
how it’s no worse than the common flu, that we 
can’t “live in fear.” But I am, I’m afraid.

I’m afraid of my mom, alone in her room, with 
only the company of the nurses who take care of 
her.

I’m afraid of the idea that one of these nurses 
has the “can’t live in fear” mentality.

I’m afraid of the idea of my mom’s body 
having to try to fight off COVID, when it’s already 
had to fight so much.

“I love you. I hope I get to see you really 
soon.” I sign my name and fold up my letter.

“I love you.                  
I hope I get to see 
you really soon.”
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Is This Goodbye?

Part of my reasoning for choosing 
community college in addition to the 
amazing price was not being ready to 

leave the house. I know that sounds pretty lame, 
but I secretly liked living in the comfort of my 
home. I got along with my family for the most 
part and never felt a huge push to leave. After 
two years of going to community college, and 
living through a lockdown, I would have to say 
that I have grown a ton as a person.

Learning to ride the city bus actually led 
to some pretty cool 
conversations and 
connections with 
students from Grand 
Valley State University, 
Calvin College, and 
Kendall College of Art 
and Design, and quite 
frankly no smell phases 
me anymore. Planning 
campus activities at Grand Rapids Community 
College made me realize how much work goes 
into anything on campus and to be okay when 
you plan something and you get low participation 
because if one person’s day is a little brighter it 
is totally worth it. I also learned how to be okay 
with being alone. When I first started at GRCC all 
of my high school friends went to big, exciting 
universities and posted lots of pictures about how 
amazing it was.  

As my high school friends were adapting and 
loving university life, I was struggling to make 
friends and get connected with anyone. Of 
course, I was happy that they were having a good 
time but that inclination in my heart to compare 
myself and my experience to the pictures posted 
was evident and toxic. I felt so alone and like I 
had made a mistake. That is when I took a break 
from all social media. 

Turns out the experts are right, comparing 
yourself to others can lead to a downward spiral 

that can turn into some 
dark thoughts. 

As the weeks 
dragged on I began to 
realize what a unique 
and amazing college 
experience I was having. 
It was almost like a fog 
was lifted and I began 

to see how blessed I really was. I was running 
on GRCC’s cross country team and as the weeks 
passed our small team began to get closer. I even 
got the opportunity to run at the National meet 
in New Mexico, which was something I never in 
a million years would have dreamed of. In my 
classes, I met some of the most hardworking 
students from all stages of life which inspired 
an all-new appreciation for community college 
students.  

By Paige Bodine

“Suddenly GRCC 
felt like home.”
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Suddenly GRCC felt like home. 

I knew where my classes were and the best 
spots to have lunch. I began to have friends and 
finally seemed to get into a rhythm. Soon life sent 
me a new curveball. 

COVID-19 resulted in the school being closed 
for days, weeks and then months which meant a 
copious amount of time spent at home. I was in 
the middle of taking a statistics course. It was one 
of those college 
classes that was 
required but I 
had absolutely no 
passion for, so I 
closed my door 
and focused on 
trying to pass my 
now online class. 

The only time 
that I left my 
textbooks was 
to work at the 
retirement home 
near my house, 
which let me tell 
you was not the 
most cheerful 
place to work during a global pandemic. There 
was so much fear about getting the residents sick. 
It was frankly difficult to witness the residents not 
allowed to leave their rooms for weeks and lack 
any social time that we as humans need. Trying to 
think of a not scary explanation for why they were 
not allowed to leave as I handed out packaged 
food and looking like someone from the movie 
“Outbreak”, was a difficult task. Thankfully, I had 

some great co-workers that made the best of the 
situation. 

The main takeaway that I have from this really 
rough year is the importance of giving with a 
humble heart and enjoying the little things in life. 
Through living amidst a pandemic, I have really 
gained confidence in myself and almost feel 
ready to be on my own. 

Leaving the house and transferring to a 
university this fall 
to start the next 
chapter is going to 
be a difficult step. 
Having so many 
good memories 
from community 
college and living 
at home makes 
it even harder 
to part ways. 
Goodbyes are 
something that I 
have always been 
really terrible at. 
For me, it means 
leaving something 
behind. A huge 
part of me is 

excited about the adventure! I have learned and 
discovered so much about myself so far and I am 
only 19. Imagine who I will be in two more years; 
it’s both terrifying and exciting. So it is goodbye 
to the buildings and being a GRCC commuting 
student and hopefully the city bus, but not a 
goodbye to the people that I have met and the 
person that I have become.

Illustration by Abby Haywood
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Started As Student Employees,
 Finished as Professionals

By Sherry Sokolowski

Most students come to Grand Rapids 
Community College solely to take 
classes and then they are on their way 

to another university or onto their next point in 
life. However, some students grow roots here, 
absolutely love it, and then they never end up 
leaving. 

There are many 
professionals here at GRCC 
who started out as student 
employees, fell in love with 
the world of higher education, 
and then ended up making 
their careers here. As a 
student employee myself, I 
talked with three individuals 
who I’ve worked with during 
my time here - Jose Mora, 
Tyler Anderson, and Evan 
Macklin - all who got their 
foundation here as student 
employees. 

JOSE MORA, New 
Student Orientation 
Coordinator:

GRCC was initially Mora’s backup plan 
when he was applying to universities. As a first-
generation college student, he was stepping 
into the world of higher education without much 
guidance. He had heard about the negative 
stereotypes surrounding community college 

from his classmates and ended up applying to 
schools all over Michigan. After getting accepted 
into Michigan State University and realizing how 
expensive tuition was, he grudgingly made the 
practical decision to start at GRCC to save money.

At first, Mora’s experience at GRCC started 
out like any other student’s. He was a commuter 

student, going to classes and 
then heading straight home 
- which didn’t allow him 
to meet and connect with 
many people. He was also a 
naturally introverted person 
at the time which made 
things more difficult for him. 

Eventually, Mora got his 
first job in the Enrollment 
Center and his entire college 
experience changed. 

“I enjoyed the 
connections that I made, 
I even enjoyed going to 
classes more, especially on 
days that I would have to go 
to work in the middle of the 

day,” Mora said. “I always felt 
more included and I felt like I had a voice.” 

Working on campus also brought Mora more 
confidence, helped him grow out of his shell, and 
provided him with a unique set of experiences. 

Courtesy Photo of Jose Mora
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“If it wasn’t for those experiences in the 
Enrollment Center, I probably would have had 
a decent opportunity of dropping out because 
I was taking classes that I probably shouldn’t 
have been taking,” Mora stated. “Without that 
experience - actually, if I could be honest with 
myself - I may have been a statistic and may have 
dropped out.” 

Instead, Mora continued to work in the 
Enrollment Center for some time. 

“I just loved the whole experience and the 
people who worked there and so when the time 
came for me to graduate, I didn’t even want 
to transfer. I think I took an extra semester of 
classes - at least one - just so that I could continue 
working at the college,” Mora said. 

Eventually, the opportunity came up to work in 
the Financial Aid office. Mora went from there to 
the Cashier’s office, to the IT department, to the 
Record’s office, back to the Enrollment Center, 
and then to Orientation where he is now the 
coordinator of the program. 

“My entire experience was working at GRCC,” 
Mora said. “It’s always been that the people 
there keep drawing me back, it feels like a family 
at times. It just has a good culture and a good 
environment.” 

The Enrollment Center was not only the start 
of Mora’s career here at GRCC, but it was also 
where he met his wife and some of his closest 
friends. Both Mora and his wife worked as student 
employees together along with his two best 

friends, Francisco Ramirez and Evan Macklin, both 
of whom still work at the college. Ramirez actually 
met his wife in the Enrollment Center as well. 

After dating for seven years and graduating 
with his bachelor’s degree from Grand Valley 
State University, Mora proposed to his wife and 
got married. They have one four year old son 
together now. 

EVAN MACKLIN, Promise Zone Director: 
Towards the end of Macklin’s senior year, he 

was already accepting the fact that he was going 
to GRCC. He was happy about it - he got to 
stay close to home and he got a job offer right 
away. During his new student orientation, he was 
approached by the director of the Enrollment 
Center who offered him a job. 

“Many times, orientation is seen as a very 
transactional moment, but for me, it was a very 
transformative moment, because without that 
experience, the life I’m living right now would not 
be the same,” Macklin said. 

“I was thankfully offered a position working in 
the EC as a student employee, and I credit that 
experience to my success as a student at GRCC. 
I had somebody always checking in on me, my 
supervisors, Candy Dykstra and Jodie Wagner, 
were always checking in on me, making sure I had 
the resources and help I needed to get through 
my coursework,” Macklin said.

As a first generation college student, college 
was new to Macklin and his family. “Having that 
student employee position on campus really 
helped give me the confidence I needed to 
thrive in a completely new environment where 
I was meeting new friends,” Macklin stated. “I 
don’t think I would have been as successful in 
my college journey if it wasn’t for my student 
employee experience.”

At first, Macklin’s major was accounting 

“I always felt more 
included and I felt like I 

had a voice.”
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because he knew 
accountants made 
good money. 
During his time 
working as a 
student employee 
over two years, 
he networked 
within the college 
and made 
connections. His 
supervisors and 
eventual mentors 
accentuated 
a passion for 
working in higher 
education that he 
had no idea he 

had. This opened up the world of Student Affairs 
as a career to Macklin, who at the time had no 
idea these positions existed. 

“It was through those four semesters that I 
really began to see that what I was doing on a 
daily basis really gave me great energy,” Macklin 
said. “It wasn’t about the paycheck, I really 
thoroughly enjoyed coming to work every day - 
and back then I can honestly tell you that I did not 
need an alarm clock to get up because I was so 
ready and pumped to come in and do what I did 
to help students.” 

Besides the passion behind his work, Macklin 
wanted to stay with GRCC because of his mentors 
he met and because of the diversity of students 
the college serves. 

“When you’re involved on campus and you get 
to learn through other people’s life experiences 
so it makes me understand that the world is much 
bigger than the little West Michigan that we live 
in. That’s been probably the most exciting thing 
working at GRCC and a community college in 
general,” Macklin said. 

Macklin went on to get his associate’s degree. 
During this, he was working in his first full-time 
position at the college in the Academic Advising 
and Transfer Center. This is where he met his 
lifelong mentor, John Cowles, who pushed and 
inspired him to pursue his bachelor’s and master’s 
degrees. 

After working in academic advising, he 
transferred to the Student Life and Conduct office 
for a while and then moved on to be the new 
student orientation coordinator. He then worked 
in the foundation office prior to his current 
position as the Promise Zone director.

“This Promise Zone position has been a really 
fun position because I’m working with students 
that are primarily underrepresented in higher 
education, and come from backgrounds that are 
marginalized and underserved in our society,” 
stated Macklin. “Just like me, I’m first generation, 
I was low income at the time when I was going 
to college, and a male of color. For me, there’s a 
lot of similarities with the student population that 
I serve right now and it’s been really rewarding 
being in this position.” 

Macklin aspires to someday become a vice 
president, but for now, he is taking it a step at a 
time, absorbing as much information as he can, 
and growing his network. 

There are evident parallels and similarities 
between Mora and Macklin’s stories from student 
employees to college professionals. Both entered 
GRCC’s doors expecting to take their classes, 
transfer, and move on with their lives. Many 
students share this mindset - GRCC is typically 
viewed as a stepping stone for most students. 
However, as both Mora and Macklin’s stories have 
clearly shown, GRCC can be so much more than 
that. 

C
ourtesy Photo of Evan M

acklin
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When the world shut down, the sports 
world did too. For a lot of people, 
sports are an outlet because when you 

step on that court or field everything else you were 
worrying about goes away. 

When the pandemic hit, that outlet was taken 
away from a lot of athletes. I lost my senior season 
and softball was everything to me. I played it all 
year round. Most of my friends were from softball 
and overall it was an outlet for me. I had gone 
through a lot during high school concerning my 
mental health, but softball was a chance to get 
away from that. I looked forward to practice most 
days and being on that field was when I was 
happiest. 

I was on the varsity team all four years of high 
school where I played third base. I had seen 
through that time each player who was older than 
me got their moment to shine as a senior. I saw 
them get to walk with their parents on Senior Night 
as their coaches talked about their achievements, 
and when they passed their number down to a 
younger player. I had dreamed of that, and I wanted 
it so bad. I couldn’t wait until I was a senior. 

The summer before my senior year, I had a knee 
injury and I had to get surgery. I had worked every 
day in the offseason to get back into the position to 
play my senior year, and I almost wasn’t able to play 
because of my knee. The week before tryouts I was 
cleared to play, and I couldn’t have been happier. I 
remember playing at tryouts and being so excited, 
and so relieved that I was going to be able to play 
my senior year.

At this point, people were talking about is 
unknown virus that just got into the United States. I 
thought nothing of it because it was in Washington, 
and I had no idea what was about to come. Our 
season at first got postponed for two weeks, 
and during that time that was all that I thought it 
was. People were talking about this being over in 
a month, and if it wasn’t we could have a senior 
season during the summer, but I don’t think anyone 
knew the severity of the pandemic. As time went 
on, having a season looked more and more unlikely. 
After the two weeks, we were told our season was 
canceled.

I wasn’t able to have that moment where I would 
walk with my parents on Senior Night. I wasn’t able 
to give my number to a younger teammate. I wasn’t 
able to play my last season ever after working so 
hard in the offseason to play again. I didn’t get to 
have the closure that everyone else got before me. 
It was just done. 

I had a really hard time after the season was 
canceled, and I cried a lot. I have found ways to get 
the closure I need for softball, and it continues to 
be a part of my life. I am a sports reporter for The 
Collegiate and I cover softball. I also am a coach 
for a JV softball team at Lowell High School, and I 
always remind those girls to play like it is their last 
game because I didn’t know my last game would 
be my last.

 It was a hard experience, but I learned so much 
because of it. I learned mostly to enjoy what you 
are doing in life because you never know what can 
happen next. I also learned to not get anxious over 
the little things and stop worrying about what could 
go wrong or how I could mess up, and instead just 
enjoy it.

My teammate Krin Beach had the same 
situation. She was a senior during this time and had 
waited for her moment to get an opportunity to 
play as a senior. 

Without Sports,
 Who Am I?

By Kaia Zimmerman
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“I remember just having a breakdown,” Beach 
said. “Softball was my outlet. I was having a hard 
time with my anxiety and seasonal depression, I 
was down in the dumps, and I was so excited about 
this senior year because this was a chance to prove 
myself. I finally was able to show people that I could 
play, and then it just didn’t happen.”

When we first made the varsity team, we had a 
lot of older girls who made our experience not the 
most enjoyable. While we both loved the game and 
had some caring teammates, we both weren’t very 
treated well. Some of the older girls would often 
talk behind our backs and exclude us from things, 
making it really hard to ever feel welcomed. 

The mistreatment made Beach want her senior 
season more, not only to get her the season where 
she was the oldest, but to also treat the younger 
girls better than we were treated. 

Beach had her parents speak up on the issue, 
and the coach at the time put her down on the JV 
team because she spoke up. It was hard for her to 
hear she would go down to JV for that reason, but 
Beach found her love for the sport again playing for 
JV because it was a welcoming and more relaxed 
environment. 

“I remember having a really hard time adjusting 
to JV, but once I did it was one of my favorite years 
of softball,” Beach said. “It helped me to learn how 
to be comfortable on the field.” 

Beach felt she hadn’t dealt with losing her senior 
season right away, and instead threw herself into 
working 60 hours a week to forget about the pain 
of losing her season. When her workload started to 
slow down, she finally felt like she could deal with 
the pain that came with losing her season.

“I just avoided the situation,” said Beach. 
“I started working 60 hours and had three jobs 
consistently throughout the summer. I never dealt 
with the memories with softball. I didn’t deal with 

the problem until the 
end of the summer. 
I didn’t realize work 
was just me avoiding 
the problem.” 

All the seniors who 
lost their season that 
year were so close. 
We had played with 
each other since little 
league. Our friendship 
and teamwork was 
something that would 
be hard to replace. 
Beach felt losing that 
was one of the hardest parts. 

“It was super hard because our class was super 
close,” Beach said. “What helped me was that I was 
going to play in college, but at the same time it was 
difficult to adjust to college because I was really 
nervous to make new friends because we were so 
close that I thought it can’t be like that again.” 

Beach is continuing to play softball in college at 
Grand Rapids Community College where she is the 
starting first baseman, so that has helped her with 
the closure of not having a season, but it still was 
hard when it first happened, and even now.

“It was like a bad breakup,” said Beach. “I am 
still thinking about it and it still hurts, and it was a 
really hard thing to get over. We were such a tight-
knit group for the seniors that it was really hard to 
process that we wouldn’t be able to play our final 
game.” 

Likewise, Pitcher Alexa Abrahamson had her 
sophomore season at GRCC canceled because of 
the pandemic and decided to come back for a third 
year for this season. Around the time COVID-19 
had started is when her mental health was starting 
to decline. 

Krin Beach Photos by Breegan Petruska
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“I have always been a pretty content person 
and pretty confident,” Abrahamson said. “When 
covid started, not because of covid, but that’s when 
my mental health took a turn downhill. I had never 
been anxious before then.” 

Mental health can affect performance, especially 
in such a mental game as softball. One of the most 
important parts of softball is the mental game 
because it can affect how you play so much. When 
you are in your head as an athlete, it often leads to 
your confidence in your abilities to shrink as time 
goes on. Abrahamson found when 
her mental health was low, she had 
trouble on the field because she 
started to second-guess herself and 
be anxious about her performance. 

“I think I let my anxiety expel 
itself in softball,” said Abrahamson. 
“I will find something to be anxious 
about. I didn’t eat on the day of our 
first game because I was so anxious. 
Pitch to pitch I will be very anxious. 
My anxiety definitely found a way to 
come to the surface through sports, 
but sports wasn’t the cause.”

Abrahamason felt as if softball 
was an escape from the hard time 
she was experiencing, and having to 
show up to help not only herself but her teammates 
really helped her.

“I think a reason that my mental health got so 
bad was because I had so much time to myself 
to be alone with my negative thoughts,” said 
Abrahamson. “Having a routine to stick to, and 
having coaches who force you to work out, and 
move your body definitely helped me feel better. 
Having a place to be and having structure to my 
day helps me stay on track with school and helps 
me not be alone with my negative thoughts. For me 
personally sports helps. Overall I’m getting better 
as the season starts because I have 14 other girls I 

need to show up for every day.”

It was so important to her to have a season this 
year, and having the season has already helped her 
mental health in some ways. Abrahamson wanted 
this season because it gave her the motivation that 
she needed to be active and be around people that 
motivated her. 

“I think if I wasn’t working for something in the 
fall, and I didn’t have my two coaches pushing me 
to go to the gym or if I didn’t have anything to look 

forward to school would’ve just felt 
like a drag, and my mental health 
probably would’ve been worse if I 
didn’t have an end goal because I 
don’t think I had enough intrinsic 
motivation to do any of these things 
without having softball.”

Abrahamson is still battling 
and is still experiencing the hard 
days because of her mental health, 
but she has learned through this 
experience that happiness comes 
within. 

Sports is an outlet for many 
people because when you step on 
that field all of your problems that 
are happening off of that field no 

longer matter because you have to 
show up for your team and play the game you love. 
She has found that softball is one of the biggest 
things that helps her through her negative thoughts 
because of her teammates and because it is her 
outlet. 

“I have daily battles with how I talk to myself, 
think, or as I pick what to eat,” said Abrahamson. 
“I’m learning that happiness comes from me 
internally and that I shouldn’t look to others or 
external things for it. That comes from self-love 
which I’m working on, but softball is one of if not 
the biggest thing in my life helping me with that.” 

GRCC pitcher Alexa Abrahamson
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“You’ve got to be kidding me!” screams the 
coaches and parents as their team gets called for 
another penalty. As I skate the offending player to 
the penalty box, I get another earful from the team’s 
coaching staff. I signal to the scorekeeper the sign for 
a hook. This is just another day as a referee. 

As a fourth-year official, I’ve come to know the 
game of hockey at a more complete level, and have 
come to understand the difficulties of being a referee. 

Transitioning from a player to a referee was not an 
easy task. As a player you think you know everything 
about the game, but you come to find out that you 
don’t know half of it. For example, when you are 
officiating you have to watch every player to the best 
of your ability, and as a player, you only have to focus 
on the puck, and one or two players at a time. 

As a player, you are focused on making plays and 
reading and reacting to the game around you. You 
are on the ice for only a portion of the game and have 
times to regroup and rest.

As an official you are out there watching the play, 
staying out of the way of the players, and making sure 
the game is played in its proper fashion, all while trying 
to remember all of the rules. Unlike the players, the 
officials are on the ice for the entire game with minimal 
breaks, and they always have to be prepared and 
ready for all kinds of situations.

Officials are instructed to arrive at the rink half an 
hour before puck drop. They then report to the referee 
locker room where they begin to put their gear on. 
It might not look like a lot, but most officials wear 
all kinds of padding and protection so we can avoid 
injuries. Once we are dressed and ready, we roll out 
and hit the ice. 

Whether it’s a youth squirt game (ages 11-12) or a 
high school varsity game, you’re always a little nervous 
as to how the game will play out. As a young official, 
I want to do the best I can to make sure the game is 
played the way it is supposed to be played so that I 
don’t receive any criticism from either team or from the 
fans. 

While as a referee, you are a human being and do 
make mistakes, coaches and players don’t seem to 
understand that. Players and coaches tend to disagree 
with our officiating decisions quite often. This tends to 
lead to arguments and talks between us referees and 
coaches, and sometimes things get a little too heated. 

Depending on who you are as an official, you can 
react to criticism in many different ways. As someone 
who’s been cussed and screamed at by coaches and 
players, I have been usually a very chill person when 
it comes to calling penalties. Others might not be so 
calm, I have seen my reffing partners and colleagues 
throw coaches out of games because they can’t seem 
to find their off switch. 

“You are so brutal... That’s a terrible call... Are 
you f****** kidding me?” These are all phrases we 
have heard over the years as officials, whether it be 
from players, coaches, and even the fans. As a former 
player, I have even been one of these athletes from 
time to time, and have had to do some extra time in 
the penalty box for my actions.

As a referee, you have the power to defuse the 
situation in whatever way you can. If a player talks 
back or cusses you out, you better believe I’m sending 
them to the box. Any player who does so is assessed 
a two-minute minor for unsportsmanlike conduct and 
can be given a 10-minute misconduct penalty as well. 
Meaning they will be in the so-called “sin bin” for 12 
minutes total, where they can think more about what 
they’ve done.

With officiating there is so much going on within 
each game, and every game has totally different 

Life As A Zebra
By Matthew Denhartigh
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outcomes. These outcomes can come down to the 
decisions that we make as officials. Say you call a 
penalty on one team and the team on the powerplay 
scores, just like that you had an effect on the game, 
whether or not the penalty was a good call or not. 

With these responsibilities, reffing can be quite 
stressful in some situations, especially for young 
officials. As a young official myself, it can be quite 
difficult to learn the game as a referee, even if you 
think you know the sport. One tip that can help young 
officials is to call what you see. If you 
see something and you think it was a 
penalty put your arm up and make the 
call. 

When it comes down to it 
officiating is very fun and a great way 
to be a part of the game of hockey. 
While being a young official, it is 
important to build a good reputation 
and do the best you can to officiate 
and manage games in a smooth and 
professional manner. While officiating 
may look hard and stressful, it is truly a 
fun time and experience. As an official 
you have the power to control the ice, 
acting as a police officer for the sport 
of hockey. 

Officiating does also offer a solid paycheck, ranging 
in pay from $18 to $65 per game. Reffing younger age 
groups would offer lower wages and higher wages with 
higher levels of hockey. In some cases when games go 
by fast, you can make more than $20 an hour. This sort 
of makes the constant yelling from coaches and fans 
worth it. 

When climbing the ranks as an official it can be a 
difficult task, as someone who is somewhat short it can 
be a tough time moving up to higher levels. In higher 
leagues like Juniors or even the American Hockey 
League, they look for officials with a great physique 

and body structure. It is also essential that you are an 
excellent skater because you would be skating with 
some of the best skaters in the world. 

In some leagues, officials must try out in order to 
officiate games at that level. In these leagues, officials 
are tested on their skating skills and their knowledge 
of the rules. When you first start officiating you are also 
tested on your rulebook knowledge, but you do not 
have to worry about your skating abilities as much as 
higher-level officials.

In the National Hockey League, the 
officials are more likely to be former 
hockey players, which makes it difficult 
for officials who started young to make it 
as a professional referee in the NHL, but 
if you work your tail off and officiate at a 
high level you might be able to make your 
way to the top. Like any job, if you want to 
be successful you have to work hard and 
fight your way to the top if you want to be 
the best. In my fourth year of officiating, 
I have worked hard and have been 
rewarded through my work. Currently, 
I still officiate young youth hockey but 
have been bumped up to the high school 
varsity level. Not many young officials 
can say they’ve accomplished this. As I 
continue to officiate year in and year out, 

I’ll continue to work at my craft and knowledge of the 
game. Hopefully, as I continue my work, I can soon find 
myself officiating much higher levels of hockey.

In the end, every game tends to finish the same 
way. Players shake hands or give stick taps, and the 
coaches shake hands and say good game. No matter 
what happens during the game, whether an official 
makes a good or bad call. The coaches and officials 
nine times out of 10 have a strong mutual respect for 
one another, and both leave the ice with a handshake 
and say, “Good game coach,” and “Thank you 
stripes.”



34 | The Collegiate

It’s Time For Men To 
Start Talking About 
Mental Health

By Connor Lannen

In April, I sat in a high school gymnasium and 
had to say goodbye to a close friend. He was one 
of the most genuine people 
you could meet in a hundred 
lifetimes. 

There was a certain joy 
that he brought to the world 
and the people in which he 
surrounded himself with. When 
I was at some low points this 
past year, he was the one who 
reminded me of all of the great 
qualities I have within myself 
and he truly helped me see 
some things inside of me that 
I may have been intentionally 
blinding myself from.

The thing that haunts me is all of those qualities 
that I had to be reminded of, were the same qualities 
that Tanner possessed, maybe even to a greater 
extent. Tanner was so great at being everyone else’s 
hype man, but could never see the good within 
himself. 

It’s something that isn’t talked about enough in 
society, the mental health of men, specifically in the 
formative years of our lives. There is a certain stigma in 
society that men are supposed to be tough and be the 
providers throughout life. 

We don’t talk about our problems with our friends 
because it is a lot easier to just talk about girls and 
sports. We isolate people from what’s really going on 
in our heads because if we are open about our fragility, 
that would be seen as a weakness. 

I had a lot of very deep and reflective conversations 
within the last couple weeks, I guess that is a blessing 
that Tanner left us. I saw the beaming love in that 
gymnasium, I hugged my friends tight, I cried with 
them and I was there with them. 

It’s a pain that I would never wish upon anyone and 
it’s a pain that I am still struggling to put words to. It’s 

a pain that I sure as hell never 
want to experience again.

According to The American 
College Health Association, 
46% of male college students 
have felt that things are 
hopeless, within the last year, 
49% of male college students 
have felt overwhelming anxiety, 
and 34.8% reported feeling so 
depressed that it was difficult 
to function.

These are statistics that need 
to be recognized. There is a mental health crisis going 
on in America right now and it’s a crisis that is too 
important not to be recognized throughout the entire 
population, not just in women. It is okay to not be okay 
and there are people and resources that can help when 
you are not okay. 

Life is a crazy concept, one that I still have not fully 
grasped. Life is challenging and there are incredibly 
hard things that many of us go through in silence. For 
as many hard times as there are in life, there are just 
as many, if not more, good times. There are beautiful 
moments each and every day that a shift in perception 
will allow us to see.

(Left to Right): Zachary Backus, Connor Lannen, Jacob 
Harrod, Colin Davis
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Things are never truly as bad as they seem, and it 
takes some resilience but there are lots of ways to fix 
problems that feel like a desolate hole with no answer. 
The three largest areas that college men said they 
struggled with were academics, finances, and intimate 
relationships.

Academics may not be for everyone and it is why I 
will never pass judgement upon someone who has to 
drop out of college to focus on themselves. Troubles 
with academics are a temporary problem and in the 
big picture of life, not very important. 

Troubles with finances, again are temporary 
problems. Money comes and 
goes in life and you never 
know which opportunity you 
may be presented with as a 
way to make money. 

Heartbreak is a difficult 
thing to go through 
especially at a young and 
vulnerable age. In life, 
there will be struggles with 
intimate relationships and 
sometimes life may feel 
incredibly lonely. However, 
you never know when you 
will run into that person that 
completely changes you and brings you genuine 
happiness.

I don’t want to act like I haven’t been overwhelmed 
by those same problems in my life because that 
wouldn’t be true. The point I’m trying to make by 
tagging those problems as “temporary” is that a shift 
in perspective can be a life-saving shift.

It would amaze you how many people hide their 
problems and put on a smile everyday that has zero 
correlation to what is going on in their heads. Men are 
three times more likely to commit suicide than women 

are and I think the stigma behind “how men are 
supposed to act” is a large cause of that.

It seems as it is finally becoming normalized to talk 
about these problems and the pandemic brought out 
a lot of discussion. Mental health problems are not 
something that should or can go untreated. Although 
there has been progress lately, there still is a long way 
to go.

After the tragedy that I, as well as my hometown, 
went through, there was a simple message flooded 
across Instagram: Check in on your friends. Even the 
ones that smile all the time. There are far too many 

suicide stories from people 
who (didn’t) look suicidal.

This message is 
important because a lot of 
times you don’t realize it 
until it’s too late. Life gets 
better and normalizing 
mental health issues within 
men is a huge step to 
stopping these tragedies 
from happening. 

The biggest piece of 
advice I can provide is that 

if you are having a hard night, 
make yourself go to sleep. You will wake up in the 
morning with a fresh shot at life. I have a long way to 
go until my mental health is where I want it to be but in 

Tanner’s honor I will never take life for granted again. 

1-800-273-8255 is the National Suicide Prevention 
hotline, reach out if you need help.

GRCC also provides free counseling to students at 
(616) 234-4130.

If anyone feels inclined to donate to Tanner’s family 
after their tragic loss can donate to his GoFundMe 
titled ‘Help with Tanner’s Student Loans.’

(Left to Right): Nick Brookins, Jack Saeig, Conner Lannen, 
Jacob Harrod, Colin Davis
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“Mom I thought you said that they got rid of 
her on their packaging, look, there she is,” said my 
daughter, Aria while out shopping at a local store back 
in February. I responded, “Oh wow, I thought they 
removed that image from their packaging, but there 
she is, there’s Mia, still pictured on the whip cream 
cans, that’s interesting.” 

Although Land O’ Lakes has a great tasting 
spreadable butter (my favorite in fact), I have been 
boycotting the product for years since they continue 
to use a potentially harmful caricature to sell their 
products. Even when Land O’ Lakes recently chose 
to pull her off some of their butter products without 
explanation, recognition, or apology, it left a really 
bad taste in my mouth. Now that we’ve passed the 
one year anniversary of Land O’ Lakes removal of their 
butter icon, it’s time to have this conversation again.

A Saturday Night Live episode, from November 
8th, 2020 (with over eight million viewers on Youtube) 
has a particular skit on “cancel culture.” The skit 
alluded to the uncomfortable truths of our horrific 
historic past through a modern day lens during the 
satirical skit. At the very end of it, actor Baldwin, 
portraying a big corp executive, shouted out “...
send in the Land O’ Lakes lady please,” but without 
any known Native actor or writer on staff, or lack of 
research, they did not even say her real name. Mia 
was her name, and although her character was not 
portrayed during this skit, the theme alluded to the 
overall use of these types of iconic characters, cultures, 
and themes and how businesses profited off of these 
products for many decades without a second thought 
as to what that meant to the rest of society. Satire can 
be a powerful tool for conversation-starting. And, it 
can also perpetuate harmful stereotypes, and erase 

the very voices it’s meant to uplift. In this case, SNL 
has some ways to go on the way they represent Native 
issues.

Like SNL, many corporations have made recent 
efforts to be more culturally sensitive and inclusive. 
Particularly during the 2020 social upheaval in 
response to the murder of George Floyd. Companies 
realized that outdated and potentially racist imagery 
and themes would harm the brand, and ultimately their 
bottom dollar. But by not acknowledging their part, 
or trying to erase their role in these historically false 
use of cultures and peoples, they may still do harm. 
Some businesses made public statements while others 
simply pulled images off of their merchandise without 
explanation.

Mia has been missing from some of the Land O’ 
Lakes packaging since April 2020 and according to 
an article from eatthis.com, they still made a record 
number of butter sales due to the pandemic with 
people home cooking and baking more.  

After reading articles from the Washington Post 
and wordpress.com, along with some YouTube videos 
and social media posts, I learned more about the 
history of Mia. I found out that she had been reimaged 
several times, once by a famous Ojibwe artist, Patrick 
DesJarlait, in the mid 50s. Apparently, he strove to 
make Mia look more traditional in her regalia and, at 
the time, did not intentionally portray her to look, or 
be perceived as, overly romanticized. The artist’s adult 
children have publically vocalized their mixed feelings 
about the perception of Mia even comparing her to 
stereotypes like former team mascots. 

The fact that Land O’ Lakes hired a Native artist 
back in the 50s, shows that they knew how to continue 
their icon through a more authentic lens. Although 
butter and mass produced dairy products are not part 
of an authentic or traditional Anishinaabe diet, Land O’ 
Lakes knew better to consult with the very Natives she 
apparently represented. By not hiring an indigenous 

Mia is M.I.A
By Rachel Beecher
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person, preferably female, to help with a public 
relations statement, redesign a new package, advertise 
Mia’s backstory, fully remove the icon, or offer a sincere 
apology on behalf of the company, they continue to 
serve a great injustice. They simply shifted focus to the 
farmers, who probably should have been pictured on 
the packaging all along. Now we, the public, are left 
without this backstory, a history of using cultures and 
profit before people, and this is in very bad taste. 

My daughter and I have some Anishinaabe (a 
broadly-used term for Ojibwe Odawa, Saulteaux, 
Ojibwe, Potawatomi, Oji-Cree, and Algonquin peoples) 
ancestry and are culturally finding our way back 
slowly, like many other displaced and disenfranchised 
relatives. So, when we 
heard that Land O’ 
Lakes was removing the 
female icon, we were 
excited and waited for 
the official press release, 
the apology. I thought, 
“Yes, another small win for 
accurate representation 
and no more exploitation 
of Native peoples.” 
However, there was no 
explanation, no apology, 
or recourse and I am wondering, “Why is she still 
pictured on the whipped cream cans?” 

I see many posts concerning the removal of Mia as 
a part of a recurring pattern where Native women go 
missing, in this case an “icon,” without explanation, 
and yet the land is still there, visually portrayed with 
added trees, her absence now has a “remove the 
Indian but keep the land” as the sentiment. Although 
I agree with removing harmful images that are 
based on lies, the company should have provided 
an explanation, apology, and action, steps towards 
righting this wrong. Now consumers are left to draw 
their own potentially harmful conclusions.

As I stare at the new packaging that features the 
same idyllic pastoral background without the light-
skinned Native woman, I grow more concerned, 
knowing some of the continuous issues facing First 
Nations of Indigenous Peoples. Could Land O’ Lakes 
own up to their part in some of this? Will they be 
responsive and responsible? Are they willing to work 
with locals to bring more awareness, help to culturally 
and inclusively inform the public of our historic past 
dealings, create scholarships and fund programs to 
uplift these communities? 

Placing a real person’s image on the packaging and 
adding a QR code linking consumers to a site featuring 
Indigneous women and the important work that they 

do would be a great 
start, I call this the MIA 
project. When the public 
can see the real beauty 
of Native women, the 
culture past and present, 
we can begin to hold 
people accountable for 
their actions while raising 
awareness for MMIW, 
which is plaguing the 
Native community.

Working with a Native 
consultancy to gain permission and perspective, Land 
O’ Lakes could gather the women’s likeness and story 
in a respectful way, adding links, bios, and stories of 
perseverance and strength, helping to rectify those 
many years of sending out a cartoon image. Hopefully, 
this company, along with other businesses, will feel 
inclined to partake in the MIA project and donate 
a portion of all butter sales to the MMIW task force 
Interior Secretary Deb Haaland just established. 
#butterwithapurpose #sayhernameandshareherstory. 
For a list of people they could use in place, go to 
https://tinyurl.com/92-Names

Rachel with her daughter.
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In March of 2020, the details of wedding planning 
had yet to overwhelm me as my August nuptials 
approached. My fiance Michael and I are fairly 

modest, simple, frugal - all of the polite words to 
describe a couple that is financially not about to drop 
$10,000 on a wedding. So, we decided to leave the 
reception planning to professionals. They would bring 
in food from restaurants 
from all over Chicago, 
activities for all ages (even 
a skate ramp for kids), and 
some of the top musical 
artists from across the 
globe would perform on 
eight stages. Alleviating 
much of our wedding 
planning stress, was the 
staff of Lollapalooza.

On the night we met, I 
was smitten with this man 
who had such an interest 
in music. The house party 
that my coworkers at my new job convinced me to 
attend was quickly filling up with bodies, many I didn’t 
know. As I began to socialize, a vision of punk rock 
beauty in a plaid button-down emerged from a room 
across the way. We locked eyes. 

“Nice shirt,” he said, referring to the white cat that 
only represented a band to those who were familiar 

with the likes of Wilco. My feet knew I wanted to get 
to know him before my mind did, and I found myself 
promptly walking toward him. Over the course of the 
evening, we forgot about the party and talked about 
concerts, our favorite bands and where we held our 
musical roots. 

Coming from a musical 
family, I had a lot to 
say about it for anyone 
who took the time to 
listen. 

Growing up, my father 
was a local solo artist that 
played at restaurants and 
benefit concerts across 
West Michigan and had 
previously been in a few 
popular local bands. 
While other kids were 
showing me the wonders 
of early-aughts teen pop 

sensations, my father was showing me how emotionally 
diverse songwriting could be with music from the 
Beatles, Carole King, Roy Orbison, and so many more 
talented artist.

He taught the importance of music to my older 
brother, Josh, nine years before I came along and that 
gave him a sizable lead to explore the talent of the 

I Can Hear The Bells
By Annah Johnson
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90s. With the base knowledge of how music worked 
structurally and emotionally, Josh found love for artists 
beyond the net cast by our father. Countless artist from 
countless genres, but some notable favorites being 
The Strokes, Beck, Green Day, Radiohead and Wilco.

Over the years, my brother and I bonded over 
the music he fell in love with and shared with me. We 
wrote together, listened together and often played 
as a duo in our free time. Wilco was one of the bands 
that always stuck with me, their music was starting to 
soundtrack a huge part of my life. My early adulthood 
was filled with angst, pain, melancholy, happiness, 
heartache, love and hope for the future, and Wilco had 
a special ability to provide me with emotional literacy 
to feel the weight of what it means to be human.

I had never really been to a concert, let alone an 
entire weekend festival. My first conversation with 
Michael involved some of his elaborate tales of his 
favorite shows and experiences from his many trips to 
Chicago to attend Lollapalooza. It was one of those 
moments where you are in awe of someone recounting 
their life experiences, almost skeptical of their stories 
that sound too good to be true. It sounded a little 
far-fetched to me that someone would enjoy running 
a mile from stage to stage for 11 hours straight, four 
days in a row in the summer heat. 

Thursday, Aug. 2, 2018, I found myself spread 
eagle on a dingy hotel room floor. Throbbing feet, 
sweat pooling, sunburnt shoulders, ears ringing, and 
every cell in my body pleading me to chug more water. 

As I mustered up the energy and faith in my feet to 
withstand the weight of my body for an entire shower’s 
length of time, I felt a heavy feeling wash over me. 
I realized that day was one of the first times I ever 
experienced the true beauty of music.

I found that something unique happens when 
you are standing in a crowd of 10,000 people at 
Lollapalooza. The stress of life outside the festival 
gates melts away and your mind opens fully to the 
present moment. You simultaneously feel the energy 
of every single person around you and recognize your 
own in its entirety. There is a magical realization that all 
of the people around you are so different and unique, 
but you all share something in common - the love of 
music ringing from the stage in front of you. The true 
beauty of music is duality. It is for you, and it is for 
everyone.

“I realized that day was 
one of the first times I 

ever experienced the true 
beauty of music.”
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The next day, Michael and I were running around 
the festival separately before the headliners took the 
stage. We decided to meet up at our designated 
hydration station signpost to watch Bruno Mars at the 
end of the night. I made my way from listening to 
one of my favorite bands, The National, at one end 

of the park to the meeting place. As I approached the 
signpost, I saw Michael and his curly hair bouncing 
on the grass as he physically expressed how much he 
was enjoying this moment. One of those split seconds 
where your heart signals a message to your brain to 
say, “this thing you are seeing right now will be a vivid 
picture in your mind for the rest of your life.” I took the 
mental picture and then I registered Bruno Mars’ words 
that were radiating through the trees.

“It’s a beautiful night, we’re looking for something 
dumb to do. Hey baby, I think I wanna marry you.”

A cosmic shot to the heart. It was one of those 
instants where, upon recollection, your dopamine 
levels rush up to the exact measure of that second in 
time, where you can smell the heat of that day fading 
into a summer night, and the universe enveloping you 
as if to say, “this is where you are meant to be.” Turns 
out, that moment that is now such a vivid picture, was 
when we both knew we wanted to marry each other. 

A year later, on Aug 1, 2019, we announced that 
we were engaged to be married a year to date. Our 
ceremony was to take place just a few blocks from 
Grant Park at a favorite Karaoke bar, Brando’s, and 
celebrate our reception at the Lollapalooza 2020 
festival. This method of celebration was the perfect 
embodiment of our relationship, the beauty of our 
relationship involved us so naturally being individuals 
and being us. The duality of music was something we 
both enormously enjoyed, and reflected how we felt 
about being together, making a music festival all the 
more fitting for us to center our wedding around.

The excitement of our wedding invitations arriving 
in the mail quickly faded. Only hours after fawning 
over the freshly printed papers resembling a vintage 
summer concert poster, the world came to a halt. 
Growing reports of countries shutting down, states 
going into lockdown and a looming cloud of fear for 
the unknown consumed most of the globe. Weeks 
went by, and the photos of the streets in downtown 
Chicago with no life present were a heavy indicator 
that our wedding was the least of our worries. 

We waited to postpone, hoping to see a glimmer of 
hope that things would turn around and the festivities 
would resume. They didn’t, and we finally announced 
that our wedding was indefinitely postponed. 

CELEBRATION
WEDDING

YOU ARE INVITED TO 

Brunch to follow ceremony 
Dancing and Debauchery to follow in Grant Park

CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 
343 Dearborn St

Brando’s Speakeasy

2020

08/01 9:00

OF

THE

IN THE 
MORNING

SATURDAY

&MICHAEL 
PATRICK APPLE

ANNAH 
TAYLOR JOHNSON
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I have one of the invitations sitting on my desk to 
this day, a whole year later. Maybe I am keeping it 
there in the open just as a masochistic reminder of the 
derailing, but perhaps it symbolizes something bigger 
than that. Looking at the invitation now, I hold a sense 
of sadness, uncertainty and loss, but I also feel hope, 
curiosity and excitement. 

One of my major life events is in a place of 
suspended reality. Michael and I were placed in an 
uncomfortable position where a wedding could still 
happen, even in the fashion that we had originally 
planned, but nobody could say when. Like so many 
others across the globe, we have been sprinting 
through the past year hoping someone can give us 
an answer, hoping that someone or something can fix 
the pandemic and return us back to normalcy, letting 
us continue on with our lives. But if I have learned 
anything from a global pandemic, I’ve learned to 
cherish the moment.

When you are walking back to the hotel after a 
concert and you think about how that moment in time 
is now just a memory, it reminds you how fleeting time 
can be and how enjoying moments for what they are 
is so important. When I am looking back, reminiscing 
about seeing Bruno Mars, I think about how beautiful 
of a memory that was because I was so truly present 

in that moment. Looking back at the last year, I realize 
now that I had spent a lot of time just praying the days 
away, waiting for this seemingly neverending moment 
to pass. 

Now, looking at this invitation, I see so much more 
than a piece of paper with a general itinerary. I see 
Michael’s name beside mine, right where it’s supposed 
to be. I see all of our memories of countless concerts, 
melting ice cream cones, sleepy Saturday mornings 
and everything in between. I see my family for what 
it is now and the potential for it to grow. I see dates 
that can be easily changed with some craft supplies. 
I see that I don’t want things to go back to normal, I 
want things we have learned through the pandemic to 
generate some much-needed change. I see the past 
year in all of its duality, the collective sadness and pain, 
but also as the once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to step 
back and remember to cherish my loved ones. I see 
a lifetime ahead of me, and I don’t want to waste any 
more time proverbially waiting for my life to begin. 

The fate of my wedding is in the hands of 
many some spike proteins, the country as a whole, 
lawmakers, the State of Illinois, Perry Ferrell - all but 
my own. Until Perry lets me know the details, I’m 
happy to wait and cherish every moment I have in the 
meantime with Wilco playing in the background. 

“I have one of the 
invitations sitting on my 
desk to this day, a whole 

year later.”
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For many people, the COVID-19 pandemic has 
been the worst year and counting of their life. 

Whether it be from a loss attributed to COVID-19, 
the restrictions imposed forcing people to work and 
attend school from their homes, with businesses shut 
down and their social life as they knew it disappeared, 
people’s lives were turned upside down.

As Grand Rapids Community College announced 
they were stopping in-person classes for two weeks, 
I found myself rejoicing over the slight break in the 
midst of a grueling winter semester. Five days a week, I 
was on campus and struggling under the weight of my 
course load. So, as I said, I welcomed the time away, 
but with the switch to virtual learning, I realized this 
was more than just a second spring break.

After GRCC shifted to remote learning, I found this 
was actually something that I could get behind. I’ve 
always been a homebody, so when our living rooms 
became our classrooms I thought I would find my 
groove. Being the oldest person in most of my classes 
at GRCC, I would catch myself thinking that I had this 
school thing figured out, and turning 30 only solidified 
that in my mind. I had lived through seemingly 
everything life could throw at me, and kept it moving. 
However, being at home, introduced distractions 
that weren’t present in the classroom, as well as the 
opportunity to turn off your camera and mute your 
microphone.

Now as long as your name appeared on screen, 
you could attend class, while napping or cleaning or 
even playing video games. Due to this, my grades 
slipped, as the isolation caused my anxiety to fester. 
Without an outlet I let it run rampant, often sleeping 
for 14+ hours before diving into an extended stretch 
with a PS4 controller in my hand. As the final weeks of 
the semester began to disappear I was in jeopardy of 
failing my classes and disrupting my G.I. Bill benefits. 
But with the help of great professors and personal 
dedication, I locked in on my classes and managed to 
scrape by with passing grades. However, I hadn’t dealt 
with the anxiety and abandonment issues, instead I 
was burying them, and with the two-week shutdown 
of on-campus classes continuing into the summer, it 
felt inevitable that I would once again leave GRCC 
disgraced, even if only in my own mind.

Even though I was battling my own self-destructive 
thought patterns, my mind became my biggest asset. 
For most of my life, I have been driven by a fear of not 
being enough, and if I was going to fail to cross the 
finish line at GRCC, I was going to go down swinging.

With the way the G.I. Bill is structured, you’re only 
covered for classes in your degree path, it is hard 
to find a break from the grind of classes to explore 
what interests you. So I would try to find an easy class 
on the list and had been lucky thus far. But the first 
half of the summer semester showed me that I don’t 

The Most Inf luential Year, 
So Far

By Sean Chase
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actually know what constitutes an easy class. I once 
again found myself behind and prepared to find a new 
avenue to pursue a career in sports talk radio. Then, as 
I was reaching an overwhelming level of anxiety due to 
the extended isolation, my brother went back to work.

This meant that someone would have to babysit my 
niece during the week. At this point in the pandemic, 
I was begging to leave my house and the never-
ending cycle of Minecraft, stressing about homework I 
wasn’t willing to commit time to and overthinking, so I 
jumped at the opportunity.

Not only would it give 
me the ability to leave my 
house, but I would be able 
to spend valuable time with 
my niece at a time where 
the world seemed like it 
could end at any moment. 
At first it felt impossible 
to keep her entertained, 
help with her classwork, 
and knock out the insane 
amount of homework being 
assigned in my classes. 
Then slowly but surely we 
developed a rhythm. Once 
she woke up, we would 
leave the house for a quick, 
but expensive, trip to the 
local pizza place/gas station 
for pigs-in-a-blanket and yellow sport-top Gatorades.

After eating, it was time for homework, with 
intermittent breaks filled by watching the Hermitcraft 
series on Youtube or an impromptu lesson on life, 
courtesy of Uncle Sean. Lunch. Homework. Then my 
brother or his wife would get home from work, I would 
chat for a bit and dip-out before dinner to head home 
and respond to the discussion board posts for my 
classes.

Without noticing, as time went by I found the 
structure I was looking for. I got by through the first 
half of the summer semester, and then in the second 
portion I took multicultural literature for children. 
Going in, I was excited because I have always enjoyed 
reading, but as the stressors of life mounted, it fell to 
the wayside. What I didn’t expect was to find books 
that explored every range of emotion. With the 
books being set in Michigan, I found a connection 
which intensified because they touched on personally 
relevant subject matter such as losing a parent, 

adoption and abandonment 
issues.

Having dealt with all of 
these issues I was drawn 
into the texts of the class 
and would often read while 
my niece was reading next 
to me. Instead of constantly 
being plugged into the TV, 
when we weren’t working on 
homework, we would read 
books from my class such 
as “Bud Not Buddy” or play 
board games in an attempt 
to add something to her 
summer vacation.

Once the summer was 
over my niece began the 
third grade virtually. While it 

was a drastic change to our structure, I was able to see 
what it is like from the teacher’s perspective. During 
her zoom classes, I would find myself encouraging 
my niece to turn her microphone on and respond to 
the teacher to break the awkward silence. As I would 
prod her to respond, I realized that I was one of those 
students. While I wasn’t in the third grade, when the 
pandemic hit and teachers were scrambling to adjust 
their lesson plans and adapt to virtual learning, I too 
turned off my camera and went silent.  



44 | The Collegiate

This changed how I viewed the lockdown 
associated with the COVID-19 pandemic and my 
future education. After being a camera-off, muted-
mic participant in most zoom calls, I told myself that I 
had to be an active participant in my education while 
enjoying my final semester at GRCC.

With only Intercultural Communication left looming 
over my head before I could call myself an alumni 
of GRCC, I had the freedom to add classes into my 
schedule that were aligned with what I wanted to do 
professionally. After signing up for a hybrid digital 
media production class, I stumbled across Introduction 
to Journalism.

Going into that class I didn’t know about The 
Collegiate and I was anticipating a textbook heavy 
briefing on how journalists go about their day-to-day 
business. However, once again I was wrong. Having 
missed the first class meeting, when I showed up for 
the second class filled with new faces, I found out that 
we were going to have to interview people and the 
whole nine yards, with the goal of writing articles to be 
published online.

Consistently during the lockdown, I would tell my 
niece, “no matter what, chase your dreams,” which 
was often followed by a self-deprecating joke about 
my status as a 30 year old community college student. 
Though I would constantly downplay it, being able to 
write stories and work in sports for a living had always 
been my dream.

All of a sudden, my anxiety and low self-esteem 
allowed me to begin questioning if I was capable 
of covering sports in any form. Once again I would 
turn my microphone off, and at times my camera 
off, disappearing into the background of the class. 
Then as I was preparing for an annual fishing trip, the 
opportunity to cover the GRCC men’s and women’s 
cross country teams was offered to the class. With 
no one speaking up, I turned on my microphone and 
volunteered to cover the team.

One negative of living in the moment constantly is 
that I rarely know the exact date of things that I commit 
myself to, because of this I had double booked. So 
when it came time to head out, I was packing my 
newly purchased recorder, my green notebook, and 
my computer for a weekend fishing trip on the Pere 
Marquette River.

Although I wasn’t able to reach Matt Sicilia, the 
head coach of the GRCC cross country teams at the 
time, I wrote up an article. After adding his comments, 
and extensive edits, I was a published writer. As soon 
as I got a taste of telling a story, I was hooked, and 
I dove into the class. All the while, slowly building 
confidence as I printed the articles off for proof that I 
had done it. Just as I was beginning to find my footing, 
while still finding time to pick my niece up from the 
bus, I was asked to apply for the Sports Editor position.

Once the interview process was complete, via 
Zoom, I closed the application, at least I thought, and 
proceeded to unleash an expletive laced celebration, 
as I realized I had attained a deep-seated life goal. 
Then the fear of failure set in.

While covering the cross country, I was able to 

“My fear turned 
into a passion as 

I developed a love 
for reporting and 

writing.”



 The Collegiate|45

bring my niece to take pictures of a practice, which 
ended up on the publication. Every-step of way, I 
kept the people closest to me involved in everything 
Collegiate. After an outrageously successful season for 
both the men’s and women’s cross country teams, their 
incredible performances allowed them to attend the 
National Junior College Athletic Association Division II 
national championship meet. 
Prior to the teams heading out 
for Fort Dodge, Iowa, GRCC 
held a socially distant event in 
celebration of their success. 
Once again, my niece was by 
my side, as I met the President 
of GRCC, Bill Pink, the Interim 
Athletic Director, David 
Selmon.

As the fall semester 
progressed, my fear turned 
into passion as I developed 
a love for reporting and 
writing. With the end of my 
career nearing, I attempted 
to change my degree path to 
reflect my newfound desire, 
but because I had completed 
all of the requirements for a 
communication degree. I was 
left with a decision, walk away 
from the Collegiate, just as 
I was on the verge of accomplishing more goals or 
pay out of pocket for the classes required to stay on 
the staff. The decision was easy, the process was a 
different story.

Although it took a good deal of effort to find 
financing, at the last minute Sallie Mae came through 
and I kept pushing forward. However, due to the 
stress surrounding if I would even be able to afford 
continuing my education, a sentence from my niece 
brought me back to earth. On a normal trip to the 

store, while I was talking to her about the situation. 
She mentioned that she was proud of me, because I 
always tell her to chase her dreams, and I’m doing just 
that.

Now that my last official semester at GRCC is over, 
I’m left with a bittersweet feeling. While I was able to 

develop a sports podcast, write 
some quality pieces, and help 
others grow as writers, during 
the busiest time in community 
college sports history. It is sad 
to walk away from such an 
incredible group of people in 
search of personal growth, but 
life is all about perspectives. I 
learned so much about how I 
interact with my family from the 
pieces shared by other students, 
and for that I must be grateful.

As the process of handing 
over my responsibilities to the 
next Sports Editor began, the 
Michigan Community College 
Press Association 2021 awards 
were announced. Many of 
the top awards were given to 
the people who have helped 
influence my life, in such a short 
time. If COVID-19 hadn’t forced 
virtual learning upon the world, 

I wouldn’t have found the career I want to pursue nor 
would I have been able to tell my story. So as crazy 
as it sounds the yearlong shutdown has been life 
changing for me. By being forced to adjust, I learned 
to appreciate every bit of the journey and if you share 
as much of it as possible with the ones you love, it can 
have a lasting effect on the world.
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