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Letter From the Editors
When I (Jacob) was a kid, I would ask my dad for permission before I went to the movies or headed to the 
mall with my friends.  He was a man of  many questions, and would always respond to my request with a 
slew of  inquiries:  Who are you going with?  Have I met them before?  How are you getting there?  When 
are you planning on being back?  Just the other day, he sent a string of  texts drilling me with questions 
about every minor detail regarding my plans for the weekend though I’m an adult.
 From the very beginning, it would frustrate me when his interrogations began.  He wanted to know 
what I was planning on doing, what my backup plan was going to be if  my first option fell through.  I 
wanted simply to go out, and had no patience for my dad’s five-minute barrage of  questions that became 
an indubitable expectation if  I wanted permission to spend time with friends.  I didn’t realize his rationale 
behind the questions.  I didn’t realize that he continued to ask them because he was a careful man - because 
in addition to keeping me out of  trouble, he was trying to keep me safe.  He was trying to keep our family 
reputation safe from the judgments of  others.
 He was in the business of  ensuring that I upheld my values, reminding me constantly that I was rep-
resenting more than just myself.  My actions and my words and the decisions that I made all reflected back 
on my family, on my Christian upbringing, and on my heritage.  Regardless of  whether it’s right or wrong, 
people will pass judgments on the whole based on experiences with the individual.  Wherever and whoever 
we are, we are always representing something higher than purely ourselves.
 So it is with America today. We see a couple delinquents behaving poorly, and decide that everyone 
in their entire culture need to be monitored more carefully.  We are given witness to a couple of  police 
taking extreme action and begin to think that no one in uniform can be trusted anymore.  We believe that 
because someone voted for Trump in the election, they must stand by every decision that the president 
makes, knowing full well that supporters of  Clinton don’t automatically align themselves completely with 
her ideals.
 There is, in this day and age, a redefining of  what it means to be an American.  It evades public con-
versation and private discussion, ranging from books like Anand Giridharadas’ The True American to the 
hushed whispers of  outsiders looking in.  And the debate is divisive, if  anything.  To some, America is now 
an unwelcoming atmosphere.  To others, the redefined American is someone who stands up and says “no 
more.”  It is a melting pot that welcomes all cultures, or it is a nation that no longer opens its borders to 
their neighbor.  Now more than ever before, the definition of  America is shifting in the eyes of  many, its 
reputation built by the individuals that claim the country as their own. 
People try to define Americans stereotypically thinking they know who we are, how we are, and what we 
believe. We aren’t just one race, religion, or culture like we see in our founding fathers or maybe in the fig-
ureheads of  government and big business. We came from different places, some of  us still dream of  being 
citizens, and some Americans aren’t yet here. 
With this magazine, we want to feature the Americans of  Grand Valley and greater Grand Rapids to show 
that in 2017 Americans are now an ever-growing heterogenous population that should be not be berated 
because of  our differences, but recognized and celebrated. We’re representing something bigger and, hope-
fully, something better happening to our country.

Managing Editors,
Jacob Van Singel & Rachel McLaughlin
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News & events
A Diversity of  Wins at the 89th 
Academy Awards
Kyle Gandy

The 89th Academy Awards, hosted by Jimmy Kimmel on Sunday 
February 26, did not disappoint. Despite the blunder surrounding 
who won best picture (Moonlight, not La La Land), there were 
plenty of  other applaud-worthy moments. Mahershala Ali broke 
through the painstakingly time-warped threshold, and became the 
first Muslim to win an Oscar for Best Supporting Actor in Moon-
light. Moonlight, a film surrounding a young black man growing 
up in Miami with the support of  the community, also won Best 
Writing Adapted Screenplay. 
Viola Davis won Best Supporting Actress in her performance 
in Fences while others who were nominated included: Naomie 
Harris (Moonlight), Nicole Kidman (Lion), Octavia Spencer 
(Hidden Figures), and Michelle Williams (Manchester by the Sea). 
Emma Stone (La La Land) won Best Actress over Isabelle Hup-
pert (Elle), Ruth Negga (Loving), Natalie Portman (Jackie), and 
Meryl Streep (Florence Foster Jenkins). La La Land took home 
five other Oscars that night including: Best Original Music Score, 
Best Song, Best Cinematography, Best Production Design, and 
Best Director (Damien Chazelle). Zootopia won Best Animated 
Feature, OJ Simspon: Made in America won Best Documentary 
Feature, Manchester by the Sea won Best Original Screenplay, and 
Casey Affleck won Best Actor over Andrew Garfield (Hacksaw 
Ridge), Ryan Gosling (La La Land), Viggo Mortensen (Captain 
Fantastic), and Denzel Washington (Fences). 

Aquinas Presentations
Kyle Gandy

Grand Rapids, MI – Aquinas hosted the Great Decisions series 
of  the World Affairs Council at the Performing Arts Center. 
These presentations dealt with a wide array of  global topics and 
areas such as: Latin America (February 6), Energy (February 13), 
Nuclear Security (February 20), China (February 27), Afghanistan 
(March 13), Trade (March 20), the EU (March 27), and Saudi Ara-
bia (April 3). Although Grand Valley is not hosting these events, 
GV supported and urged their students to make an appearance to 
learn more about the world around them. 
When I 
appeared at the Energy presentation February 3, I didn’t know 
what to expect. Energy? I thought to myself, Isn’t that literally 
everything? So, they’re going condense the study of  “everything” 
into an hour and a half  presentation? Fortunately, my minor crit-
icisms were misguided. In fact, the two presenters, Keith Schnei-
der (Senior Editor and Chief  Correspondent for Circle of  Blue) 
and Liz Kirkwood (Executive Director of  Global Choke Point), 
narrowed their focus on water. Both presenters offered wonderful 
perspectives into the necessity of  keeping Michigan’s water clean 
for the people. The Great Lakes provide 20% of  the world’s fresh 

water and 95% of  the US’s fresh water. They talked 

Liz Kirkwood presenting at the Performing Arts 
Center at Aquinas. 
Photo by Kyle Gandy

from nuclear and oil consumption, two primary energies that are 
damaging to the planet and consume the most water. Schneider 
and Kirkwood ended their presentation by describing the Line 5 
pipeline that rests on the lake floor near Mackinac Island stating 
Enbridge Inc. installed this pipeline, the same company respon-
sible for the 2010 Kalamazoo oil spill – the nation’s largest-ever 

Mahershala Ali proudly brandishes his Oscar for Best 
Supporting Actor in Moonlight.
Photo by the New Indian Express
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Mike Ilitch Passing
Kyle Gandy

Chances are if  you have lived in the state of  Michigan for more 
than a year, the name Mike Ilitch has popped. Whether you are 
fond of  sports or Little Caesars Pizza or not, the achievements by 
this man go far beyond Stanley Cups or World Series contentions. 
In the early ‘90s, Russian hockey players began entering the NHL. 
While Russians are a staple in the NHL today, it was difficult 
to convince someone to pack up and leave everything behind 
to pursue the best hockey league in the world (although this is 
debatable given the past two decades of  Soviet dominance in in-
ternational play), especially during a time when tensions between 
the U.S. and Russia (U.S.S.R.), for lack of  a better term, were 
rather heated. 
Russian hockey transformed and revolutionized the game. Their 
focus emphasized team based aspects; their mantra was etched in 
the belief  that the most dangerous person on the ice was the per-
son without the puck, and every player was a viable asset. Ilitch, 
with a keen eye, made a daring effort to include the most Russian 

players on a roster at once. With the help of  Scotty Bowman, the 
legendary coach of  the Red Wings during this time, constructed 
the first 5-man line up including all Russian players. The Russian 
Five, as they were called, became a nightmare for other teams. 
Their finesse, chemistry, and teamwork was something to truly 
marvel at. 
Although the U.S. and Russia have had their ups and downs with 
one another, the olive branch offered by Ilitch changed the NHL 
forever, and elevated the game thanks to the diverse ensemble of  
players from all around the world. His passing on February 10 
saddens many Michaganders, but his endearing altruistic legacy 
will live on for eternity. 

Grand Rapids Latin Film Festival: 
March 31 - April 2
Kyle Gandy

The Wealthy Street Theatre will be hosted their seventh annu-
al film festival that offered a wide range of  perspectives from 
around the world. The festival showcased nine award-winning 
films from Brazil, Mexico, Guatemala, Argentina, Peru, Co-
lombia, Ecuador, and Uruguay that have made their way into 
American culture. Some films were followed by a discussion with 
directors and local speakers. The universities sponsoring this 

Mike Illitch hoisting the Stanley Cup in 1998 next to Vyacheslav Kozlov, the 
left-winger of  the Russian Five. 
Photo from The New York Times.

land based oil spill. It took the company a full week to even 
respond and begin their clean up. 
Line 5 was installed in 1953 and was guaranteed to last 50 years 
before problems would arise. The pipeline has Keith and Liz wor-
ried because the location pipeline is pivotal and would bleed into 
other great lakes causing a shortage to the worlds already with-
ering fresh water supply. They urged students and all individuals 
to ban together and protest the removal of  Line 5 before it’s too 
late. Powerful corporations such as Enbridge will not cease until 
governments get involved and governments will not get involved 
until the citizens come together and put their collective foot 
down. This act of  protest has the possibility of  not only helping 
those in our immediate surroundings, but our country and our 
planet.

The sign up at the Latin Film Festival
Photo from Grand Valley State University
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Op-ed
She for She
Chiara Licari

Emma Watson’s beautifully written UN speech, given in Sep-
tember of  2014, outlined how vital it is for men to stand up for 
women and participate in the feminist movement, launching the 
He for She campaign. Although about two and a half  years and 
a Trump later, I find the movement evermore relevant. Men of  
course, should stand up with their fellow human beings fighting 
for equality, yet I wonder whether women are even standing up 
for each other.
With the Women’s March in Washington DC on January 21, the 
day after President Trump’s inauguration, women gathered to 
stand up for their rights, revolting against the misogyny that has 
taken over the white house. However, a dangerous decision was 
made days before the event. The march’s organizers revoked their 
partnership with New Wave Feminists, a secular, prolife group, 
stating that the march’s platform has always been prochoice. Au 
contraire, this platform did not encompass what all feminists 
identify with, transforming the march for women into a march 
for prochoicers. Starting the partnership and then cutting it off  
sent a hypocritical message to society and also limited the diversi-
ty in the protest.
Do not misunderstand me when I defend prolife groups—I do 
not condone graphic Facebook posts of  bloody miniature limbs 
screaming murderous convictions on your newsfeed, nor do I 
discredit the value many, including myself, place on an unborn 
child’s life. I am fully aware and understanding of  why abortion 
exists; However, whereas women’s rights indeed deal with the 
controversial issue, it does not stand alone. Eradicating discrim-
ination in the workplace, closing the wage gap, eliminating the 
Pink Tax, and resisting prejudice are all extremely worthy causes 
to walk, to march, to fight for. These are issues that the entire 
world united to combat for as they marched in their own coun-
tries on that same day, issues that every woman faces—prolife or 
prochoice. 
As a march for women, not a prochoice rally, it was inappropriate 
and harmful to stop the New Wave Feminists’ sponsorship. The 
significance of  uninviting prolife women that identify as feminists 
suggests that one cannot truly be fighting for women’s rights if  
she doesn’t believe in the right to choose. The objective of  the 
march was to illustrate that many do not align with how President 
Trump views and interacts with women as a whole, not only on 
his abortion views. It’s difficult to listen to anyone who dismisses 
half  of  the population to be no more than a possession, a means 
of  pleasure. It’s humiliating to hear the man running our country 
limit a woman’s purpose to making sure that dinner is ready right 
when her husband gets home and that his button up is ironed 
every morning. This was reason enough to ignite a flame within 
all women who wished to speak against this disgusting stereotype 
and create a protest.  
In turn, the decision to cut ties with the New Wave Feminists, 
a group that complies with the opposition of  Trump’s rheto-

ric, contradicts the diversity in feminism. Filtering the opinions 
included at the Women’s March censors a true representation 
of  women’s opinions, showing what certain kinds of  feminists 
believe. Not only does this restrict feminism’s connotation, an 
alarming thought as it has been evolving for the better since 
Susan B. Anthony herself, but also dictates that there can only be 
one right way to participate in the movement, something quite 
different than other issues they associate with, including diversity 
and inclusivity. Showing only one side is similar to only watching 
Fox News, to only reading The New York Times—it does not 

inspire discussion nor unity, both of  which we so desperately 
need in our country. 
But can one truly be a feminist and be prolife? Absolutely. Or-
ganizations such as New Wave Feminists and Feminists for Life 
have based their values on that exactly. Their principles outline 
how women can help empower each other without abortion 
being the answer. They provide support for women struggling 
in their situations, recognizing just as the other groups, that the 
struggles women face before, during, or after pregnancy are valid 
and worth fighting against. These groups empathize with women 
going through difficult situations and take action, helping them 
find resources that will assist them after giving birth—defying the 
“pro-birth” argument many choose to use. 
If  women would like to prove a point, make a difference, create a 
better life for their daughters, and give Trump what he deserves, 
then they must work together to reach their common goal. 
Although abortion is a large part of  women’s rights, it is not the 
only one, and women should empower each other to understand 
their discrepancies and continue marching forward.

A woman holds up a sign during a protest march.
Photo by Leah Fishwick
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MDMA and the Potential Use for 
Psychotherapy
Kyle Gandy

MDMA (Methylenedioxymethamphetamine), also known as 
Ecstasy or Molly, is on the cusp of  becoming an over the counter 
drug. The distribution may be transitioning from grungy night-
clubs and drug dealers to pharmacies and psychiatrists. The FDA 
(Food and Drug Administration) this past November, according 
to the New York Times, gave permission for MDMA to enter a 
phase 3 clinical trial – the last step before becoming a prescrip-
tion drug. This is exciting news for those who are suffering from 
PTSD (Post-Traumatic Stress Disorder) and other psychological 
illnesses. 
MDMA was first created in 1912 by the German pharmaceutical 
company, Merck. However, this drug was not ingested by humans 
until almost a half  century later. Some psychiatrists called ecstasy 
‘penicillin for the soul.’” In the 80’s, MDMA became popular in 
urban and gay communities and in the 90’s, became a staple for 
nightclubs and electronic music events. However, MDMA has 
struggled to receive the recognition it deserves as a therapeutic 
enhancement, and instead was classified as a schedule 1 drug in 
the U.S and around the world. 
Traditional prescription medication such as opiates and anti-de-
pressants create more addicts than solutions for the patients who 
are being treated for PTSD. With medical marijuana’s transition 
from incarceration to medication, and the benefits it has pro-
vided for those who suffer from arthritis, back pain, insomnia, 
and a plethora of  other medical issues, it’s time for a necessary 
next step towards regulating “illegal drugs.” Ben Sessa, a med-
ical doctor who specializes in mental health, in his TED Talk, 
believes MDMA could be the breakthrough for psychiatry that 
anti-biotics were for general medicine over a century ago. MDMA 
has the potential to help those in need, while also opening the 
door for other non-traditional therapeutic drugs such as LSD, psi-
locybin, and DMT which have proven to be less addictive and far 
more effective in terms of  treatment when compared to current 
prescription medication. 
 What effects does MDMA have on the brain, and how 
can it help individuals struggling with PTSD? The founder of  
MAPS (Multidisciplinary Association for Psychedelic Studies), 
Rick Doblin, in an interview with CNN said:
MDMA reduces activity in the amygdala where fear is processed 
and it increases activity in the prefrontal cortex where people put 
things in association and context. So, people are able to look at 
dramatic memories, the fear is reduced and then they’re able to 
separate out that it was happening then and not now, and don’t 
have to be triggered so much when they have the memories.
Mr. Doblin continued claiming MDMA is not the therapy itself, 
but assists in the therapeutic process. 
This is helpful because 1 in 7 veterans retuning from Iraq or 
Afghanistan suffer from PTSD (although PTSD can stem from 
sexual assault, child abuse, and other stressful events). Symptoms 
of  PTSD include: increased sleep disturbance (nightmares about 
the event), exaggerated startle response (the ability to trigger a 
traumatic memory from ordinary tasks), irritable behavior/angry 
outbursts, a persistent negative emotional state, lack of  interest 
in activities, hypervigilance (on edge/elevated levels of  anxiety), 

and many more. Individuals suffering from PTSD have decreased 
activity in the prefrontal cortex which means they sometimes 
struggle deciphering what occurred in the past and what is occur-
ring in the present. 
Furthermore, MDMA increases the release of  oxytocin and 
prolactin which are hormones associated with trust and bonding 
allowing patients to discuss their trauma more openly. Meanwhile, 
the drug is reducing their anxiety, but slightly stimulating them 
which creates a perfect middle ground to feel both relaxed and 
engaged in therapy. 
In an article from The Guardian, Alice, a woman who was sexu-
ally abused by her father as a child, signed up for a clinical trial in 
psychotherapy that used MDMA as a therapeutic enhancement. 
She claimed the drug “supports you. You can start looking at all 
your experiences and how they are affecting you. I had the first 
few minutes of  peace I’ve had in years.” Numerous studies have 
been conducted showing the promise MDMA has as a therapeu-
tic assistant. A pilot study that was published on July 19, 2010 by 
Rick Doblin, Michael and Ann Mithoefer, Mark Wagner, and Lisa 
Jerome discovered that after two eight hour sessions – along  with 
other weekly non-drug induced therapy – 83 percent of  partici-
pants no longer qualified for PTSD at the two month follow up. 
Also, more importantly, after a four year follow up, the results 
continued to remain positive. Equivalent results have been found 
in other studies as well. A study cited in the New York Times 
said, “After three doses of  MDMA administered under a psy-
chiatrist’s guidance, the patients reported a 56 percent decrease 
of  severity of  symptoms on average,” and “by the end of  the 
study, two-thirds no longer met the criteria for having PTSD.” 
No matter where someone stands on their opinions for drugs, it 
is difficult to refute the evidence that is being presented and the 
overall effectiveness of  MDMA in psychotherapy. 
Unfortunately, no argument is fool proof. MDMA has the poten-
tial to influence patients into believing they need to continually 
take the drug to reduce their symptoms (not to mention, chase 
the feeling of  euphoria that the drug induces). There is some 
evidence that long-term MDMA abuse can cause brain lesions, a 
form of  brain damage that inhibits neural communications. Yet, 
according to Ben Sessa, this occurs when people are habitually 
buying MDMA from a drug dealer where the purity of  the drug 
is questionable and has the potential to be much less than if  they 
were receiving it from a doctor or psychiatrist where the purity 
level is around 99 percent. Moreover, there needs to be more 
trial runs conducted on long term effects before legalizing this 
substance. The upside to this is MDMA is entering a phase 3 
trail from the FDA which is a rigorous tribulation to pass. So, it 
is at least getting a thorough investigation to conclude whether 
this drug is worth using. Correspondingly, many patients from 
MDMA psychotherapy claim they do not feel the need to abuse 
MDMA outside of  therapy sessions because the drug has long 
lasting positive effects that stay with the patient long after the 
drug wears off. 
This is an exciting time for psychotherapists and patients. The 
results from earlier studies have proven to be effective. There are 
still plenty of  studies to be conducted, but at least the FDA is giv-
ing MDMA an opportunity to change the way psychotherapy can 
be conducted. Additionally, most studies involving MDMA have 
been tested on those suffering from PTSD, and have yet to see 
the light of  day for the potential success they could have with less 
severe psychological illnesses such as depression or anxiety.  
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Reviews
AWP Intro Awards Review
Kramer Schultz

 On February 23 this semester, The Student Reading 
Series presented the AWP Intro Awards in the Mary Idema Pew 
library on the Allendale campus. The ceremony, led by senior 
writing majors Teresa Williams and Joslyn Mara, ran for a little 
over an hour in the Multi-purpose room of  the library, located on 
the lower level. 
The event began with a reading from Matt Bain for his honor-
able-mentioned “Crystalline Trail,” a nonfiction piece about a trip 
he embarked on with his young daughter through a park trail and 
the lessons she was able to teach him through his work. 
 The winning nonfiction piece titled “Stereocilia,” by 
Chelsea Billings was a beautifully written story about the fears of  
motherhood and childbirth. Billings was also awarded an hon-
orable mention for her poetry piece “Black Magic,” which also 
conveyed a mother’s fears in a poetic and masterful reading. 
 Winning entries also included: “Take Me With You” 
by Alissa Rabideau for fiction, and “The End Road Work Sign 
Reminded Me that Most Things Cease to Exist” by Maria McKee, 
“When I was Little I Punched My Brother and Called it a Love 
Tap” by Paige Leland, and “Royal Jelly” by Annie Livingston for 
poetry. 

Chelsea Billings, AWP winner, reading 
her piece “Stereocilia”.
Photo by Kramer Schulz

Austin Bunn Reading Review
Kramer Schultz

Students and faculty sat in silence in the Cook-Dewitt Center 
on April 13 as Austin, former Grand Valley professor, flipped 
through the pages of  his short story Griefer, emphasizing each 
syllable and punctuation mark as he had intended. The reading 
progressed through about half  of  the story, which tells the tale of  
a man engulfed in his virtual reality world, his “favorite world.” 
Griefer is only just one of  the ten short stories in Austin Bunn’s 
2015 collection of  short stories book entitled The Brink which 
author Jess Walter called the collection “funny, inventive, some-
how both expansive and wistful.” Bunn mentioned that many 
of  his stories, and projects, fall along the lines of  “the end,” of  
something and the aftermath of  situations.

Following his short reading, Bunn transitioned the audience into 
his 15-minute documentary In the Hollow. As he cued up the 
projector screen, the audience became both awed and humbled 
by the experience of  Claudia Brenner and the hate crime enacted 
upon her and her girlfriend one awful night in 1988 while hiking 
in the Appalachian Mountains. The documentary showed both 
re-enactments and actual pictures of  scenes from Claudia herself, 
and showed the fear still living inside of  her. 
Austin Bunn is a graduate of  Yale and the Iowa Writer’s Work-
shop. He formerly taught in the writing department here at 
Grand Valley until taking a job at Cornell University. His work 
has appeared in several magazines and online portals including 
The New York Times, The Atlantic, Zoetrope, and ThePushcart 
Prize. Besides stories, Bunn has also written screenplays for his 
documentaries and the film Kill Your Darlings starring Daniel 
Radcliffe which premiered at the Sundance Film Festival in 2013. 

(left) Austin Bunn, author of  The Brink
(Right) The Cover of  The Brink
Photos by Goodreads



11 • REDEFINED • APRIL 24 2017

2 which sets the dark topic of  hate based on skin tone with a 
pitch-black background against the athlete’s skin. Adam and Eve, 
an oil canvas collage by Edouard Carrie, constructs the two bib-
lical figures from small oil painting of  multiple bacteria, the two 
individuals barely touching fingertips, referencing the stereotype 
of  disease-infested individuals in Haiti. The canvases, photo 
prints, and sculptures line the white walls of  the UICA as if  to 
make a statement to be not overlooked.

And while all the pieces within the exhibit are stand-alone within 
their own mediums, they all collaborate together, seamlessly 
decorating the walls of  the UICA with shared stories of  adversity 
and endurance. Each work portrays the equal weight of  strug-
gles across cultures, no matter what that specific struggle is, and 
promotes a togetherness through these issues. For that, the name 
Us Is Them fits the thematic layout of  the exhibition – through 
our struggles we are one.

Us Is Them
Alec Hawkins

As the world globalizes and becomes interconnected, we might 
place the focus on our inherent differences rather than similari-
ties: the color of  our skin, our separate religious foundations, our 
differing political viewpoints. We may all be more similar than 
what meets the eye. The Pizzuti collection, currently hosted at 
Grand Rapids’ Urban Institute For Contemporary Arts (UICA), 
is dedicated to the idea of  multi-cultural similarities, focusing 
on the hardships that each culture goes through. Whether it is 
formed by clay, paint-strokes or a wide lens, the 42 artists that 
encompass the art installation Us Is Them, are conveying their 
message vividly: the hardships that each culture goes through 
should be something that connects us rather than divide. 
The exhibit hosts a range of  cultures who focus on a hardship 
that is present within their current society. Chinese art focuses on 
individualism and finding a voice, Middle Eastern art highlights 
the issues of  religious freedoms, while African art focuses on the 
plight of  racism and bigotry. Each hardship these cultures face is 
emphasized through the paintings, sculptures, and photographs 
that line the walls of  all three floors of  the UICA. A solemn 
looking Chinese man in wedding attire holds flowers next to a 
mule bride in Wang Jin’s photograph To Marry a Mule, which 
uses the ridiculous image of  an animal marriage to stress the 
break-up he faced when he couldn’t obtain a U.S. visa to join his 
girlfriend overseas, thus capturing the struggle with immigration.

An African male in Nike shoes is dangling in the air, noose 
around his arm, a symbolic lynching of  African American athletes 
in Hank Wills Thompson piece Strange Fruit,

To Marry a Mule by Wang Jin
1995, China

Strange Fruit by Hank Willis Thomas
2011, United States

Adam and Eve by Edouard 
Duval-Carrie
Year unknown, Haiti/United States
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The True American: Anand 
Giridharadas Lecture
By Leah Fishwick

 “Where are you from?”
“Where are you from?”
 Anand Giridharadas’s opening words of  his March 23 
lecture at Grand Valley State University based on his book The 
True American: Murder and Mystery in Texas resonated off  the 
walls of  the room and the captivated minds of  everyone in it. 
Taking place in the aftermath of  September 11, The True Amer-
ican captures the account of  Raisuddin Bhuiyan, a Bangladeshi 
immigrant in America working hard to build a life for himself, 
and Mark Stroman, the white, “all-American” Texan who shot 
Bhuiyan point-blank behind the counter of  his gas station. Writ-
ten in just nine months, but researched for many more, The True 
American is a serious piece of  research and reportage, unique in 
its captivating ability to make an easy and interesting read out of  
heavy material. 
 Balanced delicately between the family life of  Mark 
Stroman and the struggle of  Bhuiyan’s recovery in every facet of  
his life, The True American undeniably highlights the one quality 
that is lacking in most political discourse today: honesty.
 In creating a rounded, realistic image out of  someone 
we might like to polarize helps us to better understand where 
such acts of  violence come from, and why they still thrive today. 
prominent theme in Giridharadas’s lecture centered around the 
idea that only through understanding one another, in all rights 
and wrongs, can we hope to make the world a safer and more 
accepting place. 
 Over the course of  an hour, he covered everything from 
his writing process, to the more philosophical questions of  who 
we are as a nation, and why we are constantly ready to outdraw 
each other. The lecture hall itself  was alive with division when 
half  of  the room raised their hands to resist the current adminis-
tration, and half  to reconcile. 
Just as in his writing, Giridharadas recommended getting a full 
picture—all opinions, all perspectives. United we stand, divided 
we fall. It’s up to you to decide: who is the “true American?” 

Giridharadas signing books after his lecture.
Photo by Young Los

A packed room listens as Giridharadas discusses his book, The True Ameri-
can: Murder and Mercy in Texas
Photo by Young Los

Anand Giridharadas from his guest lecture at GVSU on March 23, 2017
Photo by Young Los
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literary
An Elegy for OG Mally, Justin Bieber’s Monkey that the German 
Government Took 
Danielle Clark

The monkey does not have papers. The monkey is an illegal immigrant.
The night Justin Bieber flies to Germany, he is advised not to bring OG Mally. Someone misunderstands the story. 
Someone takes the monkey out of  his hands.
Every day OG Mally wants to speak with the police. Every day OG Mally is fed mango. OG Mally and Justin did not ask for this.
Justin Bieber just wants to be naked with Hailey Baldwin and not photographed.
OG Mally just wants to look out the windows of  Justin 
Bieber’s California hotel.
The monkey gets one phone call a week. Every week Justin doesn’t answer.
The police feel bad for OG Mally. They ask him if  he would like to stay in Germany. OG Mally might like Germany. There might be 
someone to love him here, they say. Justin Bieber doesn’t open his mail. Justin Bieber cannot spell 
euthanasia.
Sometimes at concerts Justin Bieber looks for OG Mally in the crowd.
When he is killed, God asks OG Mally who he would like to haunt.
OG Mally asks if  he can haunt Justin Bieber’s empty hotel room. 

Radioactivity Doesn’t Show Up in Photos
Jessica Kenely

When I was a teenager, I used to take two hours to pick out new glasses frames. My mother liked to hand me chunky glasses, funky red 
ones with thick plastic and rhinestones. I liked to pick up the smallest frames, the wire-less, the delicate, the invisible. Glasses, I decid-
ed, were ugly when they were big. The pretty girl in the movies was never the one who wore glasses; the girl with glasses was always the 
nerd, the dork, the geek with no friends, the sidekick. The klutz, the social pariah, the bullying victim with a target on her face that rested 
on the bridge of  her nose. Or, once in a blue moon, the glasses girl was the smart girl who became beautiful and confident… after she 
removed her glasses. With her glasses on, even Kara Danvers is invisible. Mousy. Overlooked, underappreciated, undesirable and meek. 
Without her glasses on, Kara Danvers is Supergirl. When I was a teenager, I took two hours to pick out the smallest, most invisible glass-
es frames I could.

Now I wear contacts.

Beauty doesn’t reside solely in the face; it belongs to the body as a whole. A beautiful face isn’t enough to sell a product for the whole 
body—it takes a full body for that, a dummy, a figurine meant to symbolize the consumer. The Flemish called them “manneken,” mean-
ing “little man” or “figurine” before the French adopted the word and changed it to suit their language. “Manneken” became “manne-
quin.” Before the twentieth century, French mannequin makers crafted their works with care, sculpting ideal bodies and lending them 
wigs of  soft, gleaming auburn waves and bright gold curls, and painting delicate faces onto their models; bright blue eyes (sometimes 
made of  glass), prominent cheekbones with modest pink blushes, bold red lips. They crafted faces and features for each new display, 
modeling their mannequins after friends, sisters, girlfriends, wives, actresses, anyone whose face they found lovely enough to stand in a 
window display.

OG Mally, Justin Bieber’s monkey taken into custody by Germany.
Photo from Gawker 
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My sister has a box of  lipsticks in every shade of  pink and red imaginable. She has nudes that look almost gray, reds so dark they look 
almost purple. Real purples next to the deep reds, and a solitary green lipstick, for some reason. Blush pinks, corals, cotton-candy pinks, 
strawberry pinks, fire-engine reds, rubies, orange reds, burnt siennas. Devil. Ravish Me Red. Lolita. Sex Machine. When I try a red on, I 
don’t recognize myself  anymore. All I see is lips.

By the early twentieth century, with the rise of  art-nouveau and art deco, the craft of  painting beautiful red lips on mannequin models 
began to decline. In the 1920s, the French mannequin manufacturer Mannequins Siégel Paris released a catalogue of  their newest models, 
designed to match the most recent ideas about high fashion. The models had peaks jutting from their faces as an angular triangle of  a nose, 
a straight line down the center of  the face with no nostrils. There were only the barest hints of  cheekbones beneath the plastic exteriors, 
only the faintest depressions over where there should have been eyes. There were no mouths, not even the slightest impression of  lips. 
The blushes were gone, too, the face transformed from a detailed, individualistic set of  features to a smooth, bald, silver-gilded skull. Their 
bodies, however, remained the same. Breasts, high and proportional—at least for the time being—narrow, stylish hips, long thighs and 
legs, elegantly small wrists and long fingers, gracefully sloping necks, the ideal body of  an ideal young woman, without the unique face that 
marks her as an individual.

Man A: “You know, it doesn’t really matter what [the media] write as long as you’ve got a young and beautiful piece of  ass.”

At the widest point, the hips of  the average American woman are 43” around. Her waist is 33”, her bust is around 40”. The hips of  the 
average American mannequin are 33” inches around. Her waist is 24”, her bust is 34”. Her feet, at a size 7 US, are a full size and a half  
smaller than her breathing counterpart, and at 6’0”, she is eight inches taller. “You want your mannequin to show off  the attitude of  who 
you want your shopper to be,” explained a mannequin maker in 2015. Modern mannequin designs have continued the trend of  faceless dis-
plays and taken it a step farther; it is not uncommon to walk into a department store and see a six-foot tall woman’s body, not only faceless, 
but headless. They come with interchangeable body parts, so they can be taken apart and reassembled in different poses, each new position 
a different way of  marketing whatever goods in which they happen to be adorned.

Man A: “Women have one of  the great acts of  all time. The smart ones act very feminine and needy, but inside they are real killers. The 
person who came up with the expression ‘the weaker sex’ was either very naive or had to be kidding. I have seen women manipulate men 
with just a twitch of  their eye—or perhaps another body part.”

 I’ve never been entirely clear on what constitutes flirting. In high school I could never be sure whether someone was flirting with 
me or not, or whether I was flirting back. The first time a boy kissed me, I didn’t see it coming until we were midway through it, and by 
then I was startled enough to go along with it. I didn’t have the presence of  mind to realize I could pull away, nor did I realize at the time 
that it was a viable option. I let him kiss me, slightly confused as to why he was doing it until he took a break to tell me he’d had a crush on 
me for years. He wondered why I hadn’t realized it—he thought I’d known and encouraged it for years. I told him I hadn’t. Later that night, 
after I’d gone home and omitted the kissing from my conversations with my parents and sister, I lay in bed and wondered why me? Was it 
my mind—my sense of  humor or my interests or my love of  music? Was it my new haircut, was it that I was short or had hazel eyes? Was 
it that we were good enough friends for me to admit to him when it was “that time of  the month?”

In 1992, the British Medical Association published a paper on whether or not mannequins would be physically capable of  menstruating, 
given their measurements. Menstruation in general is not a guaranteed thing; malnourished women or women whose body fat is less than 
22% of  their total weight don’t menstruate. Their bodies begin to shut down nonessential systems due to starvation, and the reproductive 
system is the first to go. The 1992 study involved measurements from mannequin models from several decades; those built in the 1920s, 
1930s, 1950s, and 1990s, with more recent models gradually becoming slimmer and taller by multiple centimeters. The paper found that any 
mannequin, recent or otherwise, would have enough body fat to be fully functional. Their proportions were considerably different from 
their living counterparts, the mannequins having been designed so less of  their body would be made of  fat. If  given life, the faceless, some-
times headless models of  women’s bodies would be dying of  starvation, their bodies outwardly perfect but inwardly shutting down.

Man A: “I just don’t respect her as a journalist. I have no respect for her. I don’t think she’s very good. I think she’s highly overrated.”
Man A: “She gets out and she starts asking me all sorts of  ridiculous questions. You could see there was blood coming out of  her eyes, 
blood coming out of  her wherever. But, uh, she was… In my opinion, she was off  base.”

My first period came when I was in sixth grade, and along with it came cramps so bad I cried and begged my mom to stop the car on the 
way home from school so I could hold my hair back and throw up in a neighbor’s driveway. The next day, one of  my friends saw the pads 
in my bag as we changed for gym class. She hadn’t gotten her period yet, and didn’t know how much the cramps hurt. “I’m going to call 
you PMS-er,” she announced, grinning at me as I turned bright red and begged her not to tell anyone. “PMS-er!” she crowed, laughing. 
“PMS-er!” I did not stop blushing for the rest of  the class. I did not stop feeling ashamed and embarrassed about my body for the rest of  
the semester. I learned to hide pads in my sleeves, in my back pockets, so no one would know when I got up to use the bathroom that I 
was changing a pad. I learned to wrap a sweater around my waist and furtively check every seat I’d been sitting in to make sure there was no 
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evidence to let on that it was “that time of  the month,” a phrase I learned to whisper, just as I learned to tell male teachers and friends that 
I’d had food poisoning if  I missed school for a day because of  the cramps and the vomiting. I learned to clutch heating pads over my abdo-
men and cry whenever I remembered the shame of  being called a “PMS-er”, of  anyone knowing that I was old enough to have a period.

Man A: “26,000 unreported sexual assaults in the military-only 238 convictions. What did these geniuses expect when they put men & 
women together?”

For 21 years, I had the luxury of  not feeling afraid in my hometown. I knew there were women in the world who were assaulted on their 
way home, grabbed in dark parking lots or back alleys, but it didn’t stop me from riding my bike home from work every night through 
sparsely-lit streets, or taking a stroll home from the farmer’s market in the sunshine while wearing a dress with a hemline that reached my 
knees. It didn’t stop me from having a nice morning until I heard a horn honked from the car idling in the street next to the sidewalk on 
which I was walking, and something shouted at me. My headphones were in, so I wasn’t sure what it was that was shouted, but I pulled the 
headphones off  in time to hear laughter, and looked around and saw no one else in my vicinity, no one else to shout at or laugh at but me. 
There were three or four boys in the car, all white, all around my age. The light at the intersection behind me changed, and they drove away, 
still laughing, and I ran the rest of  the four blocks home, terrified that they would turn around at the gas station on the corner and follow 
me, terrified that they would shout at me again or grab me. When I got home, out of  breath and shaken, I changed out of  the dress, and I 
wondered what I’d expected, wearing a short skirt in public.

During the nuclear tests in Nevada in the mid-1950s, scientists set up fake tableaus of  small towns to measure what kind of  damage the 
bomb would do. They built houses and schools and supermarkets and populated them with dummies—department store mannequins—to 
serve as fake citizens. The dummies were dressed, the women wearing pumps and crisp skirts, the men wearing starched shirts and ties, and 
they were posed around dinner tables, in classrooms, in living rooms and pushing grocery carts through supermarket aisles and walking 
home from the farmer’s market. They couldn’t run from the bombs dropped on them. When the smoke from the explosions cleared, 
they were left in varying states of  destruction. Some of  them were charred lumps of  plastic and metal skeletons. Some of  them were 
untouched, pristine and beautiful and perfect models of  what a typical American tableau should look like, albeit radioactive. They were all 
left behind, abandoned by the scientists as they moved on to the next bomb, the next test, the next experiment. Years later, a photographer 
from Time came back to them to take pictures, snapping, among others, an image of  a female mannequin missing both arms and a right 
leg, her lips still red and perfect, her dress still spotless and neat, missing parts but otherwise pristine. Radioactivity, after all, doesn’t show 
up in photos.

Chris was the first boy I let into my freshman-year apartment, the first I invited into my space after he got into the building somehow (I 
never knew how) and knocked on my door. I let him in. I let him push me onto the couch later, let his weight crush my leg and my hip 
uncomfortably. His tongue forced into my mouth, and his mouth was softer and wetter than I thought kisses were supposed to feel. I didn’t 
know how to respond to him, didn’t know how to push him away from my body. I didn’t know how to find the breath to say no, stop, this 
doesn’t feel good. It didn’t occur to me then that he hadn’t found the breath to say “can I?” or “please.” I was paralyzed with uncertainty, so 
I held still. I held still even when I felt his hand on my chest, clumsily groping me over my shirt, even when my heart was pounding from 
fear and not from excitement. I stayed there, pinned under him and motionless on the couch, until he sat up, glasses askew, out of  breath, 
his eyes darting over my shoulder to my bedroom door. I didn’t know how to find the breath to tell him he was not invited there, though 
I had the vague idea that he wanted to be. I stayed there, unable to move away from him on the couch for fear of  being thought rude or a 
tease, but I couldn’t respond to him when he tried to kiss me again, either. It still took him the better part of  an hour before he recognized 
from my lack of  a response, from my motionlessness, that I wanted him to leave. I knew he was confused by my stiffness. I knew he didn’t 
understand why he was being shut out, why I wasn’t enjoying myself  the way he was, why I wasn’t responding to his touches and gropes. 
But finally he did go. It was the last time I let him touch me. It was not the last time I felt ashamed that I hadn’t responded.

Man A: “All right, you and I will walk down.”
Man A: “Maybe it’s a different one.”
Man B: “It better not be the publicist. No, it’s her. It’s her.”
Man A: “Yeah, that’s her, with the gold. I’ve got to use some Tic Tacs, just in case I start kissing her. You know I’m automatically attracted 
to beautiful—I just start kissing them. It’s like a magnet. I just kiss. I don’t even wait. And when you’re a star, they let you do it. You can do 
anything.”
Man C: “Whatever you want.”
Man A: “Grab them by the pussy. You can do anything.”
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GVSU: An International CAmpus
Jacob van singel
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Lauren stands in the arrival hall of  Grand Rapids’ Gerald R. Ford 
airport, rapidly nearing her 40th hour of  work in a long weekend 
of  international orientation.  She is tired, and her hair shows it as 
it struggles to stay in a messy bun.  She is dressed casually, waiting 
for another group of  students she has never met.  Down the arrival 
hall, a cluster of  college-aged Australians emerges, faces flush 
with pure bewilderment and wonder.  They look lost, and without 
Lauren to herald them in, they probably would be.  She has spent 
the past three days back and forth, trekking the near thirty-mile 
distance between the airport and Grand Valley State University.  
Her caravan stops on almost every trip at the Standale Meijer for a 
chance to introduce the semester’s incoming international students 
to an American grocery store, and to buy all the necessities that 
couldn’t fit in their luggage.  In the past six semesters, she can’t 
count how many tours of  the university she’s given spellbound 
students—how many trips to the beach, Griffins games, and down-
town restaurants she has hosted, all to give the newcomers just a 
brief  and initial taste of  what her state has to offer.  She can’t count 
because year after year, new internationals continue to flood in, 
calling Grand Valley “home” for a semester or two before returning 
once more to the country they’re from.
Just as Grand Valley State University sends its students around the 
globe every semester, enrolling them in universities worldwide and 
providing them with opportunities to learn in a completely new 
environment, universities on every corner of  the map are doing the 
same thing.  That is, those universities’ students are applying and 
being accepted to study abroad programs at colleges like (but not 
limited to) Grand Valley State University.  Grand Valley currently 
boasts itself  on its Padnos International Center Webpage as “home 
to almost 400 F-1 and J-1 international students.”  Some attend the 
West Michigan university for their entire college career, following 
the same application procedure that any American student enrolling 
in university would complete.  Many are here for just a semester 
or a year, experiencing the culture of  a country outside their own.  
They come to our country for the same reasons we go to theirs, 
and while this experience may be untradeable, students can’t help 
but wonder if  America’s new administration and the travel ban that 
has already marked its preliminary days will affect the possibility of  
such international exchanges.
  Every semester, students at Grand Valley and across the 
country simultaneously welcome their friends back from the places 
they’ve been and say goodbye to another handful whose turn has 
finally come to leave for theirs.  In the semester that the group of  
Australian students arrives from Macquarie University in the New 
South Wales city of  Sydney, Grand Valley student Haylee Weber 
is leaving for her semester abroad in their home country, at the 
University of  Sunshine Coast in Sippy Downs, Queensland. Weber 
spent the following semester taking classes and surfing, experi-
encing the world outside of  America as the constant exposure to 
January sun bleached her brown braided hair. As Grand Valley 
sent her off  to the experience of  her lifetime through a foreign 
exchange program, the university welcomed a slew of  international 
students in her place, arriving from other universities worldwide 
for a foreign exchange experience of  their own.  Maybe they will 
see snow for the first time, and maybe they will have a semester like 
never before.
In the Fall 2016 semester alone, Grand Valley welcomed in 165 
new internationals to its student body, topping off  the international 
student count at 430 students (see Figure 1 for breakdown).  Every 
year, more and more students are leaving their universities for 

experiences elsewhere, stepping out of  their comfort zones and 
into an entirely new culture.  They are realizing what the world has 
to offer and just how much they can learn in countries outside of  
their own.  
 

 

  
 
The value of  studying abroad experiences is immeasurable; not 
only for the student studying abroad, but for the people they come 
into contact with during their time abroad as well. I sit with Mark 
Schaub, Chief  International Officer of  the Padnos International 
Center (PIC), in his office on a Friday morning.  Walking into the 
PIC, I am greeted kindly by Nigerian international student Daniel 
Anya, a Study Abroad Advisor in the office.  I explain that I have 
scheduled a meeting with Schaub a couple days prior, to which 
Anya responds by escorting me down the hall to his office.  I enter 
into a room full of  books and documents, a room rich with diver-
sity and culture.  On the wall hang souvenirs from other lands, and 
they sit on the bookshelf  as well.  Schaub turns in his chair to face 
me, his black glasses framing eyes full of  thought and wisdom.
 I comment on Schaub’s commitment to the internation-
al program at Grand Valley as I glance around the room, noting 
that he is currently in his fifteenth year holding the position of  
Chief  International Officer.  After humbly raising his eyebrow 
and applauding my research on him, he quickly explains why it’s so 
hard for him to leave.  “[This position allows me] to work across 
the whole institution,” he says, his voice deepening as he carefully 
chooses his words.  “As a professor, I can’t duplicate the kind of  
transformation that can come from going to another country.  But 
as an administrator, I can help facilitate that.  And the 85% of  
students who don’t study abroad can similarly learn from and be 
transformed by the internationals that come here.”
The exchange of  cultures and knowledge facilitated by the blending 
of  diverse individuals has a substantial value to all parties involved.  
The learning that comes from trying new things and exposing 
oneself  to a brand new culture is unparalleled, and such attainable 
experience accounts for much of  the interest in Grand Valley stu-
dents’ decision to study abroad.  For much of  Grand Valley’s inter-
national population then, their decision to study abroad in America 
is made for the same reasons. The Australians are no exception.
It is a Friday when I first meet the students that Lauren had picked 
up from the airport weeks before. They are standing just outside 
Meijer, all dressed up for a night on the town.  Each is wearing 
black skinny jeans.  Madi Hinds, one member of  the crew, wears a 
flowing blue and white shirt tucked into her waist, reminiscent of  
an antiqued china tea set.  Sophie Smith opts for a cream-colored 
shirt that looks like silk.  For January, the weather isn’t too cold, 
allowing them the liberty of  showing off  their tans from the 
summer they just recently left behind.  They are just outside the 

Figure 1 - Grand Valley State University’s 2016 international 
student enrollment broken down by visa type.
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entrance of  the store with fellow Australian Grace, waiting for their 
other friends to finish up their shopping.  A couple of  American 
friends have claimed them for the night, and they have been invited 
onto a party bus that has been jointly rented out in celebration of  a 
couple recent birthdays—one of  which is Lauren’s.  They talk 
excitedly in their unapologetic accents and ask me about people I 
know, enthralled by the people they have already met and by the 
adventures they have already had. 
 Studying in America obviously affords the international stu-
dents that choose to do so a chance to see things they’ve never seen 
before and participate in cultural opportunities not available to them 
in their home country.  Among the Australian crew, the goal becomes 
just that.  Gillian Battese, a petite young woman sporting a dimple 
on her right cheek, turns to Greek life, a faction of  the student body 
that is lacking on any and all Australian campus.  Callum Crooks 
pledges Delta Sigma Phi, and is spending the rest of  the year a proud 
member of  the fraternity.  Their strong and burly friend Rohhan 
Zebib sticks to his guns when he arrives in America, joining Grand 
Valley’s Rugby Club and playing his first game of  rugby in the snow.  
On weekends, the lot of  them take advantage of  their time here by 
going on whatever excursions they can find.  Some go with a friend 
to Illinois for the weekend, and a couple of  them experience the Big 
Apple over another school break.  One weekend, some friends cross 
the border to Canada, taking in the view of  Niagara Falls.  For Spring 
Break, they have their tickets for a destination cruise to the Bahamas. 
 I listen in on their plans, at their calculated trips for seem-
ingly every weekend of  the semester.  It sounds excessive, and I 
wonder how they afford the trips and maintain the energy from week 
to week.  It’s not until I listen longer that I realize this is their only se-
mester in America.  My friend Liam is in Bilbao, Spain this semester, 
and he is taking the EuroRail on a new excursion every Friday—his 
Snapchat stories and weekly podcast updates are proof  of  it.  It isn’t 
until this comes into focus that it begins to all make sense.  To this 
group of  friends, America is their Spain.  Michigan is their Bilbao.  
The mundane and the boring to us become the noteworthy and 
enrapturing to them, and they’re here to experience it all regardless of  
expense.
 On Wednesdays, all of  the Austra-
lians who are available meet up for dinner 
at the Connection, the university dining hall 
nearest to Laker Village, where many of  them 
live.  Having all come from the same school 
back home, they use this time to catch up on 
life and to simply get together with the people 
they’ve known the longest.  This doesn’t mean 
that they don’t consistently invite in newcom-
ers, though.  One week, Zebib brings along 
a couple of  his new friends from the rugby 
club, beckoning his fellow Australian Aaron 
“Hutch” Hutchinson to join them in conversa-
tion about the sport from down under.
 The four talk and laugh quietly at 
one end of  a Connection Community Table 
when Hinds—questionably the life of  the table 
party—finally arrives with friend Aidan.  He 
is tall and wears a green crewneck.  He is arguing 
with the blonde and smiling at Hinds as they enter the cafeteria, and 
she makes a joke about them getting married, or possibly about al-
ready being married.  It’s a running gag between the two, though their 
relationship more closely resembles that of  bickering siblings.  They 

throw their winter coats over adjacent chairs before she offers him 
a meal from her meal plan.
 Battese and Crooks pop in at different times for a quick 
bite to eat and a chat before leaving again, Battese to a sorority 
meeting and Crooks to a session of  studying in the library.  The 
rest linger a bit longer, catching up and laughing together until 
the time calls them in separate directions. These orchestrated get 
togethers from week to week and day to day are far from exclusive 
meetings to maintain only their old friendships.  They are instead 
a joint attempt to find something familiar in this foreign country 
before diving right back in—an opportunity to tell of  all they’ve 
been doing and to make plans for the following weekends, so that 
they can milk this trip to America for everything it’s worth.
 While the Australians at Grand Valley will return after 
their semester abroad to relatively safe cities with relatively little 
worry or anxiety regarding crime and instability, other international 
students find that studying at an American University is a much 
preferred and safer alternative to remaining at schools in their 
volatile homes.  Senior Luis Madureri is originally from Venezuela, 
and he speaks highly of  Grand Valley as he looks back on his four 
years attending, a sly smile forming across his long face.  Originally 
from Caracas, one of  the most violent cities in the world, Madureri 
recalls the crime and political unrest that plagues the city he comes 
from.  “It’s not safe to go out at night,” he says. “It’s not even safe 
to go to the beaches.” 
 Madureri and his friend Ricardo are two of  the few Vene-
zuelans at Grand Valley, and oftentimes, they like to stick together. 
Back in their home country, they keep their friends close, not 
knowing what danger lies around the next corner. Here, though, 
they are safer- they can take more liberties and be more indepen-
dent.  Madureri meets up with some American friends one day at 
the Kelly Family Sports Pavilion to play soccer, a game he calls 
football. And Ricardo is off  elsewhere, experiencing American life 
with a separate group of  friends.
For the students who treat America as a respite from their volatile 
homes, one can’t help but wonder what effects the Trump ad-
ministration may have on those seeking refuge here, even for just 

a semester or two.  Such fears are legitimate, 
as the proposed travel ban could potentially 
bar citizens of  certain countries completely, 
regardless of  whether or not they possess legal 
documentation. The majority Muslim countries 
specifically targeted in the controversial ban 
are Iran, Iraq, Libya, Somalia, Sudan, Syria, and 
Yemen.  Of  these seven nations, five have been 
or still are represented in Grand Valley’s inter-
national student population, the only excep-
tions being Iraq and Somalia.  Given the other 
five countries’ representation in the university’s 
student body, fear of  the proposed travel ban 
will surely affect the rates of  returning inter-
national students in the future—students who, 
should they return to their countries, will no 
longer be welcomed back to the United States 
if  the ban remains in effect.

Universities are beginning to hypothesize and 
predict how numbers of  international students on campus will 
shift in coming semesters. When I talk with Schaub in the months 
of  March and April, it is still early in the application process- too 
early to accurately determine statistical trends for the year ahead. 

Hinds and co head to Niagra Falls
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Though premature, he still predicts a drop in attendance as stu-
dents return from their summer breaks.  The trend of  internation-
al students enrolling in American universities reached an all-time 
high last year, but is expected to drop in the following year.  Na-
tionwide, our country welcomed more than 100,000 students from 
the Middle East into our public and private universities.  With such 
an unwelcoming posture presented by America’s current gov-
ernment, then, it is safe to assume a drop in numbers all around.  
“There’s a lot of  anxiety for sure,” Schaub said, commenting on 
students’ reaction to the proposed ban specifically. “The U.S. is 
perceived as a less welcoming place.”
 While a future decrease in international representation 
may not be completely attributed to the new provisions of  the 
Trump administration—international education has become in-
creasingly popular in new hubs like China, and the annual percent 
of  growth regarding international enrollment in the U.S. has been 
steadily dropping in recent years- the controversial travel ban is 
indeed a major component of  whether or not the student body 
continues to grow, and is doing nothing to make attendance num-
bers go up.  And although the ban specifically targets only seven 
Muslim countries, Schaub believes that enrollment numbers will 
drop across the board, regardless of  country of  origin. If  height-
ened levels of  anxiety and fear are any indicator, he very well may 
be right.
 It is not citizens of  the seven targeted countries alone 
that have exhibited fear in the looming travel ban and brought into 
question the future of  international students in America.  Shortly 
after the inauguration of  Trump in January, Tanisha Islam, an 
international student from India, voiced her concerns in a moment 
of  brutal honesty on the GVSU Internationals 2016-2017 Face-
book page. In her post she questions the safety of  heading back to 
visit her family during summer vacation, fearful that the increased 
regulations on foreign traffic could bar even her from re-entry into 
the United States. A thread of  comments from fellow internation-
al students offered tremendous sympathy and plenty of  friends 
willing to listen. Even Kate Stoetzner, Director of  International 
Student and Scholar Services, offered her ears and her office for 
a conversation if  needed.  And though she would likely make it 
through customs without rejection, given her untargeted Indian 
nationality and her possession of  a valid visa, the fear and uncer-
tainty still persist in international students across the board.
For many like Islam, the possible implications of  the travel ban 
incite fear and uncertainty.  With such reactions comes also the 
question of  whether it remains safe or even viable for prospective 
students to apply for future semesters in America, again justifying 
a predicted drop in incoming international students.  In a simi-
lar fashion, students already here on F-1 or J-1 visas must now 
face the worries of  what will happen if  they return home for the 
holidays or whether they will even be able to apply for an Optional 
Practical Training (OPT) to extend their stay here.  Questions are 
flying for international students across the Grand Valley campus, 
questions that weren’t quite as scary or difficult just one year ago.
As of  now, however, no Grand Valley students are being deported 
or forcibly removed from the university, and the school’s presi-
dent Thomas Haas has expressed his commitment to fostering a 
welcoming environment for all foreign faculty and students.  “This 
much is certain,” he said, in a published message on January 29, 
directly following Trump’s travel ban.  “Grand Valley will continue 
its long tradition of  study abroad and welcoming to our campus 
students and faculty from other lands. These activities enrich our 

campus and prepare our graduates to succeed wherever their learning 
takes them. Engagement with the world is a hallmark of  Grand Val-
ley and it has my absolute support; maintaining it is one of  my most 
important duties as your president.”
Haas’ encouragement and timely presidential address hasn’t been 
the only hand extended to the international community in the past 
months, either.  In fact, the campus and clubs affiliated with Grand 
Valley have hosted multiple events to continue the dialogue of  
acceptance and make students from other countries feel welcome.  
On February 1, Grand Valley’s Muslim Student Association played 
host to a Solidarity Dinner with the help of  Campus Interfaith.  The 
invitation was extended to students from all background and all 
faiths, and was set up “to promote positive dialogues in the wake of  
President Trump’s recent Muslim ban.”  Various organizations like 
the African Student Council and GVSU International Students create 
opportunities to share and partake in diverse cultural experiences, 
like musical performances from different regions of  Africa, and the 
annually held Sexy Accent Night, where international students come 
to share their accents in a fun and casual competition.  Even the Con-
nection Dining Hall on Grand Valley’s South Campus facilitates the 
exchange and appreciation of  culture with its monthly international 
dinners, hosted by citizens of  different countries and offering cuisine 
reminiscent of  their native meals, or as close as they can get.
Grand Valley as an institution moreover expresses a commitment 
to providing international students with the tools they need for a 
successful and pleasant experience in the United States.  The well-es-
tablished PIC offers its services to anyone seeking them, extending its 
aid even further with repeated statements of  its employees’ availabili-
ty to listen and to talk students through any questions they may have. 
Stoetzner has even offered her personal phone number on occasion, 
in case of  urgent need.  The resources provided to international stu-
dents have succeeded in at least mildly reducing tension and anxiety 
in light of  constantly updating news on the travel ban and Trump’s 
next moves.  Islam noted this herself, saying of  her time in America 
that, “Living on the GVSU campus, my experiences are far less bad 
than someone who is in the ‘real world’ so to speak.”
In April, Islam is no longer looking for tickets to visit her parents in 
India.  Despite the tremendous aid of  Grand Valley’s students and 
faculty alike to make her experiences in America remain pleasant (she 
mentions her roommate as a specific support), she still finds herself  
markedly more anxious in airports, and markedly more aware of  her 
racial and religious identity as well.  Because of  the imposed travel 
ban and its consequent threat of  danger, Islam predicts that she 
won’t be able to see her family again until she graduates, two more 
years down the road.
The recent moves of  the Trump administration have impacted 
international students to varying degrees, however.  Like Islam, some 
foreigners are preparing for the worst, altering their plans and ex-
pressing their fears.  Students like the Australians, meanwhile, are able 
to carry on like normal, unaffected by the specific targets of  Trump’s 
proposed ban.  Weeks before the semester draws to a close, Crooks’ 
mom flies to Grand Valley without a worry, visiting her son and the 
friends he has made in the past year.  Hinds takes in every experience 
she can in her final month, ecstatic about her invite to a fraternity 
formal, and eager to explore the aisles of  Costco for the first time in 
her life.  They are able to treat their year abroad as they intended to, 
as all international students should be able to; a semester to learn and 
to experience new things, unhindered by the worries of  an unwel-
coming government.
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Divison
Sarah Smith

On a sunny afternoon, Robin Streeter makes her way two blocks 
west of  Division to Heartside park, pulling a small cart behind 
her. Here, she sets up her studio: an easel to display her work, a 
set of  paints, large sheets of  paper set out in front of  her, and 
a set of  white, plastic spoons. Her voice is warm and her face 
lights up when talking about her newfound identity as an artist. 
Streeter uses the spoon to drizzle paints onto the page, layering 
the colors into the shallow oval, to create a more detailed scene 
of  the page. The spoon allows her paintings to come to life, and 
while she could be using brushes, Streeter much prefers it. After 
an afternoon in the sun, painting in the park, she packs her small 
cart, and makes her way back to home to Division Avenue.
Found in the heart of  Grand Rapids, some suggest that South 
Division serves as the backbone of  Grand Rapids. Here, many 
lives and lifestyles collide. The street features many business-
es, shops, and restaurants, as well as churches, a Catholic high 
school, and other religious organizations. It is a place of  refuge 
and hope for the city’s most vulnerable people with shelters and 
soup kitchens, but it is also a place of  drug use, alcoholism, and 
prostitution. Still, for many, South Division is home.
On a blustery Friday morning, I walk down the street with my 
friend and fellow Grand Valley State University student Chiara Li-
cari. Having gone to Catholic Central, a private high school down 
the street, she was all too familiar the street and its diversity. At 
this hour of  morning, Division is quiet. Its shoulders are littered 
with various objects and debris: an empty alcohol bottle, a paper 
bag, a plastic wrapper. The architecture feels old and historic, like 
large factories and shops that have been left behind. Many build-
ings are made of  brick, some red, with their large, factory-styled 
windows, others painted grey, or taupe, with colorful arches over 
their windows. The street remains mostly empty until Division 
meets Cherry. Here, despite the frigid January wind, there are 
clusters of  people bundled and chatting. Some sit on the benches 
in Pekich Park, some slowly strolling north towards Fulton as we 
pass them. 
 Each year, nearly 10,000 people touch the homeless 
system in Grand Rapids, making use of  its resources. On any 
given night, approximately 800 people find themselves sleep-

ing in shelters throughout the city, and an upwards of  30 to 40 
more sleep on the street, despite the chilling temperatures during 
Michigan’s long winter. Some are homeless for a few weeks, or a 
few months at a time, while others have called Division home for 
upwards of  30 years. With its numerous soup kitchens, homeless 
shelters, health clinics, and programs, South Division serves as a 
refuge for those who are most vulnerable. While it may not look 
like a neighborhood in the traditional sense, the people who live 
here have formed a community. 
So, who are our neighbors on South Division? Most started 
out somewhere else. In a series of  short documentaries called 
Waiting On Division, a local videographer interviewed many of  
the people who have turned this street into their home. Billy Bob, 
an older man who has lived on the street for 15 years, grew up in 
the mountains of  New Hampshire. He worked part of  his life as 
a pastor, the other as a heavy equipment operator who rescued 
bodies from natural disasters. Amber writes poetry, and lives 
on the street with her husband. Lupe is a mother of  five, who 
creates and sells art with Heartside Ministry. Robin Streeter, the 
artist in the park, is also a mother who fell into a depression that 
brought her to the streets. 
Walking further, Chiara Licari tells me what it was like to attend 
school in the neighborhood. While the school would occasion-
ally be locked down because of  neighborhood disturbances, 
the school’s neighbors was an eye-opening for Licari and her 
classmates. Between classes, they would chat with the homeless, 
who were always friendly. For many of  the students, seeing the 
homeless gave them a new perspective outside of  what they were 
exposed to in the city’s suburbs: “I think it gives students a better 
sense of  how to feel for people—that they’re not bums but peo-
ple with stories,” Licari suggests.
While the homeless make up a large part of  the community on 
Division, they aren’t the street’s only residents. Many business 
owners in the area find perks to their location on Division, and 
some enjoy being a part of  the community. Vertigo Music, for 
example, has been located on South Division for nearly 17 years. 
Its small storefront is edgy looking, with a mural painted just in-
side its window. Its door, tucked into an alcove, is somewhat easy 
to miss. Inside the store, you are greeted by long rows of  crates 

South Division
Photo by John Eisenschenk found in “Creating a Community: A Look at Heartside Minis-

try.”
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holding records, both new and used. To store manager Herm 
Baker, the residents on the street are not an issue. The respect he 
gives to his neighbors is always reciprocated, and the presence 
of  the shelters and the social services keep rent costs low, which 
make it an attractive spot for new business owners.
Other businesses, however, do not find the neighborhood’s same 
appeal or success. Many of  the business that open on Division 
close only a few years later, and some suggest that the home-
less are to blame. Heather McGartland, owner of  Imagination 
Creations, enjoyed her location and her interactions with her 
neighbors. Still, she ended up closing her doors to Division, and 
relocating to a small shop in an East Hills neighborhood. Anoth-
er business, Propaganda Donuts, was a small, hip donut shop that 
opened in 2013. In a Facebook post, announcing its closing this 
past July, the donut shop suggested that it was too much to ask 
of  its patrons to put up with walking by all of  the people on the 
streets. They wrote that the street had had an increasing problem 
of  people loitering, sleeping near shop entrances, or using the 
street as a bathroom near their storefront. 
Even with the homeless, however, Baker’s shop is proof  that 
businesses can thrive, while still respecting the space of  their 
neighbors. Baker notes that the coming and going of  businesses 
is simply part of  the neighborhood’s trend: “It always ebbs and 
flows and that changes the dynamic of  the block, too” Herm 
suggests. “I think the future is that we’ll see more and more of  
that kind of  thing.”
Dennis Rybicki, Licari’s choir teacher at Catholic Central pro-
vides a different perspective on the streets homeless population, 
and the school’s neighbors. To him, the presence of  the school’s 
homeless neighbors serves as a constant reminder of  the impor-
tance of  serving the community. He sees the homeless as an op-
portunity for the high schoolers to foster a sense of  empathy and 
love. One day each year, students at Catholic Central head out to 
the school’s backyard on the street, handing out sandwiches to 
their neighbors in need. They pose no threat to the success of  the 
Catholic school, or the cathedral next door, yet Rybicki acknowl-
edges the struggle between the business owners and the streets 
homeless inhabitants. While the businesses on Division should be 
allowed to achieve success, he questions if  it is fair for businesses 
to expect that the homeless move somewhere else.
This may seem like a solution for some, like Propaganda Donuts, 
yet the answer is complex, much like the issue of  homelessness 
as whole. Non-profit organizations like Degagé Ministries, that 
deal with issues of  homelessness, have been located on the street 
for as long as 50 years. Even more have opened their doors since 
then, following the deinstitutionalization of  mental illness and 
the increase of  homelessness in the 1980s. Organizations like De-
gagé Ministries, Guiding Light, Mel Trotter, God’s Kitchen, and 
Heartside Ministries, are all located on South Division to provide 
the street’s residents with meals, places to eat, means of  creativity, 
support, motivation classes, and even a chance to earn an income.
 “There’s a lot of  hours in a day, you can find a lot of  negative 
things to do,” suggests Streeter, in an interview about her paint-
ings. Streeter began painting with Heartside Ministries, through 
their Arts Program. This program not only gives people purpose, 
but it also helps return their self-confidence, which could lead to 

getting them off  the streets. Through this program, people living 
in the neighborhood are able to create art and earn money to 
support themselves.  In the past year, the neighbors creating art at 
Heartside earned $16,695 from their work. Other organizations 
on the street, like Mel Trotter, work to help their neighbors by 
helping them find housing and employment. Still, some feel that 
the organizations providing for the homeless on Division allow 
the homeless to live there permanently, rather than help them 
better themselves.

Some of  the streets residents do use the resources available to 
them in this way. Degagé or God’s Kitchen provide them with 
meals, Guiding Light gives them a place to sleep, and Heartside 
Ministry gives them a way to occupy their time. Billy Bob, one of  
the men featured in Waiting On Division, has been living on the 
street for nearly 15 years and it shows. His wrinkles are deeply set 
into his weathered face, and his eyes are glossy with tears when 
he talks of  making it back home to the mountains in Vermont 
for the remainder of  his life. It is alcoholism that keeps him on 
the streets and unable to make it back home. Though Billy Bob, 
like others, continues to live on Division, the resources to help 
him, or anyone else who may be stuck in a vulnerable spot. The 
Ministries are a part of  Division, like the business, the Catholic 
School, the drug use and alcoholism, the Cathedral, or the people 
spending their morning in Pekich Park. They are the things that 
make the street what it is.
As we walk back towards our car, parked behind the large, brick 
Catholic School, I notice the architecture, the colors on the 
bricks, and the paint chipping stores that are now abandoned. 
It’s now approaching noon, and God’s Kitchen is empty as we 
pass, though I still peer into its windows just to see. The massive 
steeples of  the cathedral loom over the street’s horizon and I 
wonder if  Robin Streeter is painting in the Park, or if  the man 
sitting across the street wearing a tan Carhartt is Billy Bob. I don’t 
cross the street to ask him. We climb into Licari’s Subaru, headed 
towards a coffee shop on the other end of  town. As we pull away, 
I can’t help but think about how much is going on.

Robin Streeter poses in with her artwork in Heartside Park. 
Photo by Waiting On Division
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JVS: This is your 15th year as Executive Director of  the International Center. What 
changes have you seen or are most proud of  in the years you’ve held this position?

MS: I’ve seen more international students coming to study at Grand Valley, and more 
Grand Valley students studying abroad as well. With incoming and outgoing students, I’ve 

also seen more regulations put into place that are federal rules, and with that more ques-
tions and concerns about students’ safety and security.

JVS: What is it about this position that makes you so willing to stay for so long?

MS: [This position allows me] to work across the whole institution. As a professor, I can’t 
duplicate the kind of  transformation that can come from going to another country. But 
as an administrator, I can help facilitate that. And the 85% of  students who don’t study 

abroad can similarly learn from and be transformed by the internationals that come here.

JVS: What does the proposed travel ban mean for the future of  the Grand Valley interna-
tional population?

MS: I predict it will go down in number. The national trend is already going down.  
Though we haven’t seen a decline in applications yet, I’m anticipating a drop in atten-

dance.

JVS: How do you expect numbers or demographics to shift in the coming years –[especial-
ly] between the seven specified countries in the travel ban and other less targeted nations?

Mark Schaub, PIC Chief  
International Officer.
Photo courtesy of  GVSU 
website.

Travel Ban: An Interview with Mark Schaub 
by Jacob Van Singel

In light of  the looming travel ban proposed, discussed, and thrown around the meeting rooms of  
higher-ups in our currently splintered government, it is no surprise if  the national trend of  international 
presence on campus experiences a major drop in the following year. With elevated fear and anxiety over 
the fate of  alien citizens in the United States of  America, the dynamics of  Grand Valley State University 
may be introduced to a similar drop in campus diversity. I sat down with Mark Schaub, Chief  Interna-
tional Officer of  the Padnos 
International Center (PIC), to ask him a few questions about the recent travel ban and its specific effect 
on Grand Valley’s campus.
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MS: I think that numbers will just be down across the board. Who knows what’s going to 
happen, though. It’s puzzling how everything is happening in DC anyways, and that makes 

it hard to know what’s going to happen here.

JVS: Besides President Thomas Haas’ statement following the proposed travel ban, how 
has the PIC been able to come alongside international students who may be anxious and 
worried about their futures here?

MS: [We’ve been able to] provide them with the information they need to make certain 
decisions, such as what this means in regards to applying for Optional Practical Training 

(OPT) in the United States. There’s a lot of  anxiety for sure, and the U.S. is definitely per-
ceived as less welcome, so [providing them with information] is really all we can do. 

Photo by Yong Los
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CL: At what age did you feel like you got your life together?

TH: Oh, not yet. No, I’m still learning and that’s the joy of  being a human being, I think. You’re 
never done. But it’s a good journey, isn’t it? I call it an adventure really.

CL: As a child, what did you want to be when you grew up?

TH: A baseball player—that was number one. If  I couldn’t do that, it was basketball. 

CL: And did you get to do play these sports?

TH: I played baseball and basketball in college, and then I coached baseball and women’s basket-
ball for years, and I was the head of  a women’s intercollegiate program for eight years.

CL: On what occasion do you lie?

TH: I don’t. I just don’t. 

CL: If  you could change one thing about yourself, what would it be?

TH: It’s more of  an action, really than a change. I just wish I could spend more time and energy 
in exercise. I know I have to make the conscious choice so I’ve been trying to get up earlier.

Ten with T. Haas
By Chiara Licari

President Thomas Haas looks up at me behind his spectacles as I am announced as his 1 o’clock. Behind him, windows overlook Lake 
Huron and Au Sable halls with the grand trees rooted in the ravines not too far in the distance. The room contrasts with the sleek and 
modern outer façade of  Zumberge—darker wood, an elegant carpet, and leather chairs exude a wise air, a handsome demeanor, which 
would inspire anyone with a desire to write. 

Sporting a grey suit, he sits back in his seat, hands folded in front of  him. He answers my questions with deep consideration, a serious 
and pensive look on his face as we discuss our country. However, his smile never flickers as he rises to find an old favorite Star Trek 
book resting amongst many other titles and model lighthouses on the wall of  
shelves. 

As Grand Valley deals with the current political unrest, the president opens up 
about himself  and speaks of  what it means to him to be a true American. 

President Thomas J. Haas
Photo by Humans of  
Grand Valley
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CL: Which historical figure do you most identify with?
TH: I like Jefferson, from a presidential standpoint. I’m a Catholic Christian and so I do identify 

with Christ but I don’t wear it on my sleeve—that’s the difference. That’s an important part of  my 
ethos. 

CL: What is your greatest fear and why?

TH: Probably not being able at times to fulfill promises, whether I have that control or not. I’m 
always afraid of  that…from a personal standpoint. In terms of  my position, I’m afraid I’m not 

providing an appropriate oversight and safe environment for students.

CL: How does one become president?

TH: From my perspective, I do think you have to be an educator. At the core of  being a president 
you have to understand the core of  business and that is basically through the lenses of  being an 
educator. One must understand the classroom as well, then you have to go through a certain set 
of  administrative experiences always look for learning opportunities. So if  you take that role of  

an educator and you put those administrative responsibilities in place, then you can position your-
self  for a presidency or chancellordship. 

CL: Given the political climate, what is your current state of  mind?

TH: Well, I’d think that…I guess the best way to put it is, disappointment. When we have leaders 
that are establishing a sense of  instability and not providing the leadership…as I’d define it, disap-

pointment. 

CL: What does it mean to you to be American?

TH: Taking your talents in service to others. Creating neighborhoods, communities, state and 
nations that one is very proud to live. 

My dad was in World War II and never graduated from high school, but he understood that we 
take what we have and serve others. I think that’s what it really means to be 

an American. 

One needs to understand that we are enriched by others—people that are different 
than we are. I’ve learned that through the service, my position, and my family. But to be an 

American means to really hold others with deep and profound respect. 
To be an American is to at the end of  the day have that character. 




