
Being a Street Medic
Inside:  
Carolyn Holbrook 
Shannon Gibney 
Family Tree Clinic  
Buy Local Guide 

M I N N ES OTA

WOMEN’S PRESS

Body & Soul Issue | womenspress.com | August 2020 | Issue 36-8

Body 
& Soul



PH
O

TO
 S

A
RA

H
 W

H
IT

IN
G

Contact Us
651-646-3968

Submit a story: editor@womenspress.com

Subscribe: subscribe@womenspress.com

Advertise: ads@womenspress.com

Find a copy: womenspress.com/find-a-copy

The Minnesota Women’s Press has been sharing the 
stories of women since 1985, as one of the longest 
continuously published feminist platforms in the 
country. It is distributed free at 500 locations. 

Our mission: Amplify and inspire, with personal 
stories and action steps, the voice, vision, and 
leadership of powerful, everyday women. 

Our vision: We all are parts of a greater whole. Our 
stronger future will be built from the collective energy 
of women who shift narratives to effect change.

Minnesota Women’s Press LLC 
800 West Broadway Ave., Suite 3A 
Minneapolis, MN 55411

©2020 by Minnesota Women’s Press LLC 
All rights reserved. ISSN #1085-2603

Past Publishers:  
Mollie Hoben & Glenda Martin (1985-2002)  
Kathy Magnuson & Norma Smith Olson (2003-2017)

MWP team
Publisher/Editor: Mikki Morrissette

Managing Editor: Sarah Whiting

Business Strategy Director: Shelle Eddy

Contributors: Boisey Corvah, Gaea Dill-D’Ascoli, 
Shannon Gibney, Carolyn Holbrook, Madison 
Johnston, Shanai Matteson, Wang Ping, Erica Rivera, 
Alma Silver

Community Engagement: Siena Iwasaki Milbauer, 
Lydia Moran, Ryan Stevens, Kassidy Tarala

Digital Development: Mikki Morrissette

Photography/Design: Sarah Whiting

Assistant Editor: Lydia Moran

Copy Editor: Mikki Morrissette

Proofreaders: Lydia Moran, Sarah Whiting

Advertising Sales: Shelle Eddy, Ashley Findlay,  
Ashlee Moser, Ryan Stevens

Development Director: Karen Olson Johnson

Distribution: Sophia Morrissette

Accounting: Fariba Sanikhatam

Cover Photo: Jacqueline Zepeda 
Photo by Sarah Whiting

Carolyn Holbrook, Page 10

 

What is it that makes a person the 
very person that she is, herself 

alone and not another, an integrity 
of identity that persists over time, 
undergoing [bodily] changes and 
yet still continuing to be — until 

she does not continue any longer?

— Rebecca Newberger Goldstein

What’s inside?
Editor Letter                               3 
What We Are Starting to Reveal

Tapestry                             4-5 
Nourishing Body & Soul

GoSeeDo                               9 
Powderhorn Art, Revitalization Auction

BookShelf                     10-11 
Carolyn Holbrook: The Perpetual Perception

Body & Soul   12-17
Madison Johnston: “What Are You Doing Here?”

Shanai Matteson: Mine Song

Wang Ping: The Names You Call Me

Alma Silver: Defining a Body as “Worthy”

Health & Healing                        21-22 
Q&A: Jacqueline Zepeda, Street Medic

In the News                                            25-26 
Health Disparities, The Vote, COVID Testing

From Womenspress.com                                     31 
Don’t Miss These Digital-Only Stories

Specialty guides
Pets Guide                               6-8 
Shannon Gibney, Her Son, and Their Dog

Travel Guide                               18-20 
Gaea Dill-D’Ascoli: What Neighbors Do 

Education Guide                               23-24 
Family Tree Clinic: Teaching Intimacy

Buy Local Guide                               27-29 
How COVID Is Affecting Small Businesses

MINNESOTA
WOMEN’S PRESS

POWERFUL. EVERYDAY. WOMEN.

mailto:editor@womenspress.com
mailto:subscribe@womenspress.com
mailto:ads@womenspress.com
http://www.womenspress.com/find-a-copy


Minnesota Women’s Press  |  womenspress.com  |  August 2020  |  3

Editor’s Letter

What We Are Starting to Reveal
by Mikki Morrissette

Years ago, I learned about the field 
of epigenetics. I was fascinated 
with the science indicating that 

our DNA code set at birth does not 
dictate an immutable plan from birth 
to death. Trauma, nutrition, disease, 
and other factors change the way genes 
are expressed, and can be passed down 
through generations.

It is one reason I believe there is 
no essential core to each individual, 
community, or structure. Nothing 
remains the same. Body, perspective, 
and personal story are impacted by the 
environment we live in.

In other words, there is no value to 
be had in peeling back the skin of a 
proverbial onion, layer by layer, to get to 
a place where things are safe, secure, and 
unchanged. Rather, life is about adding 
layers to where we began.

Author Rebecca Newberger Goldstein 
wrote: “I stare at the picture of a small 
child at a summer’s picnic, clutching her 
big sister’s hand with one tiny hand. That 
child is me. But why is she me? I have no 
memory at all of that summer’s day. It is 
true that a smooth series of contiguous 
physical events can be traced from her 
body to mine, so that we would want 
to say that her body is mine. [Yet that] 
series of physical events has rendered 
the child’s body so different from the one 
I glance down on at this moment. The 

very atoms that composed her body no 
longer compose mine. And if our bodies 
are dissimilar, our points of view are even 
more so.” 

I have had several conversations with 
author Carolyn Holbrook, to prepare for 
our intergenerational August 18 forum, 
and in anticipation of her powerful essay 
and memoir excerpt in this magazine. 
She has long hosted workshops about 
lives being “More Than a Single Story,” 
inspired by the Chimamanda Ngozi 
Adichie concept that we need to stop 
seeing others (and ourselves) in one 
dimension.

Holbrook believes that big changes 
around anti-racism work are finally 
coming. As someone who was newly of 
age in the 1960s, however, Holbrook also 
believes it will become worse before it 
gets better. Like any birth process, our 
nerves and our bodies will go through 
more turmoil before new life is here. She 
suggests we are just beginning to show 
signs of what we are gestating.

How will this time of 
adaptation lead to a new legacy?

 The people in this magazine share how 
their bodies and souls evolve through the 
experiences, relationships, and systems 
that define us.

Find a tax-deductible option to support our storytellers at givebutter.com/womens-press

How You Can Help 
 
1. Sign up for our 
newsletter to learn 
about story ideas we 
are seeking. Go to 
womenspress.com and 
click on E-News. 
 
2. Join the conversation 
@mnwomenspress

 
 
3. Thank you to the 
52 donors who have 
contributed to our tax-
deductible storytelling 
fund. Reader support at 
all levels is crucial. Click 
here or see link below.

http://womenspress.com
https://morethanasinglestory.com/about/
https://givebutter.com/womens-press
https://givebutter.com/womens-press
https://givebutter.com/womens-press
https://givebutter.com/womens-press
http://womenspress.com
https://givebutter.com/womens-press
https://givebutter.com/womens-press
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Nourishing Body & Soul
commentary about people experiencing full-bodied living

tapestry

September Topic: Collective Action
How do you work in collaboration 

to effect change? Send up to 
300 words by August 10 to 
editor@womenspress.com

Serita Colette: Deep Healing
Have you ever felt so 

angry your temples flash, 
your mind goes numb, 
and all you want to do is 
destroy, sabotage, break, 
dismantle? 

We live in a culture 
of repression. “I would 
rather not feel or connect 
to my emotions — 
shame, fear, grief, anger, 
love, disgust — because 
it is wrong.” 

Anger is a potent and 
transformative force 
that is often interpreted 
as offensive, and yet it 
is this righteous and 
necessary emotion that 
fueled the fires of the 
Third Precinct. During 
the COVID-19 crisis 
and the Minneapolis 
uprising, I experienced a 
newfound rage I did not 
know was possible. 

As a healer and facilitator in healing justice, I recognize barriers to 
mental health and mindfulness. For decades, QTBIPOC (queer, trans, 
Black, Indigenous, People of Color), and especially Black people, have 
experienced police brutality and systemic racism without resourcing 
from the white wellness community. In response, I have advocated for a 
paradigm shift from self care to collective care.

The practice I teach is about embodiment and rest. Sthira sukham 
asanam is about cultivating steadiness and ease within self to navigate a 
constantly changing world. Ask yourself: What is being felt? What is the 
temperature of my body? How is my breath? My digestive tract? What is 
the taste in my mouth? 

Moving slowly and tenderly in the face of my feelings is the first step 
toward self-preservation.

Rest is an act of power. When we step back and recognize how we feel, 
we are resourcing shakti, our innate power. The practice is not asking you 
to suppress how you feel, but to establish equanimity. Creating space to 
rest, digest, and heal are necessary to the revolution.
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L.A. Reed: Everyday
How do I nourish my body?
Everyday, I remember I am alive, and I  

am good.
In the morning, I do slow stretching of 

muscles, joints, and connective tissue. I drink 
warm water to open my kidneys and digestive 
tract. I drink a cup of warm herbal tea: 
Solomon’s Seal, goldenrod, oat straw, plantain 
tea, or kidney tea. Then I eat a light morning 
meal or cook organic fruit with non-dairy 
yogurt, sometimes with gluten-free oatmeal.

I take a warm bath or shower — a bath with 
flower remedies to heal emotional issues. 

Why do I do all of this? With decades of 
muscle and joint disease combined with 
spinal damage, I find that the most generous 
thing I can give myself is myself. To help 
anyone or anything else in the world, I have to 
nurture me. When I do environmental work 
or artwork about nature, I remember that I 
am a part of that nature I am trying to protect. 

“Me first” is not negative. It is the rallying 
cry of someone born into a situation where 
her body was hurt when she was young, who 
almost died. My healing process has involved 
letting go emotionally of the past, and knowing 
what I have to do to keep that healing process 
alive. Paint. Be with nature. Laugh. Be with 
friends. Eat healthy food. Support and help 
other people as best I can. Keep knowing that 
I am good and that I matter.

http://womenspress.com
mailto:editor@womenspress.com
http://www.healingcollectivetrauma.com/cara-page.html
https://www.bitchmedia.org/article/audre-lorde-thought-self-care-act-political-warfare
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Alison Young: Walking
There’s really no 

trail from Royal Hut 
to Stag Saddle in New 
Zealand. Instead, in 
typical Kiwi fashion, 
it is a pick-your-
way between orange 
markers on soggy 
humps of grass, back 
and forth across 
a boulder-strewn 
stream, and straight 
up from one false 
summit to the next. 
The sun is hot in a 
bluebird sky. 

The trail got the 
best of me. I sat 
down to rest and 
immediately started 
crying, ready to quit 
and go home. I put life on pause to walk this — a risk I am willing to 
take before my arthritic feet impede my “full-time pedestrian” status. 

One would assume it is walking that nourishes my body and soul. 
That is only part of the story. My earliest memory is of looking down 
at my feet in wonder as they moved me up to the back door of our 
church where my father was the minister. I can still see the dappled 
light on the sidewalk, my arms swinging, propelling me along. That 
moment was the first time I felt in charge of my being, excited about 
the power of the simple act of moving myself forward with my legs. 

That feeling has sustained me through my life. I have walked in 
fields, forests, and mountains, using ambulation as a way to work out 
problems, manage my emotions, and spark creativity. 

I kick up loose scree on a slope toward the summit of Beuzenberg 
Peak, rock shards underfoot. Plants like spiky hedgehogs cling 
close to the ground. The stunning aquamarine of Lake Tekapo 
comes into view below a glistening Mount Cook, wisps of clouds 
stuffed in its valleys. 

I am glad I did not quit when the going got tough. I relish the long 
walk that got me here, a journey of discovering what is around me as 
well as what is inside me. I am reminded that every step — cruisey 
or challenging, confident or uncertain, happy or sad — nourishes 
my body and soul.

More submissions at womenspress.com
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Ranee Ramaswamy: My Dance
I practice a classical form of dance from southern 

India called Bharatanatyam, with origins that go 
back 2,000 years. Its backbone is spirituality and 
it calls for discipline, coordination, rhythm, facial 
expressions, and interpretation of song, lyrics, and 
poetry. It is yoga in movement.

Nothing has fulfilled me more than this practice. 
It reflects what is within us — deep emotions, 
thoughts, and feelings that involve the self, family, 
friends, and experiences that are internal. The ‘outer’ 
reflections represent community, country, city, and 
politics. Some of the poetry we choreograph is 
5,000 years old. Using metaphors and symbols, a 
choreographer paints a story using her entire body, 
gestures, and facial expressions. 

I was born a Hindu. Hinduism believes that god 
is in everything and everywhere. The freedom to 
see one’s god as friend, lover, child, and teacher 
gives ample opportunities for interpretation. 

The beating of my feet in rhythm helps with 
osteoporosis, good posture, discipline, and 
imagination. 

Since 1992, I have led the Ragamala Dance 
Company, now with my two daughters, Aparna 
and Ashwini. At 68, I still perform with them. 
This dance keeps me happy, joyful, healthy, and 
truly nourished.
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http://womenspress.com
https://www.womenspress.com/tapestry-nourishing-body-and-soul
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PETS GUIDE

Support our advertisers — and tell them you saw 
their ad in the Minnesota Women’s Press!

http://womenspress.com
http://womenspress.com
https://nutrisourcepetfoods.com/
http://www.broadwayrobbinsdaleanimalhospitalltd.com
http://www.eastlakeanimalclinic.com/
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Pets Guide

How We 
Got the 

Dog: 
The Fake 
Version

by Boisey Corvah, 
Age 10

It was a sunny day. I was playing 
basketball when a dog walked 
up to me. She barked at me — 

no, behind me. I turned around 
and saw a man with a knife. I ran. 
The dog came after me. I ran faster 
and faster, and 
the dog caught 
up with me. Just 
when I got inside 
the dog was 
inside. I always 
wanted a dog. 
Maybe I could 
have this dog? I 
asked my mom, 
and she said, 
“Yes.” My mom 
told me there 
would be pizza. 
“Yay,” I said. Just 
then, there was a 
knock. I saw the 
man with the knife. I said, “Don’t 
open the door!” My mom was like, 
“No can do.” She opened the door. 
The man tried to stab us. That’s 
when the dog attacked the man, 
and I grabbed one of my toy swords 
and hit the man in the head, making 
him unconscious. And that’s how 
we got our dog.

Boisey Corvah  (he/his)  loves sports, 
reading, and gaming. 

How We Got the Dog:  
The Real Version

by Shannon Gibney, His Mom

All my life I have lived with dogs. When I was six, I decided that I would 
marry Robbie, our very sweet black and white Sheltie. Although that didn’t 
work out, it nevertheless established appropriate expectations in me for 

partnership: loyalty, playfulness, and the ability to lick my cheeks affectionately. Then 
came a series of other Shelties throughout my childhood, and several other dogs as 
an adult. My best friend for 15 years was Nadine, or Nadi as I called her, an energetic 
Husky Shepherd. We did everything together, from long hikes at the Minnehaha dog 
park where she would run through the woods like the Flash and swim in the river, 
to mundane trips to the gas station for milk. I was devastated when she died a few 
years ago. 

Since then, my children have been at me to get a dog. But our house is small, and 
we had a bad experience with another dog we tried to take in, so I have been wary. 
When you are a single mom, your plate is always full, so you have to be careful 
about what you add — no matter how much you may want it. But when COVID-19 
hit, it seemed like the stars had finally aligned for canine comradery. With everyone 

home for at least a few months, I reasoned, we would 
be able to give a new dog the attention and training 
it deserved. 

I knew that the area Humane Societies had closed 
because of the pandemic. I found a few dog rescues 
through the Petfinder website. The kids and I looked over 
available dogs and puppies, I sent out a few inquiries, 
and about a week later we learned about Layla, a young 
German Shepherd mutt. 

I filled out a lengthy pet adoption form and we 
video-chatted with Layla’s foster mom. We arranged a 
socially distanced meeting in the PetSmart parking lot 
and took Layla for a two-week “trial run.” We have a 
fiesty cat, and were not sure how he would react to a 
dog, so we had to give him time and space. I wouldn’t 
say he is enthusiastic about the dog, especially because 
Layla enthusiastically chases him around the house 

whenever she sees him. The cat is slowly getting used to her. 
In the end, Layla has been a wonderful addition to our family. She is 

rambunctious, cuddly, and flatulent. And, like my first love, she never forgets to 
lick my cheeks affectionately.

Shannon Gibney (she/her) lives in Powderhorn Park with her two children, Boisey and Marwein, and their 
dog and cat. There is never a dull moment.

We spoke to a rescue, and to our readers, about their experiences 
with pandemic pets. See those thoughts at womenspress.com
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Boisey’s younger sister Marwein, Layla, and Boisey

http://womenspress.com
https://www.womenspress.com/pandemic-pets
https://www.womenspress.com/pandemic-pets
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http://womenspress.com
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http://nokomispetclinic.com
http://secondchancerescue.org
http://rblegalmn.com
http://minnetonkaanimal.com
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GoSeeDo

8/1-2 — Powderhorn Art Fair
The 29th Annual 

Powderhorn Art Fair will take 
place online this year featuring 
hundreds of works from 
artists across the Midwest. 
Participants are also invited 
to a small in-person market 
on 35th Street and Chicago 
Avenue in Minneapolis that 
will highlight community arts. 
Free. 10am. Details: ppna.org

8/2-4 — The Minneapolis Revitalization Auction
More than 50 artists from 

the Twin Cities and around 
the world have donated 
work to raise money for the 
George Floyd Revitalization 
Fund, Northside Funders, 
and more. Participants in 
this online auction can bid 
on art or donate directly. 
Free. Details: tinyurl.com/
MWPrevitalizeauction

8/18 — An Intergenerational Conversation
Minnesota Women’s 

Press contributing writers 
Carolyn Holbrook and Tess 
Montgomery participate 
in a virtual conversation, 
moderated by editor Mikki 
Morrissette. How does 
someone who came of 
age in the 1960s and her 
millennial granddaughter 
understand these times and 
look to the future? Hosted 
by First Unitarian Society of 
Minneapolis. Sponsored by 
St. Catherine University. Free. 

7pm. Details: tinyurl.com/MWPthesetimes

8/13 — Transforming Care 
Join JustUs Health virtually to 

learn about possibilities for safe, 
equitable, and responsive health 
care. Learn about initiatives and 
understand barriers faced in the 
LGBTQ+ community, especially 
people of color, in the healthcare 
industry. Keynote speaker Sam 
Brinton is one of the world’s leading 
advocates for LGBTQ+ youth. Free. 

12pm. Details and registration: tinyurl.com/justuslgbtq

8/26 — LUNAFEST

LUNAFEST presents seven forward-thinking short films 
by and about women with this virtual mini festival. This 
year’s Minneapolis event will donate all proceeds to support 
the Minnesota Peacebuilding Leadership Institute. $25. 6pm. 
Details: tinyurl.com/MWPlunafest

THROUGH AUGUST — Reading for Racial Justice
To promote understanding and action for change, a collection 
of 34 anti-racist books from the University of Minnesota 
Press is available to read online for free through August 31. 
Details: tinyurl.com/MWPracialjusticereading

“Life with Death,” Oil on Canvas,  
24” x 30”, Heather Friedli

By Ellie Bryan, Black Banjo Arts 

“Ballet After Dark,” directed by B. Monét

http://womenspress.com
https://www.ppna.org/powderhorn-art-fair
https://www.ppna.org/powderhorn-art-fair
http://tinyurl.com/MWPrevitalizeauction
http://tinyurl.com/MWPrevitalizeauction
http://tinyurl.com/MWPrevitalizeauction
https://tinyurl.com/MWPTheseTimes
https://secure.everyaction.com/tIY6MHGrKUWSiZIrZqslPA2?emci=640c2b59-ccb7-ea11-9b05-00155d039e74&emdi=b0647035-19ba-ea11-9b05-00155d039e74&ceid=5696812
http://tinyurl.com/justuslgbtq
http://tinyurl.com/MWPlunafest
http://tinyurl.com/MWPracialjusticereading
http://croonersmn.com
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The Perpetual 
Perception 
of Black

submitted by Carolyn Holbrook
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BookShelf

I believe we are in a time of cleansing. The 
earth, our bodies, and the soul of our 
politics have all been amplified this year. 

The spreading coronavirus that continues to 
threaten our survival has caused us to stay 
home for months. With less travel, greenhouse 
gas emissions have lessened, causing us to see 
clearer skies and breathe in cleaner air. 

On Memorial Day, another pandemic 
moved front and center with the tragic death 
of George Floyd — the latest example of the 
uniquely American form of racism in which 
unarmed individuals with dark skin are 
killed by law enforcement officers with no 
consequence to the killers.

The murder of George Floyd woke the 
world up to something that we Black 
people have known for over 400 years: that 
our people are subjected to lethal force in 
alarming numbers. 

Despite the risk of being exposed to 
COVID-19, people around the world are 
demanding the end of the decimation of 
Black bodies. I believe, more than any other 
time in history, that we have an opportunity 
to finally heal this problem.

Yet the murders of Black women and girls 
have been ignored. With three daughters and 
five granddaughters, one who is transgender, 
I worry as much about them as I worry about 
my two sons and three grandsons. All of their 
lives are in danger every day. #Sayhername 
puts a spotlight on the dangers Black girls 
and women face.

As someone who was newly of age in the 
1960s, I believe our healing journey might 
become worse before it gets better. Like any 
birthing process, our nerves and our bodies 
will go through more turmoil before the 
new life is here. Like previous movements, 
the powers that manage the systems of 
oppression are resistant to change. I believe 
we are in the second trimester, just beginning 
to show the signs of what we are gestating.  

“If we can shift the paradigm then we can 

change the culture and the inheritance 

that the coming generation gets.” 

— Luisah Teish

Carolyn Holbrook’s memoir, titled “Tell Me Your Names and I 
Will Testify,” is available from U of M Press on July 21. She writes 
as someone who was once a pregnant, incarcerated teenager in the 
Minnesota juvenile justice system, and as a celebrated writer, arts 
activist, and teacher. A virtual book launch party is scheduled for 
August 12. Details: upress.umn.edu 

See an excerpt on the next page. 

http://womenspress.com
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-020-01497-0
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-020-01497-0
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-020-01497-0
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-020-01497-0
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-020-01497-0
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-020-01497-0
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-020-01497-0
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-020-01497-0
https://www.nature.com/articles/d41586-020-01497-0
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC6080222/
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC6080222/
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC6080222/
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC6080222/
https://www.ncbi.nlm.nih.gov/pmc/articles/PMC6080222/
http://z.umn.edu/holbrookzoom
http://upress.umn.edu
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There are turning points in everyone’s life, though 
we sometimes fail to recognize them right away. 
I experienced one of those moments during a 

springtime video poetry class. 
A young woman, whom I’ll call Gretel, had written a poem 

about roller skating through a graveyard, and everyone in 
the class was intrigued by the idea. We agreed to meet at the 
entrance of Lakewood Cemetery, where many prominent 
Minnesotans are buried. 

On a Sunday morning, the group followed Gretel as she 
skated past curved, tree-lined paths and rows of plaques and 
headstones, large statues and crypts as big as houses. Gretel 
mugged for the camera as she led us down a narrow pathway 
with a thick cluster of trees bordered with pink, purple, and 
white flowers. She began skating slowly down the path, 
glancing back to make sure we were following. 

I was the first to see the weather-beaten statue of a woman 
who looked like she had been carved by a sculptor in the 
Greco-Roman era. Her figure was draped in a gown, belted 
at the waist, allowing her skirt to fall gently over the pedestal 
on which she stood. Her right hand rested over her heart, 
and her left arm reached out in a gesture of peace. She gazed 
down at me with a soft smile and her eyes, though devoid of 
color, appeared kind. She looked so real that it was hard to 
believe she was made of stone. 

The class stood in a semi-circle and watched Gretel’s 
eyes take on a ghoulish sparkle. The instructor trained the 
camera on her and an impish grin spread slowly over Gretel’s 
face. She spun around and skated up to the statue. She lifted 
her arm and stuck out her finger, then snatched it back and 
said: “It’s a statue of a Black woman. If you touch her you’ll 
die.” And then, as though propelled by a tornadic wind, she 
skated away, leaving petals of laughter ringing in the air. 

I took another look at the woman locked 
in that dark body made of granite and, in my 

mind’s eye her shoulders began to slump 
from carrying the weight of all that stone: 
she seemed to crumble under the burden 
of overwork and underappreciation from 

cooking and cleaning for the families of Gretel’s 
ancestors while desperately trying to care 

for her family, the families of my ancestors.
 

At that moment, I remembered every negative image I 
had ever heard of Black women — oversexed, breeder, wet 
nurse, mammy, hostile, nappy headed ‘ho. 

Gretel’s words named something I had felt vaguely all 
my life but could not describe with words of my own. The 
cautionary warnings from our mothers and grandmothers; 
Billie Holiday’s lyrics, “Southern trees bear strange fruit ... 

black bodies hanging from the poplar tree;” the blue eyes 
that Toni Morrison’s character Pecola prayed for, believing 
that they would stop the abuse she was suffering, stop her 
from being seen as ‘dirt;’ the horrific story of the “Hottentot 
Venus,” the orphaned 18th century south African woman 
whose large buttocks and extended labia caused her Dutch 
enslavers to turn her into a sideshow attraction; the degrading 
ways we Black women are depicted in movies or shaking our 
asses in hip-hop videos; the ways we are devalued in school 
and the workplace, by our men who reject us and men of 
other races who look past us or leer at us with hidden lust. 

All of those images and more came crashing into my heart. 
Gretel’s words made it clear that in the eyes of the world the 
Black woman is poison. “If you touch her, you’ll die.” 

I can’t lay all of the blame on Gretel. Nor can I blame the 
group’s nonreaction entirely on them. No doubt, Gretel was 
repeating what she had heard all of her life. No doubt, her 
comment was unremarkable to the others in the group for 
the same reason. Throughout history, the Black woman has 
had to struggle with the perception that her Blackness makes 
her as venomous as a sting from the tongue of a poisonous 
asp or the bite of a black widow spider. 

Unfortunately, we are still struggling with this perception.

 
I have three beautiful, intelligent daughters. I have had 

to help them maintain their self images over and over 
again, even as I have attempted to heal my own. I also fully 
understand the horror of what is happening to our young 
men. I have a son who was incarcerated for ten years in the 
federal penitentiary. But there seems to be a conspiracy of 
silence around our girls and women. Could it be that in a 
large part our incarceration is invisible? That we are locked 
up in our bodies? 

I left the cemetery wondering what it would take to 
liberate us. Today, as I think about what my parents had to 
go through — much that I didn’t learn about until after they 
had passed on — and the stories my students are carrying, 
I worry. As I see my grandchildren move through a world 
where the current president has given the green light to white 
supremacy, following President Barack Obama’s eight years 
of hope, where once again Black and Brown people are under 
violent attack, I have to ask: What is it that will set us free? 

Carolyn Holbrook (she/her) is a writer, educator, and founder of More 
Than a Single Story, a program of conversations with writers of color. 
She teaches creative writing at Hamline University and the Loft. An 
open-access version of her book is available digitally until August 31 as 
part of the U of M Press “Reading for Racial Justice” series.

http://womenspress.com
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A version of this essay originally appeared as part of the 
#MinneAsian Stories series produced by the Council for Asian 
American Leaders.

Growing up, I stared 
at one page in 
the Girl Scouts 

summer activities brochure: 
“Horseback Riding Camps.” I 
was scared to ask my parents 
if I could go, because I knew 
that it was expensive. My 
silence landed me at a different 
camp called Sup Sogui Hosu, 
a Korean language immersion 
program near the Minnesota 
town of Hackensack. 

Sup Sogui Hosu was my 
mom’s idea. She wanted me 
to explore the pieces of our 
Korean heritage that my 
grandmother had never made 
known to her.

My grandmother grew up 
in South Korea. She watched 
as U.S. soldiers destroyed the 
small business empire that 
her family had built over a 
generation, and she mourned the pieces of her identity that 
went with it. Despite this — and protests from her loved ones 
— my grandmother became infatuated with an American 
who was assigned to post-war duty in her neighborhood. 
They eloped and moved to the U.S. at the end of his tour. 

I do not want to tell my grandmother’s story for her. In 
fact, I don’t think I can. There are entire chapters of her life 

that remain mysterious to me, 
and many details that she kept 
hidden in her heart. One thing 
I can say with confidence is that 
her transition into American 
life was not easy. 

In order to survive as the 
only person of color in her new 
community, my grandmother 
embraced a posture of 
assimilation. She believed that 
in order to belong she needed 
to become white and infuse 
whiteness into her children, 
and their children. 

Without saying it, she made 
it clear that if my mom or my 
sister and I wanted to learn 
about our Korean past, we 
would have to ask questions 
somewhere else.

So, my summer days were 
filled with Hangul instead of 
horses; drumming instead 
of dressage. I dabbled in 
calligraphy and Taekwondo 

lessons. I sang songs that I had never heard before, struggling 
to get the nuance of the vowels right. I was given a new name: 

 (Milan). I was told it means “beautiful lily.” I loved that. 
In fact, I loved the whole camp experience. There was just 

one thing that made me feel funny — a question that my 

“What Are You Doing Here?”
submitted by Madison Johnston

Body & Soul 
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cabinmate asked me two days into programming: “What 
are you doing here, exactly?” 

I gave her a confused look. 
“What do you mean? I am Korean.” 
“No, you’re not,” she said. “You are white.” 
“Well, I am both,” I stammered. “I am learning.”
She giggled and left to spread the news of my 

imposterdom. I heard the same question again from 
campers and counselors alike. “What are you doing here?” 

The real question being asked of me was, “How do you fit 
in here?” Most of the campers and all of the staff were 100 
percent Korean, and looked like it. I had only 25 percent to 
offer, and I definitely did not look like it. 

“Just wait until my mom gets here!” I insisted. “You’ll see!”
Four counselors started a bet in front of me. They put 

money down on my ethnic identity. Three of them were 
sorry on graduation day when my Asian-presenting 
mother showed up. With her in the room, they looked 
at me differently. It felt like something crucial had been 
unlocked between all of us. 

The power of living with a mixed-race 
identity is the power to harbor a deep, 

automatic empathy — to know that what 
you see isn’t always what you get.

I wonder if my seasons at Sup Sogui Hosu gave me a taste 
of what my grandmother experienced every day of her 
life — the need to defend myself in the face of an invasive, 
looming question: “What are you doing here, exactly?” This 
camp story continues to play out in various parts of my life, 
reminding me how precious and complicated an Asian 
identity can be. 

I recently traveled to South Korea for the first time. The 
sun was setting over the mountains in Gyeongju, and the 
voice of a folk singer washed over me from a park nearby. 
Her vowels were perfect. It suddenly dawned on me 
that I carry my grandmother’s story. The things that she 
experienced live on in me, including the whiteness that 
she held so necessary. I also carry my mother’s story — the 
reconciling work and the curiosity that she unearthed. 

Madison Johnston (she/her) lives in Northeast Minneapolis and owns 
a financial advising practice designed to empower young people to 
pursue liberation, build wealth, and to do good work in the world. 
She also serves as a supply preacher at Calvary Lutheran Church in 
Edina. When she’s not working, Madison enjoys spending time with 
her family and her fiancé.

http://womenspress.com
https://www.madelineisland.com/
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Body & Soul

Mine Song
written by Shanai Matteson

It took me awhile to name it. In 
those early days, I just called it my 
shadow — a darkness sharing my 

same shape. Moving almost like me, but 
not exactly. 

A bit more like water.
A bit less like girl.

My mother never learned to swim. 
This is the story I tell when I want to 

explain something elemental about her 
and trauma. 

About me and my shadow.

Am I her shadow?
I tell the stories as she told them. 

First, kneel on the ground in front 
of the only person in the world who is 
allowed to brush your hair. While she 
brushes, she explains that there were 
boys. Her brothers, but they could have 
been any boys at all. 

As she braids strands of your hair 
together, she tells you how they tossed 
her body into the Willow River when 
she was a girl the same size and shape 
as you are. 

How they knew she was afraid, but 
they didn’t seem to care. 

It was her first lesson in abuse.
They laughed at the way she would 

sink and rise and sink again. 
Her shadow would sink and rise and 

sink with her.

Eventually, she climbed up the river 
bank holding onto the roots of a willow 
tree. Barefoot and soaked, she made her 
way home. 

There, her father was waiting with a 
willow switch.

“What were you thinking, being so 
close to the water?”

It was her fault. 
She looked at the ground beneath her, 

and her shadow trembled.

Though she never learned to swim, 
my mother taught me about that river.

Not the Willow River that you can see 
on a map, but the one beneath it. The 
river that flows between women as they 
teach their daughters, and each other, 
how to survive abuse.

In greek mythology, willow trees are 
sacred to goddesses of the underworld. 

Celtic folklore reveres willows for 
their close association with water, 

believing that they can see deep into the 
psychic world. 

Because of this, willow branches 
make the best divining rods. 

My grandmother calls herself a water 
witch. 

She taught me to search for water 
underground.

“The most important thing is letting 
your whole body relax, so you can sense 
what’s stirring beneath the earth.”

They say if you have a secret, you 
should tell it to a willow. 

Willows are are secret-keepers. 
We kept secrets in our bodies too.

In Irish folklore, willows have souls 
that speak through music.

We speak through music, moving 
with the sound.

My shadow rippled over whatever 
ground I’d just covered, or sometimes, 
it stretched out before me like a 
premonition. 

It was proof that I was not see-
through.

That I had a body.
That my body was real as anything.

C
O

U
RT

ES
Y 

PH
O

TO

http://womenspress.com


Minnesota Women’s Press  |  womenspress.com  |  August 2020  |  15

We used to swim in a gravel 
pit in the middle of a hay field. 

Never once did we call it a 
‘gravel mine’ but I guess it was. 
It was a mine that was ours, or 
rather, it was on my uncle’s land.

The water in the pit didn’t 
move like other water does, so 
it seemed safer somehow. 

We’d tie our inner tubes 
together with baling twine, a 
group of girls laughing as we’d 
raft across a pit surrounded by 
earth movers.

I didn’t know the word 
‘extraction.’

I couldn’t fathom what it 
meant to us.

I knew the gravel pits where 
my uncles had dug up rocks to 
sell. I knew the flooded iron ore mines where my grandfather 
had worked. I’d seen the signs, Black Dirt For Sale, along 
Highway 169, where high school kids were loading sod onto 
the backs of semi trucks.

Land was always being mined, and we were mining it.
But before that, it had been stolen.
We had stolen it. 
The word ‘mine’ is the first word in a story about trauma 

and our bodies.

I am time traveler, peering into the water of a mine pit lake 
near Nashwauk, my boat gliding smooth over the treetops of 
an underwater forest.

They stopped mining here decades ago.
My shadow creates a dark place among drowned trees, and 

where it is dark, fish swarm.
When did these waters rise?
Did my grandfather walk among those trees, on his way 

to work? 
Are those willows?

Sometimes I ask myself what is the opposite of extraction.
It’s not to put things back in place.

That would be impossible. 
Put the girl back on the 

bank of the river, dry and 
dreaming?

Sarah pulls her boat up 
to a small landing at the 
bottom of a steep wall that 
was cut decades before 
either of us were born.

I look at her and I think 
time bends a little.

Granddaughters of 
miners, bodies with 
shadows.

Sunlight illuminates the 
underwater forest, and  
it looks like the bow of her 
canoe is resting ever so 
slightly on the edge of a cliff.

Abuse.
I can name it.
It took years of looking back at the ground I had covered, it 

trailing me, shifting shape as I moved.
A glass baby bottle used to shock me into silence with a 

‘thwap!’ on the head. 
A belt.
A willow switch.
A bottle of vodka.
An earth mover.

Beneath the water, the cliff drops straight into an abyss.
A Northern Pike makes its way up the slope.
We name what we are doing healing, and dive deep.
Sink, rise, rise, rise.

Shanai Matteson (she/her) is an artist, writer, and cultural organizer. As a 
2018 McKnight Artist Fellow, Matteson has been creating visual artwork 
and storytelling spaces that uncover familial and cultural relationships 
between violence, femininity, earth, and resistance to extraction.  
Her website is shanai.work
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Body & Soul 

You call me “Criminal,”
 as you cheat, assault, and rob the 
world blind.

You call me “Shit-hole,”
 as you foul the Earth with your lies, 

runoff, toxic smoke.
You call me “Welfare,”
 as I work day and night, no vacation, 

no complaints.
You call me “Thief,”
 as you dodge tax dollars in billions.
You call me “Rapist,”
 as you grab my Mija by her genitals.
You call me “Animal,”
 when ants and bees know more 

discipline than you.
You call me “Murderer,”
 as you snatch my children, freeze them 

to death in cages.
You call me “Violence,”
 as you shock and awe with drones, Mother of All Bombs.
You call me “Lazy,”
 as I build your roads, railways, factories on my knees.
You call me “Not Good Enough,”
 as my awards pile higher than your white rage.
You call me “Slum,”
 cooking, gardening, cleaning in your bloody mansions.
You call me “Marx,”
 igniting hope and equality among the wretched.
You call me “Worst,”
 as students nominate me year after year for awards.
You call me “Whore,”
 breasts laden with milk, buttocks curving like the Amazon.
You call me “Terror,”
 my arms taller than the Andes, thighs smashing your 

shackles.
You call me “Mao,”
 freeing China from your opium wars and colonial lootings.
You call me “Dog,”
 “No Chinese Allowed” in Shanghai’s Concession Parks.
You call me “Che,”
 whistling Amazon warriors from my jungle breasts.
You call me “Monster,”
 pulling the poor, the sick and the homeless out of the muck.

You hunt me with ICE,
 troops, Coast Guard, Proud Boys
 and white supremacists.
You call me “Uppity,”
 spending millions in court to put a
 Chink in the Chink place.
You send students to destroy,
 enraged for praising black, brown, 
 yellow poets.
You shun me as the “Pariah,” 
 ban me from campus for life.
You build the Wall,
 blocking my path to cross, work,
 speak, write, publish, live.
You call me “cavalier, liar, paranoid,
 renegade, crazy bitch, detached
 from reality . . .”
You call me “Mandela,”
 Twenty-seven years in jail, still 
 singing with dignity.

You cut my veins, opening lava of rumbling spirit.
You shackle my feet, and I gnaw through the hole with teeth. 
You slit my throat, and I summon songs with dance.
You kill my birds, and I build a temple with feathers and stardust.

You can kill my birds, slit my throat, shackle my feet, bury me 
alive, cut my veins, block my path, hunt me down with your 
drones, lawyers and lies . . . my body is not my body . . . my 
name is not my name . . . I belong to every Mija and Mijo, to 
the Himalayas, Andes, Rockies, to the Nile, Amazon, Yangtze, 
Mississippi, to the four seas . . . call me your Monster, Terror, 
Animal . . . call me Mao, Marxist, Che, Mandela . . . names 
blown, blowing with the wind
. . . but nothing can change this: I’m your Amazon, your 
Everest, your Pacific . . . I’m your Sky and Earth . . . I’m your 
parents on the road . . . your children in cages . . . named or 
nameless . . . I’m Truth that defies your lies . . . I’m Conscience 
that jolts you awake in a cold sweat . . . I’m Poetry that sails 
hope across the sea and desert. 

Born in Shanghai and confined to a farm during the Cultural Revolution, 
Wang Ping (she/her) eventually came to the U.S., earned a doctorate 
at New York University, and has had a career of writing, teaching, and 
activism in Minnesota. Reprinted from “My Name Is Immigrant” © 2020 
Wang Ping, by permission of Hanging Loose Press.

The Names You Call Me
written by Wang Ping
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Defining a Body as “Worthy”  
submitted by Alma Silver

It cannot be denied that 2020 
has ushered in an awakening. 
If we look at the devastating 

toll of the pandemic, the economic 
collapse of a country unprepared 
for a healthcare crisis, and the 
cathartic outcries for racial justice 
in the wake of heinous murders, 
we can no longer content ourselves 
with myths and look away from 
who we are as a country. We need 
to look inward before we can 
move forward.

I graduated amidst a resilient 
and visionary community 
of scholars at St. Catherine 
University this spring, during a 
time of unprecedented turmoil, 
upheaval, and heartbreak. The 
words of author and activist 
Audre Lorde often came to mind during these challenging 
times. In her essay, “The Transformation of Silence into 
Language and Action” — which was among the reading 
assignments that we received as first-years — Lorde asks 
readers: “What are the words you do not yet have? What do 
you need to say? What are the tyrannies you swallow day by 
day and attempt to make your own, until you will sicken and 
die of them, still in silence?” 

My years at college guided me to realize that we cannot 
authentically move forward as conscientious and global 
citizens without breaking our silences, telling our stories, 
speaking our truths, and listening to the voices of all those 
around us. 

The process of engaging in dialogue is not simply about 
being physically together. It is not merely about ensuring the 
presence of different voices at the table. True conversation 
stirs something deep inside us, and leads to a new way of 
seeing, understanding, thinking, being, or doing. 

We cannot silence ourselves with the comfortable belief that 
our society cares equally for all people. As a disabled woman, I 
followed the news in April as the U.S. Office for Civil Rights at 
the Department of Health and Human Services opened lawsuits 
against states with “crisis of care” guidelines. These policies, to 

my horror, explicitly stated that 
people with significant physical 
and intellectual disabilities will 
receive lower priority access to 
ventilators in the event of medical 
shortages caused by the pandemic. 

Minnesota’s health department 
guidelines prohibit rationing 
based on judgements that some 
people have a lower quality of 
life or less “social value.” Yet it is 
devastating to learn that policies 
enacted by many state health 
departments grant medical 
professionals the authority to 
decide that a disabled life is less 
worthy than a non-disabled life. 

It is exhausting to know that 
within our nation’s healthcare 
system, which thrives off profits, 

people in my community are treated as burdens. 

My disabled body — a body that 
encompasses my holistic identity, a body I 

have claimed loudly and boldly as I navigate 
through spaces — can still be perceived 

by others as inferior and disposable. 

I also know that as a white woman, I am protected by 
privileges. Native, Latinx, Hispanic, Asian, and Black people 
have higher rates of hospitalization and death from the 
coronavirus. A devastating number of lives are not considered 
worthy merely because of the pigmentation on their body.

I believe the beacon of hope lies in the power we hold to 
break our silences, express our outrage, and share our visions 
for change. Hope lies in the conversations that embolden 
our collective spirit. Hope lies in the moments in which our 
silences blaze into action. 

Find Action = Change steps and resources at womenspress.com

Alma Silver (she/her) is a contributing writer to Minnesota Women’s 
Press and a recent graduate of St. Catherine University. 

Body & Soul 
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TRAVEL GUIDE

Support our advertisers — and tell them you saw 
their ad in the Minnesota Women’s Press!

At 16, I decided I wanted to join the Peace 
Corps. When I was 25, my partner and I got 
on a plane that took us from Minneapolis to 

Port Vila, Vanuatu, in the South Pacific. We spent two 
years living in a bamboo hut on the tropical island of 
Pentecost. We loved it so much that we extended our 
service for another year in Port Vila, the capital city. 
Jason, my partner, worked in technology. I worked in a 
health program.

One phrase that came up over and over in Vanuatu is 
storian hemi laef blo yumi, which roughly translates to 
“chatting is our lives.” Storian covers everything from 
casual greetings to deep discussions of philosophy. The 
phrase is an acknowledgement that communication 
and relationships are the lifeblood of the culture. 

Vanuatu has one of the highest language densities 
in the world, although some of it became extinct after 
British and French colonists engaged in slave-trading 
with Australia. The country gained its independence 
40 years ago (July 30, 1980). There are still more than 
100 languages spoken among a population of 250,000. 

There were three primary languages in my village: 
Apma, the language of home; French, the language of 
school and church; and Bislama, which was created 
by colonizers to communicate with those living on 
the island. I had only been trained in Bislama, which 
meant most conversations were in languages I did not 
know well.

So, to understand more of the language, I learned 
to storian — to talk about everything and nothing for 
hours. Through those hours of storian, I also became a 
part of my village. 

As someone who grew up in the U.S., I was encultured 
to believe in the individual above all and that one person 
can change the world. Living and working in Vanuatu 
made me re-consider both of those assumptions. By 
myself, I was not going to make any difference. 

I began to question the value of the individual to the 
community instead of the other way around.

Travel Guide

What Neighbors Do
submitted by Gaea Dill-D’Ascoli
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Travel Guide

In Community
I have been back in the U.S. for seven years. 

When George Floyd was murdered, his death 
sparked global protests about the root of racism 
in our cultures. 

My neighbors were in the thick of protests. 
The community organized. We got phone 
numbers and emails and connected online. 
We made bucket brigades for fires and set up 
rotating watches along each block. I sat on the 
corner until 4am with neighbors I had never 
met until that week. 

When the ash settled and the glass on Lake 
Street was swept up, my mother and I decided 
we needed to maintain these new connections. 
We invited neighbors on the block and across 
the alley to our front yard for socially distanced 
cookies and tea. We discussed the previous 
few weeks. We caught up about who was still 
employed and who wasn’t. We shared resources 
for who to call instead of the police. 

We engaged in the art of storian. As people 
drifted back to their homes, our community felt a 
little tighter — a little more caring. Relationships 
were deeper. This is the effect of storian.

When I left Vanuatu, I left behind family and 
friends. I left behind a two-room hut with a 
thatch roof and a gate that didn’t keep the cows 
out. I left behind a home. 

Returning to the U.S. meant I was again 
surrounded by a culture of individuals first 
and community second. I felt lost amid the 
selfishness that I had grown up in.

Although many things have changed since 
I returned to Minnesota, my worldview is still 
influenced by Vanuatu. By myself, I won’t change 
the course of history. But I can participate as 
storian brings people together. 

In community, I believe we can bend the arc of 
history toward justice.

Pentecost was hit on April 6 
by Tropical Cyclone Harold. The 
island suffered major damage, 
including the mass destruction 

of houses and the leveling of its 
gardens.  At presstime, Vanuatu 

had no cases of COVID-19. To maintain this, 
they have locked down their borders and 
refused international aid workers. If you are 
able to help the people of Vanuatu recover, 
please visit Tanbokproject.org to learn 
more, or donate to Red Cross Vanuatu. 

I began to question the value of the individual to 
the community instead of the other way around.
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health & healing 

As protestors took to the streets in 
response to the murder of George Floyd 
by Minneapolis police, street medics 

mobilized to provide care. Minnesota Women’s 
Press spoke with Jacqueline Zepeda, a street medic 
with Northstar Health Collective, about their 
experience and why they are now focusing on 
training BIPOC medics.

Q: What is a street medic?
Street medics are volunteers with various 

degrees of medical training. They help provide 
first aid in situations where there might not be 
medical professionals — demonstrations, protests, 
disasters, and in under-served communities. 

I have been with Northstar Health Collective for 
two years. I have been working with BIPOC medics 
as a response to [the uprising] because there was 
a need for people of color, who usually don’t have 
as much access to resources. I have been focused 
on getting more BIPOC folks the knowledge to get 
first aid and care skills under their belts. 

Q: How do you see the activist and healthcare 
professional parts of your life intersecting?

I am a nationally registered EMT. I studied pre-
med a few years ago. I am studying something else 
now, but I still have my EMT certification. I have 
been a Wilderness First Responder [and] I am 
CPR-certified. As an activist I have mostly worked 
as a trainer for nonviolent direct action and lately I 
have been getting herbal support and street medic 
trainings out for people of color so that we are 
more equipped for what’s going on. 

There are a lot of young folks out in the streets 
who have never protested before. They [experience] 
violence from the police but are ill-equipped 
[when it happens]. My response is: ‘Okay, I have 
these skills. There are people who want to support 
community and are out there getting hurt.’ 

The Work of a 
Street Medic

reported by Lydia Moran
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Q: What distinguishes someone who is trained 
as a street medic from someone in traditional 
healthcare?

I have been training people to ask for permission 
before going in and trying to establish a relationship 
with someone in need of care. That does happen in the 
professional realm of things, but sometimes it is not 
as thorough as what I am trying to teach people, [how 
to understand] the intersectionality that people have 
with the police, EMS, fire. We try to practice trauma-
informed care. 

Street medics practice asking folks who are under-
served or marginalized about the [personal] ways they 
care for themselves. Getting people who are under-
represented into healthcare professions is helpful. As 
someone who is of Indigenous descent and a Chicanic 
person, if I see other people who look like me there is 
trust that can build. 

Q: What are street medics doing day-to-day? 
Last year we were doing support around Indigenous 

folks who started an encampment off of Hiawatha 
Avenue. They got relocated for the winter and the city 
has promised to give them housing, but they are still 
just moving around. Another encampment started in a 
different place, so street medics are giving them aid and 
supplies during the pandemic.

[At the Sheraton Hotel sanctuary in Midtown] over 
200 people got housing and now they have relocated to 
Powderhorn Park. I have seen a lot of the medic support 
there. There is a vigil where the murder happened and 
medics are set up there. 

Q: What were you seeing at the May uprising?
I was out the first night after the murder of George 

Floyd. I was there with folks who were marching from 
38th and Chicago to the Third Precinct. There were a 
lot of kids, young adults, elders. Some people were just 
there taking up space, and a few people were damaging 
property. The police eventually used tear gas and things 
escalated quickly from that day on. All the people I treated 

were young Black women. I realized we need more folks 
in the BIPOC community [with these skills] to be able to 
take care of each other. 

I noticed that the police would use a lot of force on 
people who were peacefully protesting. As the days went 
on, there was evidence of groups who were not protesting 
and were starting fires, [such as] white supremacists. 

I think what is not in the media is a lot of really beautiful 
community organizing around helping POC-owned 
businesses put up plywood, putting out fires, and helping 
people who are houseless get food. 

Q: What does it mean for you to be putting your 
body on the line in this way?

There is a part of me that says, ‘Okay, I’m not going to be 
out in the streets anymore.’ [But] I have had the privilege 
to learn the skills that I have, so it is hard not to respond. 
It is a lot physically and emotionally to carry and process. 
For a lot of folks who are marginalized, who don’t have 
access to housing, better jobs, education, or healthcare, 
[protesting] is an added stress. They already have a 
disadvantage, so how can we get them more support?

I have learned that what is sustainable for me is [making] 
goals to take care of myself, and teaching others how to 
do that for themselves. I know what teas are good for my 
immune system and nervous system. There are different 
ways we can take care of ourselves and that knowledge 
will be with us for a long time. 

We don’t know what will happen next, but with this 
pandemic we are trying to figure it out as we go. I think 
the best thing we can do is to support each other in being 
well and healthy as best as possible. 

Resources
• Northstar Health Collective: northstarhealthcollective.org

• A history of street medics: medicstories.wikidot.com

• Femme Empowerment Project, BIPOC skill shares and 
workshops lead by Jacqueline Zepeda:  

 @femmeempowermentproject

• Divine Natural Ancestry:   @divinenaturalancestry

As someone who is of Indigenous descent and a Chicanic person, if 
I see other people who look like me there is trust that can build

http://womenspress.com
https://www.northstarhealthcollective.org/
http://northstarhealthcollective.org
http://medicstories.wikidot.com
https://www.instagram.com/femmeempowermentproject/
https://www.divinenaturalancestry.com/
https://www.instagram.com/divinenaturalancestry/?hl=en
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EDUCATION GUIDE

Support our advertisers 
— and tell them you saw 
their ad in the Minnesota 

Women’s Press!
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Education Guide

At the St. Paul-based 
Family Tree Clinic, 
sex education is 

wildly different than the 
paradigm that most of us 
grew up with — the one 
that taught that sex was 
wrong or dangerous. 

“So often sexual health is 
talked about in terms of an 
absence of disease, or not 
experiencing unwanted or 
unexpected pregnancies,” 
says Lindsey Hoskins, the 
organization’s director of 
health education and one 
of nine sex educators at 
Family Tree Clinic, which 
was founded in 1971.

“[Healthy sex] is about joy and connection and love and 
intimacy and identity and confidence. It is something that 
people experience from the beginning of life to the end of 
life. It is really selling people short if we’re only talking about 
avoiding infections,” Hoskins says.

In addition to the LGBTQ+ community, Family Tree 
teaches sex ed to people who are incarcerated, the deaf, and 
those experiencing chemical dependency, mental health 
issues, or housing instability. 

“The people that are the most in need of health access are the 
people that are systematically left out of major health systems,” 
says Jacki Trelawny, Family Tree’s director of community 
engagement. “If I show up at an event with a bunch of HIV 
tests, people treat me like the lotion folks at the mall — and 

rightfully so. Because, who 
am I to them? Even though 
I am Black, I represent a 
medical institution. They 
don’t have to trust me. 
There is a very serious 
legacy — a justified legacy 
— of mistrust between 
Black communities and 
medicine. We have to take 
that into consideration.”

Family Tree has held 
about 100 listening 
sessions, with an emphasis 
on hearing Black voices. 
“We are all being challenged 
to learn new ways to do 
our work with regards to 

distance learning [as well as] rooting out the racism that is 
embedded in public health and education,” Hoskins says. 

Coronavirus has required Family Tree to move education 
to interactive presentations or prerecorded videos that clients 
can watch at their own pace. It allows more clients out of the 
area to participate. Hoskins is hopeful that they will come 
out of the pandemic better prepared to reach populations in 
isolated areas.

“We are excited to help folks of all ages develop helpful 
attitudes and skills around consent,” Hoskins says. “We have a 
class for fourth and fifth graders on healthy relationship and 
friendship skills. They get really animated when talking about 
the concept of consent. It is exciting.”

Find a longer version of this story at womenspress.com

Teaching Intimacy
reported by Erica Rivera
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Jacki Trelawny and Lindsey Hoskins

http://womenspress.com
https://www.womenspress.com/family-tree-clinic-teaching-intimacy
http://nwhealth.edu/mwp
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In the News

COVID Inequities
submitted by Odichinma Akosionu  

and Tetyana P. Shippee

Although Minnesota is known for good 
quality of care and health outcomes for 
older adults, the state ranks high in racial 
disparities for income, education, and 
homeownership rates between Black and 
white residents. Our research shows that 
Black, Indigenous, and other residents of 
color also report significantly lower quality 
of life in Minnesota nursing homes. These 
disparities have increased over time and 
continue to be significant, even when we 
account for health and other factors. 

In short, racial inequities are due to systemic 
and environmental racism. COVID-19 has 
exacerbated these pre-existing disparities. 

Much like other states, people of color 
have higher rates of COVID-19 compared to 
the overall population. In Minnesota, Black, 
Latinx and Asian Americans who are 65 
years and older have the highest incidence of 
COVID-19 cases. We believe policymakers 
need to share data to learn about and address 
the system-level issues that drive disparities.

We recommend a few steps to directly 
address COVID-19 case intensity and long-
term impact: 

1) Prioritize testing and protective 
equipment in nursing homes and 
communities with a high proportion of 
people who are Black, Indigenous and other 
communities of color (BIPOC).

2) Immediately address and improve 
conditions for long-term care workers, 
especially direct care workers, like nursing 
home aides who do the bulk of hands-on 
caring for older adults. The majority of these 
caregivers are BIPOC. 

3) Re-examine policies that have resulted 
in persistent racial disparities in long-term 
care, including funding for facilities with a 
high number of BIPOC patients. 

Odichinma Akosionu, MPH, and  
Tetyana P. Shippee, PhD, are part of a team at 

the University of Minnesota that co-published 
COVID-19 disparities research in the Journal of 

Aging & Social Policy (May 2020) 

Ahem, Bodies Do Differ
The healthcare industry continues to play catchup in understanding 

how to better serve female bodies. “There is now more than 20 years of 
evidence that shows female physiology is quite different from males,” said 
Alicia Chong, founder and CEO, at Bloomer Tech. “Yet, even now, most 
of the devices and treatments are designed around male physiology.” 

The pandemic has raised awareness of the importance of data in 
understanding how gender, race/ethnicity, income, geography, and other 
characteristics influence the occurrence of a disease and its outcomes. 
Data suggests, for example, that AFAB (assigned female at birth) people 
have a less severe response to the new coronavirus. Researchers are 
looking at the role female sex hormones may play in immunity.

“Sometimes, when we think about women’s health, we think just 
of reproductive health and breast cancer, but it’s so much more,” said 
Chong. Heart disease strikes more AFAB people than AMAB (assigned 
male at birth) and is more deadly than all forms of cancer combined.

Conservative estimates indicate that about 80 percent of the people 
with autoimmune diseases are AFAB. The incidence rate is dramatically 
higher for AFAB people of color and low-income people.
      Source: Forbes

http://womenspress.com
https://www.tandfonline.com/doi/full/10.1080/08959420.2020.1772004
https://www.tandfonline.com/doi/full/10.1080/08959420.2020.1772004
https://www.forbes.com/sites/geristengel/2020/07/08/womens-healthcare-a-market-ripe-for-disruption/#50173f771a01
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In the News

1890 Randolph Ave, St Paul, MN 55105
info@wisdomwayscenter.org | 651-696-2788

Feeling tense and exhausted in 
these times of uncertainty and change? 
This workshop will teach you a series of gentle movement 
meditations to connect with your body and with nature. 
You will be invited to come home deeply to yourself 
and your body and open to creativity and love in the 
midst of our present evolutionary crisis.

Via Zoom: 
Tues., August 25, 6:30 - 8:30pm OR
Fri., Sept. 18, 1:30 - 3:30 pm

Cost: 
$25.00/session

Register/Learn More:
651-696-2788 or wisdomwayscenter.org

Facilitator: Emily Jarrett Hughes

At Home in Oneself

When You Are Expecting
As COVID-19 started its spread, nurse-midwife leaders in 

Minnesota started virtual weekly meetings to discuss how 
care was changing. Expecting patients had less time with 
providers during wellness checks, and partners were not 
allowed to attend. In-person prenatal classes were suspended. 
To address the need, nursing students created educational 
videos to prepare parents for pregnancy, labor, postpartum 
and newborn care. “Having A Baby: Prenatal and Newborn 
Care Education” includes 60 free videos of educational 
material. Details: tinyurl.com/babyvideoscovid

August 18, 1920
Minnesota has been a national proving ground for many 

feminist reforms. The first battered women’s shelter in the 
country was established here. The state was the first to attempt 
to set standards at establishing pay equity for women. The 
“Remembering” section at womenspress.com includes a 1989 
story about Minnesota’s early attempt at inclusive education. 
The state enacted women’s right to vote a year before it 
became a national mandate (for white women) in the 19th 
amendment on August 18, 1920. Details: 2020centennial.org 

Have You Voted?
Voting by mail with an absentee ballot is legal in Minnesota 

for anyone registered to vote who can provide an email 
address and an identification number. There are options for 
people without an email address or an identification number 
to request a ballot. A different system applies for military and 
overseas voters. You can apply for the August 11 primary and 
the Nov. 3 U.S. election. Details: mnvotes.sos.state.mn.us

 

Do You Need Testing?
The CARES Act requires that COVID-19 testing is covered 

without cost-sharing. This applies to the test only, not office 
visits. Some insurance carriers waive in-network visits. 
Details: tinyurl.com/MWPcovidtest

http://womenspress.com
http://nwhealth.edu/mwp
https://www.nursing.umn.edu/news/dnp-students-create-video-series-help-parents-prepare-having-baby
https://www.nursing.umn.edu/degrees-programs/doctor-nursing-practice/specialty-areas/nurse-midwifery/timely-and-accessible-perinatal-education-online
http://womenspress.com
https://www.womenspress.com/schools-to-take-next-step-toward-inclusive-curricula/
https://www.2020centennial.org
http://mnvotes.sos.state.mn.us/
https://mn.gov/covid19/for-minnesotans/if-sick/testing-locations/index.jsp
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BUY 
LOCAL 
Guide

Support our advertisers — and tell them you saw 
their ad in the Minnesota Women’s Press!

Chef driven 
recipes,
Farmer forward 
stories,
A celebration of 
local food and 
farming.

Available

May 2021
at a bookstore 
near you.

http://womenspress.com
http://womenspress.com
http://crescenttide.com
https://www.minnesotacooks.org/the-farmer-and-the-chef/
https://bankcherokee.com/stories/
http://noplacelikehome.info
http://www.homesowngardens.com
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Buy Local Guide

Building a Sustainable Economy
reported by Mikki Morrissette

With businesses in upheaval, and many spaces still 
shuttered to casual foot traffic, entrepreneurs 
are figuring out how to meet new needs. 

Minnesota Women’s Press asked our advertisers how their 
business is shifting. 

Impact on Buy Local
Most of the entrepreneurs that responded to our questions 

report that they have lost more than 25 percent of their 
revenue because of the pandemic. Nearly 62 percent are not 
sure they will get back to normal business. 

On the other hand, some reported that the current normal 
is not necessarily a bad thing. A psychotherapist now provides 
telehealth sessions that have “gone better than I expected” 
and might continue that option after returning to the office. A 
bookstore owner is doing house visits to buy books. A house 
cleaner continues to do business with protections.

Many report that what they most miss is seeing clients 
in person: “Our shop is built for aimless wandering and 
browsing, not in-and-out shopping for a particular thing. 
Mail order sales are a necessity to stay alive, but not why we 
got into this business.” 

A restaurant owner’s takeout business increased after 
the pandemic, “but we have struggled to make delivery 
work for us, in cost, presentation, and packaging.” They are 
experimenting with make-at-home items.

A bicycle store lost out during prime riding season because 
of its appointment-only service. It dropped sales of used parts. 
The staff misses interacting with volunteers who repair bikes 
to give away. One of them lost his spouse to the coronavirus, 
“so we take the virus very seriously.”

Another says she likes Zoom as a new tool, but “I really 

dislike the masks. I don’t recognize people and I can’t hear 
them.” An attorney is doing meetings and court hearings by 
phone and Zoom. Seeing the body language of clients and 
opposing attorneys is vital, and not possible remotely. 

One indicated that the current model is mentally 
exhausting, but believes it is better for their business because 
being “comfortable means we are not growing.”

How Customers Can Help
The best ways to help small businesses rebound, suggested 

one: “If you are shopping from Amazon, take a minute to see 
if you can order from the seller directly. Google their name, 
see if they have a website or phone number. [Jeff] Bezos 
doesn’t need your money right now.”

One pointed out that customers are adapting so quickly to 
online convenience that they have unrealistic expectations of 
small business service providers. 

The most common comment: “Please wear your face mask.”
One reminded that “each time a customer is a no-show [to 

an appointment], it prevents us from earning revenue from 
that time slot and prevents us from serving customers we had 
to turn away.”

Said another, “If anything, this pandemic and the unrest 
have taught us how much we miss our local businesses when 
they have to close. Consumers need to invest in neighborhood 
economies so that food deserts and basic supplies don’t leave 
so many people struggling. Building resiliency at a local 
level also has the added benefit of bringing neighbors and 
community members together in stronger ways.”

Find a longer version at womenspress.com,  
and a story about how entrepreneurs can navigate these times.

http://womenspress.com
https://www.womenspress.com/building-a-sustainable-economy
http://sunrisebanks.com
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BUY LOCAL Guide
Supporting our 
local food systems 
through farm to 
table restaurant 
partnerships 
and promoting 
opportunities to 
buy direct from 
farmers

resources available at

minnesotacooks.org

http://womenspress.com
http://womenspress.com
http://financialplanpartners.com
http://hagensautobody.com
http://butterbakerycafe.com
https://triangle-accounting.com/
https://www.minnesotacooks.org/
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FINDING THE BEST 
SOLUTIONS FOR OUR 

CLIENTS! WITH BCT, 
EVERYONE BENEFITS

612.900.2700 • BCTCORPORATION.COM

• Employee Benefits 
• Wellness
• Captive Programs
• Level Funded Plans

• HR360
• HRAdminEase
• COBRA
• HRA/HSA

• Flex
• 105
• Pet Insurance
• And Retirement!
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http://hirshfields.com
http://connect.thrivent.com/sabrina-fay
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Every day, powerful 
women like you 

change the world 
in myriad ways. 

Thank you, readers, 
for everything you 

do. Together, we 
are making the 

world more socially, 
environmentally, 

and racially 
equitable.

Retreats / 
Retreat Centers 
Continued

SHIRE IN THE WOODS. Unique 
cottages. Wood-burning fireplaces.  
Walking trails. Labyrinth. Natural 
surroundings will nourish and  
rejuvenate your soul! 320-592-0180, 
shireinthewoods@outlook.com,  
shireinthewoods.com

Spirituality 

COMPASSION OF CHRIST CATH-
OLIC COMMUNITY, pastored by 
womenpriests, streaming liturgies. 
Visit our website, compassiontc.org, 
for more information. 

PERSONAL AND PROFESSION-
AL SUPPORT for unconventional 
people who want more productivity, 
meaning, and joy. 25% off first  
session. Call or text 615-375-6673 or  
visit theunrulywoman.com

SOUL READINGS / CLASSES. 
Soul Readings for clarity and guid-
ance. Psychic development class-
es to connect and live from your 
highest self. Cindy Lehman, 612- 
669-1861, cindy@cindylehman.com,  
cindylehman.com

Travel / Adventure 

COMO ROSE TRAVEL. Experience 
our personal attention helping you 
get the most out of your travels! Trips, 
tours, cruises, air tickets. Visit us at 
2190 Como Avenue, St. Paul, 651-646-
8855, david@comorose.com

Workshops 

WILD MEDICINAL HERB WORK-
SHOPS. Retreats: Northwoods’ 
Giving Ground: herbalist-guided 
trails, vegetarian comfort food, sweet 
lodgings; snowshoeing; actual medi-
cine-making three seasons. 218-848-
2302, givingground.com

Classified Ads

Accounting 

JROSE BOOKKEEPING. Person- 
alized non-judgmental bookkeep-
ing for small businesses and busy 
professionals. Twenty-one years 
of experience. QuickBooks setup 
or training, payroll, invoicing, bill  
paying, reconciliations. 612-221-2211,  
judy@jrosebookkeeping.com

PHYLLIS BURDETTE, CPA.  
Year-round tax, accounting, and  
advisory services for busy women. In-
dividuals, businesses, LLCs, nonprofits.  
Office in St. Louis Park. 952-546-8708, 
p b u r d e t t e @ b u r d e t t e c p a . c o m ,  
BurdetteCPA.com 

Attorneys 

SLETTEN LAW OFFICE. Specializ-
ing in estate planning, wills, probate, 
trusts. Meetings in Minneapolis office 
or as arranged. Flexible scheduling 
and appointments. Karen E. Sletten, 
651-321-7400, karen@slettenlaw.com, 
slettenlaw.com 

Books / Bookstores 

THE BOOK HOUSE IN DINKY-
TOWN. We buy books! Books for the 
academic, collector, and “common 
reader” since 1976. Open 7 days/wk, 
1316 4th St. S.E., 612-331-1430

Chiropractors 

HEALTHWAYS CHIROPRACTIC, 
PA. Experienced, gentle care. Wom-
en’s and children’s health. Auto, work, 
sports injuries. Applied Kinesiology, 
exercise/rehab, nutrition. Accepts  
insurance. Dr. Judy St. Clair, 612-869-
7371, healthwayschiro.net

Classes/Seminars 

PSYCHIC DEVELOPMENT CLASS. 
Learn to access and work with your 
soul’s gifts. Beginning September 22, 
2020. Tuesday evenings via Zoom, 
September-June. Cindy Lehman, 612-
669-1861, cindy@cindylehman.com, 
cindylehman.com

Counseling 

 Safe  Place Safe  Passages 
Providing a safe place to explore life’s challenges  

Beth Ann Schumacher, MA 
Psychotherapist 

Personal Growth & Empowerment • Inner Conflict Resolution • Partnering  
• Relationships • Sexuality • Women’s Issues • Life Transitions  

• Spirituality • Parenting & more 

Confidential voice mail :  651-491-3377 
bethann@safeplacesafepassages.com 

www.safeplacesafepassages.com 
Two Metro Locations • Most insurances Accepted • Sliding Fee for Self—Payers  

Providing a safe place to explore life’s challenges

Beth Ann Schumacher, MA, LPCC,
Psychotherapist     

31-2 changes to titles

• Personal Growth & 
• Empowerment
• Partnering
• Life Transitions
• Inner Conflict Resolution
• Relationships
• Sexuality
• Women’s Issues
• Spirituality & More

651-491-3377

 

MOLLY NICHOLSON, MA, 
LPCC. Preferred One provider. 
LGBT Psychotherapist. Feminist,  
Integrative Relational Counseling  
Approach. Offering a supportive place  
to explore loss, depression, anxiety, 
abuse, relationship struggles, and  
stress. 612-702-4119, mollylpcc.com

Financial Services 

KAREN R. PALM, CPA, CFP. Tax 
preparation for individuals, businesses, 
estates for over 30 years. Current and 
back taxes. Represent you with IRS 
and Revenue. 612-379-1393

Furniture 

CUSTOM SLIPCOVERS that 
fit like reupholstery. Affordable 
Third Generation Quality! Fabric  
discounted up to 40% off. By text or call 
612-280-1553, Free estimates online  
designersbestfriend.com

Gardening / 
Landscaping 

ECOLOGICAL DESIGN creates 
landscapes which integrate food, 
function and beauty. Our inno-
vative designers are committed to  
restoring health and abundance while 
reconnecting people with nature. 
Paula Westmoreland, 612-588-3942,  
ecologicaldesign.land

Holistic Health Care

NORTHEAST WELLNESS Afford-
able, welcoming, convenient wellness 
center! Offering private & group  
acupuncture, fire cupping, massage 
therapy, infrared saunas. Book today! 
612-399-6322, newellnessmpls.com

Home Services 

MS. GREENJEANS 25+ years expe-
rience with interior painting and wall 
repair. We are taking precautions for 
COVID-19. Set up your free estimate 
at Laurie@msgreenjeans.net

Retreats / 
Retreat Centers 

ARC RETREAT CENTER. Serving 
individuals and groups seeking time 
apart, rest, and spiritual renewal. 
On ninety acres of woods and wet-
land near Cambridge. 763-689-3540,  
arcretreat.org

NEXT DEADLINE: Monday, August 10, 5pm

LINE CLASSIFIED advertisements
Place your ad at womenspress.com. Click on Classified Ads. 
Prepayment is required for the amount of the entire run. $35 
minimum. We bold and capitalize the first 2-3 words at no extra cost. 
Pay online with PayPal or mail check or Visa/MC info to Minnesota 
Women’s Press, 800 W. Broadway, Suite 3A, Minneapolis, MN 55411 or call 651-646-3968 with credit card info.

CLASSIFIED DISPLAY advertisements
Run a boxed ad (1 or 2 inches) in a classified category. Contact us for more information, categories, 
deadlines, and rates.

EMPLOYMENT advertisements
$2/word for print and online presence. $1/word for online-only ads. Minimum charge $50. Email your 
text to ads@womenspress.com. Include company name, address, contact person, and phone number. 

Ads are placed both in the magazine and on the MWP website: womenspress.com.  
For more info call 651-646-3968 or email ads@womenspress.com

Claims for adjustment due to error must be made within 10 working days of ad posting. The Publisher will not 
be liable for slight changes or typographical errors that do not lessen the value of an advertisement. It is the 
responsibility of the advertiser to check the accuracy of the ad.

Ads are run in consecutive issues.
up to 25 words: $36/ad, 1-5 issues

up to 25 words: $26/ad, 6-12 issues
up to 50 words: $62/ad, 1-5 issues

up to 50 words: $47/ad, 6-12 issues
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From Womenspress.com 

Don’t Miss These Stories 
Many digital-only stories have begun to appear at womenspress.com, to enable us to do more weekly reporting. We 

offer evolving content about COVID-19, transforming justice, disparities, rebuild and recovery efforts, entrepreneurship, 
as well as self-care. Visit the website often, or learn about new stories at our newly designed weekly newsletter.

Confronting 
Terror 
in North 
Minneapolis

Are We 
Getting Equal 
Rights?

Visual Q&A: 
Priscilla Trinh

“White people often turn their 
gaze on people of color to gain 
knowledge, instead of back on 
their own communities.”

‘Patient No More’ 
Addresses LGBTQ+ 
Health Care Disparities

Part 2: Violence 
Intervention and 
Prevention Strategies

Part 1: A Public Health 
Approach to Violence
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In These Times:  
An Intergenerational Conversation

Join us for this free reading, virtual 
discussion, and live Q&A with Carolyn 

Holbrook and Tess Montgomery

Hosted by First Unitarian Society of Minneapolis
August 18, 7-8pm

Details and sign-up: tinyurl.com/MWPTheseTimes

How does 
someone who 
came of age in 
the 1960s and 
her millennial 

granddaughter  
interpret 

current events?

MWP
Conversations

http://tinyurl.com/MWPTheseTimes

