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Preface

The Nemadji Review was an idea cradled in 2012 – that the 
University should have an annual literary publication from 
the students. Speared forward by Jason McDowell, its first 
editor, this tradition has carried through ages. Over the years, 
numerous classes of students have contributed to its success, 
with every successive edition and ever-increasing literary 
submissions. As we step into this ninth edition, I am pleasantly 
surprised at the state I leave it in. This August, my colleagues 
take over this journey, just as Sydney Kloster bequeathed me 
the responsibilities three years ago.

If your graceful eyes flow on these words, know that we thank 
you, dear reader. You have submitted elegant poetry and 
riveting prose year after year. You have made it possible for 
us to take this project to the next level, year by year, piece by 
piece. Even in these dire times, we thank you. From within you 
come forward the likes of Malita, Lucia, Suzanne, and Martin, 
and to your pleasure’s ends goes all this toil. You are the means 
and the ends, dear UW-S community.
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Lastly, allow me a moment of apology. Due to the unnatural 
changes this year, the publication team and the editorial staff 
has struggled with this edition. Neither could we meet and talk, 
nor could we publish tactile book covers. We are restricted to 
an online copy – a mere effigy of the zeal and feel of holding 
the book on a lazy sunny day in a hammock. We hope that we 
would soon publish this edition.

Thank you for reading
Yours sincerely
Uzman Qaisar
Editor
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Ideas
Bud Brand

Ideas lurking within my head - -
Fodder from which my brain is feed - -

Are simply waiting to be caught
And turned into a pensive thought.

This is the way that my mind works - -
Full of folly and silly quirks - -

And yet sometimes my muddled pate
Acts like a muse that toys with fate.
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Inspiration
Bud Brand

When man is inspired
to act upon

the thoughts
of an innocent child,

the deeds will be
true, just, and pure

and never
contrived or beguiled
Some children have
an instinctive way

of seeing
the good in others,

following that
with hosts of kind acts

for all
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of life’s sisters and brothers.
My granddaughter Sammi

is exactly like that,
and perhaps

it simply is fate,
but I believe

she’s been sent by God
to eliminate

bias and hate.
She sees the world

in a way most unique
which filters out

all that is bad,
and except for God

she has been for me
the best inspiration

I’ve had.
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SHADOWS
OF THE NIGHT

Bud Brand

I fear
the shadows

of
the night
as they

lay hidden
in

the breeze;
and,

though alone
they have
no might,

our
weakling hearts

they taunt
and tease.
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UNDERLYING LIES
Bud Brand

A hypocrite
tries to disguise

his actions
with his tongue,

but God and men
do soon surmise

such talk
is loosely flung.
Reality shows

that hypocrites
only themselves

do fool,
meaning that

they drown their souls - -
suicide

in their own gene pool.
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TIME
Bud Brand

The continuum of time
is a subject most perplexing:

immune to explanation
and devoid of any flexing.

Time is what it is –
no beginning and no end –

and once it passes by
it won’t come back again.
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THE GREAT
BEYOND
Bud Brand

The vastness of the universe
is a subject most profound,
as there is not a code of law

nor limit by which it’s bound;
it far extends beyond our means

to measure or comprehend,
and all we know or understand

is we – not it – have an end.
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WE WERE
AMERICANS

Rachel Tuve

We were Americans.
Years ago, we upheld the American belief that any per-
son can be what they wish to be.
Through hard work and determination even the poorest 
or weakest of us could rise to
the top and become a leader for the next generation.
We believed in the fight for equality. People marched in 
the street and demanded equal
pay, equal rights, and an equal life.
We operated on the notion that every person has free 
will.
We were Americans.
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In today’s world, being an American is no longer a pride-
ful thing to uphold.
Now, our brows get sweaty, our hands start to shake, and 
we whisper that we are from
America only to be met with glares and stares from oth-
ers.
America, the land of terrorism and school shootings and 
police brutality.
America, the land of banned abortions and gun violence 
and sexual harassment.
America, the land where women are no longer safe to 
walk down the street or to enter
her place of work for fear of being assaulted.
America, the land where children are no longer safe to 
go to school for fear of being
gunned down.
America, where people of color fear for their lives be-
cause a white supremacist is sitting
in our highest position of power.
America, where LGBT people are beaten to death for 
feeling the way they do and loving
the people they love.
This America is not one that we recognize.
So strewn with hate and violence
and unethical behavior.
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This is not an America we wish to live in.
This is not the America we know.
And now it is time to let go of the American Dream and 
our endless devotion to it.
This is not who we are anymore.
We may not know what we will become,
But we do know that we are no longer Americans.
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SLEEP
Frankie Hadley

Why do I stay asleep
as the light wakes me?

The sun forcing
its way in opens
my heavy eyes.

I’m already late
disappointing early.

Sleep brings darkness
dreams and hope.

I pull the sheets over
my face. Sealing off
this tomb from light
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Floating in this place
Swirling colors before my eyes
I am part of the cosmic canvas.

My hot breath presses on my face
I am included in its Plan

its Purpose.

Out there is nothing
but serving
the shining

the “together.”

This safe little cell
Dark and warm

I know I can leave
I probably should

And there isn’t a door

It’s simply too much
Wrapped in soft linen shackles.

Holding my mind and body here.
I’m not strong enough to

Endure the maelstrom
Of whispers and prattle.
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ROLLERCOASTER
Frankie Hadley

What were we thinking
in this photograph?

The Screamin’ Eagle, rickety
held together by a dream.

So high
in the air

then
plunging

racing
past the camera caught mid gasp yanking back

up the next hill.
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The photo is wrinkled from being stuck under
my textbooks.

Forgotten about under an ocean of homework
my brother and I trapped there,

in the picture, smiling and happy
bringing a familiar sting

Sharp like a tortilla chip scraping the throat
as it goes down the wrong way.

Sitting there across the table
from people who could care less

this wrinkled photo doesn’t capture
the frowning behind their smiles.

The smiling boy under the safety
bar doesn’t show the rejection
letters. My last hope of escape.

You don’t see us worried
would we have enough gas.

Getting off the ride,
a gauntlet of a gift shop

where we couldn’t afford gum
we knew not to ask

keep your head down
looking was free
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bringing only pain

I treasure this wrinkled photo. Reminding
me where I come from.

Even through it all, there was hope
hope for a moment,

in those eyes.
We were normal

just another family
on vacation

for that brief moment,
riding that rollercoaster,

we had it all. Before we returned
to floor mattresses

and seventy-nine cent hot dogs.
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CHOICES
Opeyemi Omiwale

Choices
People say love is a feeling

I agree to some extent
Love is a feeling, yes

But feelings come and go
Feelings don’t last forever

In life, I have come to realize that

Love is trust
Love is respect
Love is honesty

Love is encouraging
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Love is sharing
Love is patient
Love is waiting

Love is choosing yourself
Sometimes, love is letting go

Love
These are all choices
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JOLLOF RICE
Opeyemi Omiwale

Dear Jollof Rice,
It’s been a while

I can’t wait to see you
We are meant to be together
There is no two way about it
Your fragrance is exhilarating
I can’t think of anything else
Every day I think about you

At work, you are all I think about
I count the minutes
Till I get to see you

And eat you
O.O
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Our Roots Deeper Than Can
Be Seen - Opeyemi Omiwale
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PROSE
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MEMOIRS OF 
A SURVIVOR
Daniel Pearson

On April 26th of 2018, the 10 am Thursday morning 
quietness of Superior was shattered by the sound of an 
explosion followed by the billowing of smoke from the Husky 
Oil Refinery of Superior. As the smoke filled the air; sirens 
of police cars and the sound of fire engines echoed through 
the city. Looking outside, the smoke of hidden flames began 
to be seen rising above what was once blue skies. In the air, 
the tension of the city could be felt, as the thoughts of all its 
citizens turned to the disaster. The initial quietness and the 
calm within the city turned to chaos. People woke from their 
walking slumber, and their eyes and ears turned to the news, 
where the smoke that filled the air turned now to the flames 
that filled their screens. Then a breath is taken, as the flames 
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are said to be out, and the city is safe again. But then, a new 
flame is seen on the screen in front of the people of Superior, 
and the flames turned into a fireball as never seen before. 
The moment of calmness now turns into extreme fear. For the 
flames are higher than the clouds, and the smoke is not just 
seen but now also felt in a breath that is taken.

A call is made by the City of Superior, and the people hear the 
call. First the call is to get the children from the schools that 
are in session. The engines of worried parents are heard and 
the quietness of the roads in the early noon hour are filled 
with the roars of engines blaring, and what was once the 
quietness in the chaos, the roads are now blocked with cars 
in every direction. As the parents are in worry a second call 
is made, and this says run and run fast. Flee the city and head 
to better grounds. The call is heard and most of Superiors 
27,000 people now are running for their lives and running as 
fast as possible out of the city in every direction. The roads 
that were once reserved for anxious parents are now jammed 
with every citizen fleeing and fleeing fast.

Slowly the sound of the cars disappears, and this sound of 
chaos is now filled with an eerie silence. The people are gone, 
and most that is left is this observer waiting for the last car 
to leave. 10 years in Superior, and never was this feeling felt. 
The feeling felt like quiet death, for where there was life and 
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bustle in a northern town, now there is nothing but my own 
thoughts and the quiet smoke that is still seen rising. I take a 
last breath, and the car is loaded and put into gear. The sound 
of the engine fills the silence followed by the sound of the 
street as the tires echo like the hooves of steal horses running 
for the hills. My heart drops, as the thought that this might 
be the last time my home will be my home overshadows my 
steal horses murmur of its tires on the quiet city street. The 
clickety clack of my steal horse’s hooves are now replaced 
with the sound of dropping tears as my eyes turn to the rear-
view mirror for one last time; and these words are spoken 
with the cracking of a broken heart. “Goodbye Superior, for 
you will never be the same”.
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A DAY PLUS+
IN THE LIFE

Scott Holmes

Much of what follows is what I wrote by my thumb into my 
phone on the sloowww train to my new city and home in 
Qinhuangdao China. It gives you an idea of what it was like 
that day. It was different versions of interesting and adventure 
the last 11 hours between landing in Beijing and getting to my 
apartment in the lovely seaside town of Qinhuangdao. I have 
since added other details as they occur to me. 

Do you know the theory that you can do anything for one day? 
It is a belief of mine that I have come to believe to be true. It 
is just a thought I have when I am tired, having a bad day, or 
people, in general, are annoying the hell out of me. While I 
agree with the surviving something for one day and starting 
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anew the next is sound practice in theory, I am testing the 
hypothesis today on my grand adventure!

It is 11 pm Beijing time. I am not sure where I am, other than 
being on the aforementioned snail train in Northern China. 
It would be 10 am in Minnesota, my original home base, on 
Friday? I have been traversing the globe since I woke up at 
4 AM Thursday in Chicago. Just like the movie, the plane 
portion of the trip was all okay other than the hour-plus delay 
on the plane in Washington DC. My seat on the plane from DC 
to Beijing was roomy and the middle seat was open next to 
me. The surprisingly quick sixteen hours flew by. I watched 
6 movies. I don’t sleep on planes. The trains and automobiles 
were the adventure portion of this supposed three-hour tour, 
even the wait for the transportation I was to use. 

Laying out the original best-laid plan that my new boss Stef 
had for me was simple; Kevin, his friend, meets me, we get in 
the pre-arranged taxicab, go to the bullet train, hop on and 
the 180 kilometers to Qinhuangdao whizzes by in under three 
hours.  

Once we landed at 3:30 in the afternoon here I waited for 
about 45 minutes to have them let me in. I was getting this, 
undeniably, I do not trust you look, from the stern-looking 
woman going over my passport. My glowing personality won 
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out in the end, or else my papers were in order. Luggage was 
only about 15 minutes once I took the train to baggage claim. 
Then I realized that I was in Japan! Sorry, still a smart ass up 
for 25 hours. Anyway, my guy, Kevin, was waiting just like 
Stef had set up was waiting for me, waiting with my name on 
a medium poster board in big black letters, the middle name 
was spelled wrong, but I didn’t mention it. He was awesome 
even though he had perpetually bad news. The first bit of 
news was they had ordered a personal cab, but it had to go 
because I was late. So, we waited in this line that had easy 100 
people in it to catch a cab. It had one of those gate enclosures 
you get at the amusement park that goes up and down in 
rows. Amusement is one way to put the trip. 

I want to paint a picture of me and my possessions at this 
point. It is almost 4:30 Beijing standard time; I have two 
large old and let’s face it really ugly suitcases, stuffed with 
everything a young man needs for moving to China for a year. 
I also have a backpack, equally full and a mid-sized carry-on, 
bigger than the backpack and surprisingly the zipper is still 
holding the contents. The faded blue suitcase is definitely past 
its prime, the flowery plaid looking suitcase, retro 1978, has 
a post that sticks out like any bag its size would, except that 
the handle broke off in a few days earlier in Duluth, so it is 
just a stake with a jagged plastic edge that sliced my thumb 
24 hours earlier, just enough to bleed off and on when I bump 
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it or look at it funny. It really has a mind of its own steering 
wise and makes for an adventure as I zagged and zigged in 
one of the biggest cities/airports in the world. If I was paying 
attention, I may have learned some Chinese swear words 
from the people I kept running and bumping into. So, the 
overfilled backpack on my back, the three trailing bags, one 
with the aforementioned stick as a steering apparatus. I was 
a sight in any part of the world. I was learning by the minute 
about cultures and communicating without words. 

While we were waiting in the endless pushy line for the cab, 
I talked to my boss Stef on Kevin’s phone and found out that 
the high-speed train was full since it was Friday and the 
weekend. There was a slower, older, and as it turns out, much 
smellier, train. It was to leave the station at 8:40 and arrive at 
just past 1 am.  

The good news was that it was a sleeper cabin, the bad news 
was all he could get was the upper bunk. Yes, I get to share the 
room, but not with one person, but 3! Of course, the jail style 
mattresses are not necessarily Scott sized. It was not over 5’ 
11” long because I could not stretch out. Oh, I got up into the 
sweatbox but there would be no moving around; never mind 
how I know what a jail style mattress is like. I got down after 
3 minutes and have been sitting in the narrow hallway ever 
since and throughout the conclusion of the trip on a little seat 
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that folds down and fits about one and a half cheeks. I have to 
get up when people come by because of the narrow hallway.  

But wait! Back to the Cannonball Run cab ride on Friday at 
4:30 PM in Beijing. I wedged in the back with 2 of my 4 bags 
and Kevin sat upfront. We spent 1.5 hours I think we are 
going in a circle. I don’t get rattled in a car usually, another 
concept tested today. Having been up for roughly 27 hours at 
this point. I have found that smells are a recurring theme in 
China. The cab had a smell to it. While Kevin was talking to 
the cabby like they are old friends I am looking around to find 
its source, it is something of another world. I have a sensitive 
nose and I am sure it was not as bad for most people, but 
oh my! It is something that a person just has to get used to 
in China, smells of different intensities and pungencies. As I 
adjust to the smells there was more to get acclimated to.   

There is a system of weaving and merging for drivers in China. 
I don’t get why there is not an accident every five seconds. It 
seems to work in a controlled chaos sort of way. In and out, 
off the main road and back on. My driver had the ability to 
annoy people because there was a constant honking at us. 
He floored it and then slammed on the brakes perpetually. 
Every time he stopped, he pulled up the emergency brake. I 
am not sure why as we were on flat ground the whole time. I 
was crazy tired at this point and my head was bobbing like a 
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chicken scrounging the barnyard. There would be no sleep on 
this ride, not with the driving style of our NASCAR legend to 
be. I swear we passed the same point at least three times, but 
I cannot be sure between the head bobbing and the honking. 
I do know that he expected pedestrians to get out of his way, 
and they did, precariously close sometimes. I thought we 
were going to kill someone. It was all just part of the standard 
operating procedure here. Now I have an appreciation for 
why cab drivers are called hacks sometimes. Mercifully we 
arrived at the not so modern train station, ready for the train 
portion of the incredible day plus journey. 

We got to the train station and it is a mass of humanity, and I 
am thinking buy the ticket and go inside to grab a coffee and 
wait. Nope. We got to stand outside for about 3 hours and 
wait in the mass of people all wanting to leave sooner rather 
than later. They open one door, and everyone wedges in that 
door. All very orderly of course. Kevin said he has been in 
Beijing for 10 years and he is Chinese, he said it looked like a 
bus station from a past third world country. Ouch. It was bad 
though. Arguments and some lady yelling in Chinese over an 
intercom. No place to sit other than my retro luggage. I am 
just out enjoying the fresh Beijing pure night air.  
After almost three hours of standing and Kevin really is doing 
his best. He would run off and come back with assorted food 
and drink. 
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I am eating this meat stick that is made of chicken which I 
gathered from the picture on the orange package. 

I should not say I ate it, I tasted it, smiled and put it in the 
bag, mentioning that I would save it for later. Kevin really 
was trying to take care of me. There was the stick of meat, 
cat food really, he also found something else I can’t quite 
describe suffice to say was an interesting hue of beige and 
an otherworldly scent. Really do not get me started back on 
the smells; China does not have the same sewer system as 
America, and it is apparent, I am thinking it is the basis of all 
their smells. There was some juice that was sweet, sour, and 
zippy all at the same time. I basically nibbled on some bread 
and drank the regular water he bought me.  

The loud yelling voice on the intercom said something and 
Kevin’s ears perked up. They were calling my train. The mash 
of people crushed us into the wedge that was the single file 
entrance. People in China, not all people, but many tend to not 
think twice about pushing in front of you even in normal lines. 
It is okay, you adapt. We had to put my bags through a scanner 
and of course, she flagged one of my big pregnant bags. I am 
flashing back to the morning when I could barely shut the bag, 
and now, having to open it, ooofff. In the end, after showing 
her all my toiletries and assorted underwear it was my Edge 
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shaving cream, she thought it was pressurized and even after 
explaining to the woman in my best English and using hand 
signals that it was for shaving she told me in her best Chinese 
that she was keeping it; she had a little mustache I’m thinking 
that is why she wanted it. Onward to the bullet train, not…
That brings us back to where we were on the stinky train 
whose smoking area is right by where I am sitting more or 
less. Yes, China you can smoke anywhere, even if it says no 
smoking. It is better when they have a designation, at least 
then you know where they are. My phone was almost dead, 
like its owner, so I opened up my laptop and charged the 
phone until the laptop died. Yes, typing by thumb for much of 
this on my phone before it died again. I mean this train smells 
like something died in it. Of course, once I saw the bathroom 
it gave me a clue to the source. This writing by thumb is 
therapeutic and it kills time. The train keeps stopping for 
between 5 and 25 minutes. I will be very surprised if we roll 
into my new home by 1 am. When the train is moving it is 
not of the bullet variety; you can’t tell very well because of 
the darkness, but there is the old joke about the slow boat to 
China? This is the slow train to Qinhuangdao. When we are 
stopped a high-speed train always goes by and they are flying. 
I can’t wait to see one in daylight and ride one. I would have 
arrived two-plus hours sooner if I was on one of those fast 
beauties.  
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There is a guy is wheeling a cart with food and beverages. I 
have to stand up each time, so I finally asked to look at his 
food. I am not sure what I bought, and I have decided to wait 
and ask Stef what it is. I thought maybe they were sweet 
but now I am not so sure. I haven’t eaten since about 2 pm 
other than those nibbles. It is just about midnight; I have not 
had internet since 2:30 Thursday and it is midnight turning 
into Saturday morning here. You lose a day traveling across 
the international date line; it is only about 11 am Standard 
Central Time. There is this sign saying the door is a snaitary 
facility locker, in English. What is a snaitary facility locker?
So, my phone finally died on the train as well. So, this is being 
continued with a clearer head after some sleep, lunch, and 
more sleep.

So, this train was incredibly long, I did not realize until I 
got off. Like 300 people get off. I have my four bags; these 
people are all headed towards some stairs going down 
about a football field away. My one bag that has been broken 
somewhat since the beginning of the trip is now unable to 
roll at all. I have to carry it. The one pole that stuck out that 
I told you sliced my thumb; now just came out. The bag is 48 
pounds, no big deal to someone wide awake and fresh. I am in 
hour number 33 or so on my trip. I have the backpack slung, 
the other two have wheels and I am dragging them with one 
arm, and they keep going haywire. The mass of people is 
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bumping me as I zig-zag. I just stopped and let them all pass. 
I make my way down to where the stairs are and feeling very 
dejected. How many trips will it take to make it down the 
stairs? A lady in uniform starts talking to me, I think she is 
telling me to keep it moving. I pat my chest to show I am out 
of breath. I finally realize that she is pointing there is another 
set of stairs farther down, but they have an escalator! Very 
exciting. I get down almost taking a tumble but emerging at 
the bottom unscathed. 

Now in front of me is another 300 yard or so the distance to 
some more steps, they are going up. This may have been the 
longest five minutes of the extended trip. As I bumble closer 
taking a break every 50 feet or so, I see there are people 
beyond the gate. It turns out it is Stef and his father-in-law. 
It took some time and a hell of an effort to get to them. They 
couldn’t come through the gate. I was like drunk tired at this 
point and out of breath. Stef said he saw me stopping a few 
times and couldn’t figure it out until he realized the one bag 
was broken and it was not a feather, 48 pounds as mentioned. 
Why do I know what it weighed? At the Chicago airport, 
flashing back 33 hours they have you weigh your bags and 
the limit is 50 pounds or there is a fee. The broken one was 
48, the blue one was 50.00, not an ounce more or an ounce 
less. I must have been living right there, two bags, ninety-
eight pounds and distributed almost perfect, all by chance. 
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Stef and his father in law insisted on carrying everything and 
finding me some food. I had no arguments. I am more worried 
that they think I am a little slow on the uptake because of my 
condition at this point. 

We stopped at KFC on the way to my apartment. My first meal 
in China is Kentucky Fried Chicken, although the menu is 
more conducive to the Chines pallet. I got home at 2:30 am. I 
did the math, that would put me about 34.5 hours from when 
I woke up in Chicago to my apartment. I did not sleep on the 
plane or the smelly train, I almost did in the death cab ride, 
but it was so herky-jerky that it was not possible. That guide 
of mine was awesome! He hung out for those hours until the 
train left at 8:20 or so and helped me get the bags stored 
on the train as well. He brought me the food and drink, and 
even though none of it was edible he was all about helping 
me. Those things I bought on the train that I thought were 
possibly sweet, they were eggs, dark brown to blackish eggs. I 
never did eat them. 

So yes, you can do anything for one day, or 34.5 hours, I 
just kept my eye on the prize and plugged, chugged, zigged, 
zagged, and occasionally bobbed along. 
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STANDING
AT THE EDGE
Richard Sickels

I stared down at the unknown abyss before me, cool water 
droplets mingled with the sweat that rolled down my face, as 
my nerves pulled to the breaking point. My feet were frozen 
in place and I could hear my blood rushing through my ears. 
The sounds of the people around me were muffled, as though 
they were shouting at me from the other end of a tunnel. You 
can do it Richie, they called to me. Take the leap! This was 
what I had been waiting for, I couldn’t go back now. I felt my 
foot move out in front of me, almost of its own volition, as I 
took the first step.

 In my youth, my family would make a great migration to 
the North Shore for several days to camp, hike, and explore 
trails and shoreline stretching along the Minnesota border of 
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Lake Superior. My mom and three older sisters were always 
there, as well as a few cousins. Each year had different people 
that would come and go as well: girlfriends and boyfriends, 
in-laws, family friends. Everyone was invited. Our family 
was separated throughout the Midwest and we rarely got 
to see one another, so this was the big event of the year 
for us. During the campout of 1997, we had a special guest 
with us that had only made a couple of appearances to this 
tradition: my brother Dale. He was the older brother that, 
as the youngest in a family dominated by sisters, I pestered 
constantly to hang out with. I’d play the videogames he’d 
play, listen to his music, root for his teams; After our parent’s 
divorce when he started living with our father, I convinced our 
mom to take out the wall between our rooms, so his would be 
mine. I was the Luigi to his Mario, and I fully embraced being 
his “Player 2”.

Everything began the same as always; The first night would 
be consumed with tents being set up and settling down for 
a night of eating smores while everyone took turns quoting 
lines from Monty Python and the Holy Grail until our sides 
ached from laughing. While we went through our traditional 
process, there was something different on this trip. I was a 
young adolescent with a year and a few weeks to go until I 
was a teenager, and I was counting the days. I felt as though 
I needed to prove myself. I was tired of being the “baby” of 
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the group that was never respected. I decided that I was 
going change things that year. I was going to shake off the 
chains of childhood and evolve into my adolescence. I helped 
set everything up. I volunteered to get extra supplies. I even 
memorized all of the lines to the movie.

It was incredibly hot and dry that summer, which was even 
worse since we planned the annual camping trip to be later 
in the season. Without the freshly melted snow or ample 
rains of the spring, the rushing rivers that twisted through 
the landscape were now gentle streams, shallow and calm 
enough to see every pebble that made up the murky bottom. 
Dale, who had been climbing cliff faces and racing me down 
mountain trails, much to our mother’s chagrin, came up with 
the idea of walking against the current along the riverbeds 
instead of hiking the trails far above us in the tree line. The 
trails that we knew were littered with signs that warned 
hikers “Stay on Path”.

Typically, the first place we stopped every year was 
Gooseberry Falls, but we decided to save it for the last day 
of hiking. The normally tourist-packed parking lot was 
abandoned due to the intense heat, and it looked as if we 
would have the place to ourselves. Even though we had been 
there every year for more than half of my life, Gooseberry 
had never looked like this before. The rocky ridges and tree 



51

trunks that are usually submerged were left bare for everyone 
to see, rugged and worn from years of the current wearing 
them down. My cousins and siblings were already standing 
a few feet in front of one of the normally rushing waterfalls 
that was now more like a freefalling shower head. The rusty 
colored water moved lazily around rocks that hadn’t had fresh 
air in who knows how many years that now formed a bridge 
from side of the river to the other. This had been a place that 
we would stare at in awe of its destructive force. Now, it was a 
playground.

I began to spring from one rock to the next as I made my 
way across the river. Some of the rocks were partially 
submerged and covered in moss, which been the challenge 
all the more difficult. No sooner was I on the other side than 
I sprinted back, now sure of myself and my footing, while my 
mom timed me to see how fast I could go. I wanted to race. 
Unfortunately, everybody was busy taking photos, exploring 
the naked landscape or chatting with each other.

We continued to enjoy lower falls until my brother shouted 
down at us from on top of a cliff. His eyes were lit with the 
excitement of having found a new adventure that he wanted 
us to go on. With my curiosity and ego piquing, I abandoned 
my rock bridge and slushed through the water as fast as I 
could, which was slower than if I had just stayed with the 
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rocks I had now mastered. By the time I found a path that 
would lead me to the summit, I was irritated to find that the 
majority our group had started the journey already, leaving 
me and my mom to catch up. Being the doting son I am and 
unwilling to leave my mom behind, I sulkily walked with her 
along the trail that led us to Dale’s discovery.
He had roamed farther upstream and found a waterfall I 
couldn’t remember seeing before, and I was struck with the 
beauty my surroundings. It was a fairly wide waterfall that 
spilled over the edge down thirty feet or so onto a declining 
slab of stone. It sprayed down onto the slide-like rock and 
gently made its way down its tilted face into a dark, calm 
basin of water that narrowed back down to a stream and 
disappeared around the corner to the falls we had just come 
from. Brownish red stone surrounded us like a giant bowl, 
as though purposely carved out. The one side of the rock 
walls stretched high above us, while the other stopped much 
shorter at what seemed a perfect ninety-degree angle. It was 
about half way between the surface of the water and the top 
of the waterfall, and made a platform that ringed that side of 
pool. All around the rim of the cliff faces surrounding us were 
tall, dark green pine trees that were starkly highlighted by the 
bright blue sky behind them. To add to the picturesque scene, 
the entire area was resounding with the noises of insects 
buzzing in the midday sun and birds whistling from the 
cool shade of the trees they hid in. Dale had found a natural 
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sanctuary that I left me wondering why we had never come 
this far upstream before.

There was the sound of splashing that brought my focus back 
to our group, as several of them had begun jumping into the 
dark pool of water. I began to take off my shirt to join them 
when my mom chided me to leave it on to avoid burning. She 
always watched me like a hawk since the time I had spent 
a day swimming without sunscreen on which resulted in 
second degree burns. A groan left my throat as I begrudgingly 
let my shirt slide back down and angrily made my way down 
to the water’s edge. By this point, everyone else had jumped 
in. Several people had started splashing one another as they 
treaded water, while a few others were racing to the opposite 
bank of the pool.

Anxiety overwhelmed me as I looked for the bottom and 
could see the rocks dropping off a few feet from the shoreline 
to disappear into darkness. I’ve always had two fears in life: 
heights and drowning. As long as I could see the bottom, I 
didn’t have a problem swimming in the deepest pool, but 
without knowing where it was or what else could be down 
there, my courage dissipated.

I heard someone call my name, telling me the water was 
fine. With stubborn pride and my mother’s recently coddling 
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emerging from my subconscious to spur me on, my fear 
was put on the back burner. No one would respect me if I 
couldn’t go for a little swim like this. I sprung from the rocks 
without even taking my shoes off and plunged into the cool 
water. Despite having been running through the water this 
entire time, the cold was shocking. I struggled just below the 
surface as my shoes filled up and my shirt became a sponge. 
Nevertheless, I came up for air with an attempted shout of 
triumph that came out somewhere between a gurgle and 
squeal from the chilly water. I looked around me and was 
disappointed to find no one watching.

The water fight had ended. Some people had moved back 
to the shore we started at. The others swam in the opposite 
direction to join the racers who had now climbed the smaller 
cliff wall and were excitedly talking about the pool, their 
hands gesturing at something below the surface. With my 
burning ego now extinguished, I doggy paddled to the other 
shoreline as fast as I could.

Once there, I was grateful to still be wearing my shoes. Getting 
up to where everyone else was meant climbing a short wall of 
rock and, although it was an easy climb with a natural ladder 
carved out of the stone, it was still jagged and sharp. At the 
top, I stood in the shade of the trees around me and shivered 
as a small breeze blew across the cove towards us. I hugged 



55

my body and I squelched water out of my high ankle shoes as 
I made my way over to the edge to judge what was before us.

The cold I felt running down my spine was no longer from the 
droplets on my skin. Looking back now, it wasn’t that far of 
a drop; I had fallen off of roofs that were higher up than this. 
That didn’t matter now, as I stared down into the dark water 
that was before me. From this height, the pool looked like a 
perfect circle. The dark pool looked more like a giant hole 
in the ground. Spreading out a few feet from the cliff walls 
on all sides was a shallow rock bed dulled beneath the calm 
water and dropped away into darkness. Utter and complete 
darkness. This paradise had transformed into something 
else. It was like this round basin had been designed to be the 
perfect prison for something monstrous. Something terrifying 
that was slumbering somewhere deep down below the 
surface.

A couple of the older people that were better swimmers 
had gone back in and were diving down into the water, 
disappearing almost instantly, until their ghostly form 
appeared a moment before they surfaced. They had found 
that they couldn’t swim deep enough to touch the bottom. It 
was decided. Everyone would have to jump straight out to 
avoid the rocks at the water’s edge, but that wasn’t too far. 
Even if we did hit the rocks, it wasn’t that far of a drop. We 
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would be fine. Dale didn’t hesitate as he went running by me 
to leap out past the rocks to join a brother in-law in the pool 
below, resurfacing a moment later with a hoot and a holler.

I could feel the fear coursing in my veins as controlled the 
thoughts that were now running through my head. It took 
everything I had just to get into the water from the shoreline. 
I tried to reason with myself that I could do this. There were 
enough people there to help me if something went wrong. 
Plus, I was already on the cliff and falling was way easier than 
climbing down.

My mind played several movie scenes of me hitting the rocks 
and breaking my legs while everyone helplessly watched from 
above as I slowly sank into the bottomless pit before me. I 
began debating how childish I would feel walking around the 
edge back to my mom. Maybe I could pretend I hurt my ankle 
when everyone missed me jumping in earlier.

Dale came up behind me and put an arm around my shoulders 
while laughing, water rolling from his arms onto me. “What a 
rush, Richie! How high did that splash go, do ya think?”

The serious look on my face broke for a moment as I smiled 
weakly and unconvincingly replied something about mine 
was going to be higher. I took a deep, steadying breath.
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Dale gave my shoulders a little shake and said, “Hey bud, 
you’re gonna be fine! Just visualize there’s a rock about 
five feet directly out from the cliff and pretend you’re going 
to jump to it. It’s exactly like what you’ve been doing all 
morning!”
I sheepishly grinned as I realize he must have been watching 
me race across the river and gave my shoulders a little shrug 
without comment.

“You got this Richie Lee, I know it. You’re a Sickels and we 
ain’t afraid of nothing! You just gotta get past the initial fear 
of what’s in front of you. Once you leap, you just enjoy the 
moment while gravity takes care of the rest.” He squared 
me up with a hand on each shoulder, a smile on his face, and 
quipped his new catch phrase: “Take Care Of Business, Rich.” 
With that, he ran towards the edge and shouted, “T.C.O.B.!” 
before disappearing below the surface in a splash.

I stood at the edge and stared out at the inevitable. This was 
the moment I’d been waiting for. I had to put the fear of the 
unknown behind me. I needed to rise to the occasion and 
make the jump. I needed to prove myself. It was time to stop 
being that little kid and grow up.

The muffled words of encouragement were all around me. I 
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felt the rocky ledge moving beneath my shoes as I took Dale’s 
advice and imagined an invisible rock in front of me in the 
air. I jumped. My knees curled up to my chest and I watched 
as the darkness of the unknown rise up to meet me. I held 
my breath as I felt the startingly cold water consume me. The 
weight of my clothes and shoes held me down, as I fought and 
clawed for the surface and precious air that was just above 
me.

Suddenly, my hands broke through into the warm air above 
me. My head breached and I breathed in deeply. I wiped 
the water from my eyes as I heard cheers of my family and 
friends. Filled with jubilation and a feeling of triumph, I gave a 
resounding yawp and began to doggy paddle back to the cliff 
with a grin stretched across my face. My brother was smiling 
down at my proudly and helped pull me up the rest of the 
short climb, saying that I would have to do better than that if 
I wanted to get a bigger splash than him. Throughout the next 
hour, people continued jumping from the cliff, each person 
trying to outdo the last with a number of flips and spins. I 
attempted a flip or spin every now and then, or I attempted in 
vain to out splash Dale. I enjoyed the feeling of falling, just to 
climb back up and try it again and again. The anxiety, the fear, 
the frustration, the feeling of needing to prove myself; all of it 
was gone.
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The time to leave had come. The sun was going down and it 
would be a long day tomorrow when we would have to break 
camp the morning. I made a final jump and came out of the 
water to hear that Dale had found a trail leading away from 
where we came, up through the woods towards the parking 
lot. We gathered at the foot of the trail and laughed at the 
sign that said “No Swimming” nailed to a tree the start of the 
path. After a of few minutes walking, the trail disappeared 
as I heard Dale quote Crocodile Dundee with, “Oh God, I hate 
the bush!” which began a battle of movie quotes as we blindly 
made our way through the woods.

None of us knew this would be our last trip up the North 
Shore. These things happen for no real reason other than 
people grow up and things change. As we made our own 
path through the trees, there was no telling what the future 
held for us. It didn’t matter, though. We knew where we were 
going. How we got there would all be a part of the unknown 
adventure.
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SUPPORTING 
INCARCERATED 

PREGNANT WOMEN 
AND THEIR 
CHILDREN
NATALIE LEHTO

The first thing I remember after all of the pressure, all of the 
fear, and so much pain, was the feeling of movement on my 
chest. The way that tiny creature moved on top of me was 
exactly how he’d moved inside of me. The way he stretched, 
each tiny kick was familiar to me. I knew he was mine. Then, I 
did it all again because that’s how it works with twins. Laying 
there with my babies, it wasn’t just me anymore. It was me 
and two new people and though we had minutes-before been 



63

all one person in a way, we were now distinct and separate.  It 
felt as if part of my heart had gone with them. It had gone out 
of me and into them to absorb any pain or hurt that might be 
waiting for them down the road. My first moments with my 
children are a treasured memory. Sometimes when they, now 
4, are being naughty or I’ve had enough, I will think back to 
those sweet first moments and center myself on what I am 
lucky enough to have. Sadly, not all women get to experience 
birth this way.

            For a pregnant incarcerated woman in America the 
birthing experience is vastly different. Early into signs of 
labor, she will be transferred to a hospital in handcuffs and 
shackles. A guard will stand by the door to ensure she doesn’t 
try to escape during or after delivery. She will be allowed 
little movement given the restraints. While giving birth there 
will be many people present. There will be a guard, a doctor, 
nurses, sometimes medical students, but nobody who she 
knows. Once the baby is born, the new mom will typically 
have 24 hours in the hospital to meet her child, bond, and say 
goodbye, because this new mom isn’t bringing her baby home. 
She will leave the hospital in shackles, with engorged breasts, 
stitches, sore and tired from having given birth and she will 
do so alone. Her baby will be turned over, if she is lucky, to a 
family member or if she doesn’t have anyone able, to foster 
care until she has served her full sentence (Hutchinson, 
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Moore, & Propper, 2003).

            The first time I encountered the issue of pregnancy in 
prison was while watching a reality show on a prison nursery 
program. I remember thinking the idea of having babies living 
in a prison setting was a bit crazy, but soon saw the beauty of 
giving prisoners the opportunity to bond with their children 
and to learn parenting skills. Upon researching the topic 
further, I found out that nursery programs are few and far 
between due in a large part to budget constraints. More often 
prisons operate like the sad scenario described above, even 
though women, specifically those in the child-bearing age 
range, are the fastest growing group of incarcerated people 
(Schroeder & Bell, 2005). With this in mind, I dove deeper 
into more economical ways that are being implemented to 
address the issue.

            During my pregnancy and birth I was lucky enough to 
have a doula to support me. A doula is a person, traditionally 
female, who supports and educates a mother through the 
process of pregnancy and birth. My doula helped me to create 
a birth plan that gave health providers a clear idea of what I 
did and did not want during birth. She told me when things 
were normal and when they were worth a trip to urgent care. 
She eased my fears about the pain of childbirth and walked 
me through the process. She was there while I gave birth 
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and made sure I was treated well and that I felt heard. I don’t 
know what I would have done without her.
            In 2005, a study was done that employed doulas like 
mine to support incarcerated women before, during, and after 
birth. Eighteen women participated in the study, all of whom 
were pregnant and due to give birth during the sentence they 
were serving. Each woman was assigned a doula to meet with 
and discuss what would happen during the birthing process. 
During birth, the doula was there to comfort and support 
the mom. After separation, the doula met with the mom to 
go over her feelings and to help make plans for reunification. 
Each participant was interviewed afterwards to speak about 
the experience, as were the health care providers and guards 
involved. This program that had cost $375 in doulas fees per 
woman proved to be very effective at providing support and 
education to pregnant incarcerated women (Schroeder & Bell, 
2005).

            With a relatively cheap solution available, why are 
prisons not addressing the issue of pregnant prisoners head 
on? The answer is sadly, that little thought has been given to 
the negative impacts on mental well-being of incarcerated 
mothers and how this affects their baby. It is known that 
high levels of depression and anxiety experienced during 
pregnancy have negative impacts on the health of the baby 
(Hutchinson, et al., 2003). A study done on the psychological 
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functioning of pregnant women in prison found that 
they experienced high rates of depression, anxiety, and 
hopelessness and that there was little support from prison 
staff for these issues (Hutchinson, et al., 2003). Not only are 
women prisoners more likely to have experienced trauma and 
violence as children, but they are being forced to surrender 
children at birth without the chance to properly bond and 
attach. This lack of bonding sets the baby up for a life of 
potential psychological issues as well (Hutchinson, et al., 
2003).

            Knowing how very difficult birth and the time directly 
post-partum can be for a woman under the best conditions, 
this research has shown how severely under-examined and 
disregarded pregnancy and birth are in the eyes of the justice 
system. Whether a person believes in punishment or reform, 
it must be ensured that prisoners receive proper health care. 
There must be a focus on the mental and physical health of 
incarcerated mothers because their health is paramount 
to the health of their child, who is innocent. Alternatives 
to immediate separation need to be discussed to allow for 
healthy bonding and attachment to take place. If my children 
had been taken away immediately post-birth, I do not know 
what I would have done. I cannot fathom the pain that this 
causes both mother and child. 
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            Unfortunately, in a system that prioritizes punishment 
over reform, the likelihood that prison nurseries or doula 
programs will be widely implemented in the near future 
seems unlikely. This does not mean that hope is lost. It means 
small non-profits starting doula programs that are funded 
through donations. There is one in Duluth, MN where I live, 
called The Minnesota Prison Doula Project.  It means studies 
being done to show the long-term effects on mother and child 
of separation at birth due to incarceration. It means taking a 
deeper look into what basic rights a woman deserves while 
giving birth, and what rights a child deserves in place to 
protect them while in-utero. These things and many more are 
leading the way to a better system for incarcerated mothers 
and their children.
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Abstract

The purpose of this research was to establish the type of 
relationship between financial stress and well-being. The 
hypothesis was that financial stress would be negatively 
correlated with levels of well-being in college students. 
Twenty-nine participants completed the Well-Being Scale-
Modified Version and the Financial Sub-Scale of the College 
Stress Inventory-Modified Version. There was no correlation 
between financial stress and well-being in college students. 
In future research, it would be beneficial to determine if a 
person’s year in college has an impact on the relationship 
between financial stress and well-being. Previous research 
has shown that high school seniors and first year college 
students are relatively equal in financial knowledge 
(Norvilitis et al., 2006). Older college students may feel 
more financial stress since they have more knowledge and 
experience with difficult financial situations.
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The Relationship Between Well-Being and
Financial Stress in College Students

 Research surrounding well-being and financial stress 
has been conducted and has found a connection between the 
two constructs. This research hopes to further the knowledge 
of the field by establishing the type of relationship existing 
between financial stress and well-being and the implications 
of the relationship. To understand the connection between 
financial stress and well-being and its implications, it is 
important to first understand each construct and the things 
that contribute to each one.

Well-Being
 Well-being is having a positive sense of self and living 
life to a one’s own expectations. Influences on well-being 
include the number and type of psychological difficulties 
someone experiences and perception of the amount of stress 
caused by a given situation (Adams, Meyers, & Beidas, 2016). 
Perception of stress may include the perception of and 
comparison of oneself to others who are financially similar to 
them. Someone’s concept of their current financial situation 
and how this is juxtaposed with the situations of their peers 
is related to levels of well-being (Norvilitis & Mao, 2013). If 
a person feels they are doing well financially, but not as well 
as their friend, there would be a higher chance of that person 
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feeling stressed about their financial situation and to report 
lower levels of well-being. 
Another study supports the concept that a person’s 
perception of their financial situation is related to their 
sense of well-being (Tay, Batz, Parrigon, & Kuykendall, 2017). 
This research supports the concept that someone’s internal 
thoughts and feelings surrounding their financial situation 
have more impact on their well-being than the actual 
situation they are in. Someone who is generally more anxious 
and stressed about money would most likely have lower 
levels of well-being than someone who feels secure with their 
money, regardless of the type of situation either person is in. 
 A person may feel stressed by a negative financial 
situation because they have a sense of losing control over the 
situation. This may lead to feelings of hopelessness that can 
lower their sense of well-being (Robb, 2017). This finding 
offers an explanation for how financial stress is connected 
to well-being in some way. A person is more likely to feel 
financial stress in any given situation if they are put in a 
position where they lack control and power. For example, 
taking out student loans to attend college or having a bill 
from a visit to the emergency room may cause a person to 
feel stress over their finances because they have no choice 
in owing that money back and it must be paid by a certain 
deadline. This feeling can influence the amount of stress 
someone feels and contribute to a lower level of well-being. 
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Financial Stress

 Financial stress is the concept of feeling worried about 
money based on negative financial situations or habits. 
Behaviors that may lead to financial stress are reckless 
spending, little to no budgeting skills, and trouble managing 
debt and/or loan repayments (Gutter & Coper, 2011). Lack of 
financial knowledge and management skills also contribute 
to feelings of financial stress (Norvilitis et al., 2006). Most of 
the financial stress a person feels is caused by poor money 
behaviors and lack of knowledge about money rather than 
difficult financial situations themselves. This implies that 
more knowledge surrounding finances and more resources 
for people who are lacking knowledge are needed. This is 
contrary to many of the measures put in place by high schools 
and universities who aim to help students avoid difficult 
financial situations instead of teaching the skills needed to 
manage those situations when they arise. For instance, many 
schools teach about the dangers of using credit cards instead 
of teaching students how to establish and maintain a healthy 
credit score.

 Other contributors to financial stress are high levels 
of financial worry and the amount of income and/or debt a 
person has (Tay et al., 2017). A person’s current concept of 
their financial status and of their future financial status have 
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been linked with levels of well-being (Netemeyer, Warmath, 
Fernandes, & Lynch Jr., 2018). The actual situation a person 
is in financially has less impact on the overall feelings of 
financial stress they experience than their perception of how 
bad the situation is. Also, a person’s idea of how they will be 
doing financially in the upcoming months or years can change 
their current feelings of financial stress. If a person perceives 
their current situation as being stable but think they will 
experience a financial crisis in three months, they are likely 
to have high feelings of financial stress, despite their present 
stability. Uncontrollable factors such as income and debt have 
an impact on the amount of stress a person feels as well as 
their perception of their financial state.

Research Question and Hypothesis

 After reviewing the existing research surrounding 
financial stress and levels of well-being, it is apparent there 
is some type of connection between the two constructs. 
Previous research has established the causes of financial 
stress, as well as potential influences on levels of well-
being. This research hopes to further the knowledge of 
the field by establishing the type of relationship existing 
between financial stress and well-being. This idea led to the 
following research question: what is the relationship between 
financial stress and well-being in college students? Based 
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on information from previous studies, the hypothesis is that 
financial stress will be negatively correlated with levels of 
well-being in college students.

Method

Participants

 Participants were 29 students enrolled in the Psychology 
101 classes at the University of Wisconsin-Superior who were 
compensated with partial course credit in this class. 

Materials

 Two assessments were used in this study, as well as 
an informed consent sheet and a debriefing statement. The 
first assessment was the Well-Being Scale-Modified Version, 
which was used to measure the participants’ overall well-
being (Appendix B). Reponses to the Well-Being Scale-
Modified Version were measured on a 4-point Likert Scale 
from 0 (strongly disagree) to 3 (strongly agree). Examples of 
statements included in this assessment are “I believe I have 
the potential to reach my goals,” “I try to do things that make 
me happy,” and “There is at least one person I know who loves 
me and/or needs me.” 
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 The second assessment was the Financial Sub-Scale 
of the College Stress Inventory-Modified Version which 
measured the participants’ financial stress levels (Appendix 
C). Responses to the Financial Sub-Scale of the College Stress 
Inventory-Modified Version were measured on a 4-point 
Likert Scale from 0 (never) to 3 (very often). Examples of 
statements included in this assessment are “Difficulty paying 
student fees next semester,” “Financial difficulties due to 
owing money,” and “Difficulty due to your family experiencing 
money problems.”

Procedure

 First, participants were given an informed consent sheet 
(Appendix A). Then, participants completed the Well-Being 
Scale-Modified Version (Appendix B). Once this assessment 
was finished, participants completed the Financial Sub-Scale 
of the College Stress Inventory-Modified Version (Appendix 
C). After both assessments, participants received a debriefing 
statement (Appendix D).

Results

 For this study, a Pearson Correlation was conducted. An 
α-level of .05 was used for analysis. There was no correlation 
between financial stress and well-being in college students 
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(r= -.248, p> .05). Means and standard deviations can be 
found in Table 1.

Discussion

Summary of Results

 The goal of this study was to establish the type 
relationship between financial stress and well-being in 
college students. The hypothesis for this question was that 
financial stress would be negatively correlated with levels of 
well-being. No correlation was found between financial stress 
and well-being.

Potential Explanations for Nonsignificant Results

 One potential explanation for the results of this study is 
that participants may have had well-developed coping skills 
for stress and have taken personal measures to lower anxiety 
levels. A person’s idea of how they will be doing financially in 
the future can impact current stress levels (Netemeyer et al., 
2018). Since participants did not have a high average score 
for stress, they may have high hopes for their future status/
income and because of that, did not feel stressed at the time 
of the study.
 Participants may also have had an increased knowledge 
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of finances and a better understanding of debt, credit scores, 
and/or loans than past participants of research. Lack of 
knowledge about finances is one contributor to financial 
stress and because people are gaining more knowledge and 
are feeling less stressed over money, participants’ financial 
stress levels may have been lower than average (Norvilitis et 
al., 2006).

Limitations
 Demographic information, such as year in school/
age and family financial background, was not recorded for 
participants. If this information had been collected, it may 
have offered a better explanation for the data patterns. 
According to past research, the situation a person is in has 
less impact on how they behave than their perception of and 
feelings toward that situation (Adams et al., 2016). This may 
have impacted the data because someone who grew up in an 
extremely poor or impoverished family may feel high levels 
of financial stress, regardless of their situation or amount of 
knowledge. In the case of someone who grew up in poverty, 
they may perceive any negative financial situation as being 
extremely stressful, even if they have the resources to manage 
it.

Future Research
 In future research, it would be beneficial to examine the 
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relationship between year in school and levels of financial 
stress and well-being. High school and first year college 
students generally have the same levels of knowledge about 
finances, and it is not until later in college that students 
develop more knowledge and have more experience with 
difficult financial situations (Norvilitis et al., 2006). This may 
impact the relationship between financial stress and well-
being since it is possible that underclassmen students feel 
less financial stress than upperclassmen students. Future 
research could also examine the relationship between family 
financial background and levels of financial stress and well-
being. As mentioned in the limitations section, people from 
lower class families may have more stress than people from 
more wealthy families.
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Table 1
Means and Standard Deviations of Financial Stress and Well-

Being Levels in College Students

                                                                              
                                           M   SD      
Financial Stress  1.04  0.81
Well-Being  2.41  0.38    
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Appendix A
Informed Consent Page

1. Purpose:
The purpose of this experiment is to determine if there is 
a relationship between financial stress and well-being for 
college students.

2. Procedure:
You will be asked to complete two surveys. The first will be 
related to your overall well-being, and the second will be 
related to your current financial stress.
 
3. Time required:
Your participation will involve one session lasting 
approximately 15-20 minutes.

4. Risks:
It is not anticipated that this study will present any risk to you 
other than the inconvenience of the time taken to participate.

5.Your rights as a subject:
(i) The information gathered will be recorded in anonymous 
form. Data or summarized results will not be released in any 
way that could identify you.
(ii) If you want to withdraw from the study at any time, you 
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may do so without penalty. The information collected from 
you up to that point would be destroyed if you so desire.
(iii) At the end of the session, you have the right to a complete 
explanation (“debriefing’) of what this experiment was all 
about. if you have questions afterward, please ask your 
experimenter or contact:

Rachael Tuve (rtuve@uwsuper.edu)

Dr. Eleni Pinnow (Epinnow@uwsuper.edu) 715-394-8312
Psychology Program 
Human Behavior, Justice, and Diversity Department. 
University of Wisconsin-Superior 

Also, once the study is completed, you may request a 
summary of the results.

6. If you have any concerns about your treatment as a subject 
in this study, please call or write:
Dr. Vanessa Hettinger
IRB Chair
Email:  irb@uwsuper.edu
This research project has been approved by the UW-Superior 
Institutional Review Board for the Protection of Human 
Subjects, protocol # _______
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Appendix B
Well-Being Scale-Modified Version

Please rate how much you agree or disagree with the 
following statements on a scale from 0 (strongly disagree) to 
3 (strongly agree).

1. I am physically healthy.
               0       1       2        3
2. I am satisfied with my housing.
               0       1       2        3
3. I feel in control of my physical health.
               0       1       2        3
4. I have enough energy to do the things I need to do.
               0       1       2        3
5. I plan for the future.
               0       1       2        3
6. I know I can count on my friends and/or family in a time 
of crisis.
               0       1       2        3
7. There is at least one person I know who loves me and/or 
needs me.
               0       1       2        3
8. I feel confident that I am able to solve most problems I 
face.
               0       1       2        3
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9. I like my life at home.
               0       1       2        3
10. I am satisfied with my physical appearance.
               0       1       2        3
11. I get along with people in general.
               0       1       2        3
12. I enjoy spending time with friends and/or relatives.
               0       1       2        3
13. I find time to do things that are fun and interesting.
               0       1       2        3
14. I believe I have the potential to reach my goals.
               0       1       2        3
15. Life has meaning for me.
               0       1       2        3
16. I often do things that bring out my creative side.
               0       1       2        3
17. I like engaging in stimulating conversations.
               0       1       2        3
18. I try to do things that make me happy.
               0       1       2        3
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Appendix C
College Stress Inventory-Modified Version

Please rate how often each statement applies to you on a scale 
from 0 (never) to 3 (very often).

Financial Sub-Scale
1. Difficulty paying student fees next semester.
               0       1       2        3

2. Financial difficulties due to owing money.
               0       1       2        3

3. Difficulty paying rent/housing fees.
               0       1       2        3

4. Difficulty paying for food.
               0       1       2        3

5. Difficulty paying for recreation and entertainment.
               0       1       2        3

6. Difficulty due to your family experiencing money problems.
               0       1       2        3
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Appendix D
Debriefing Statement

 The research question in this study is concerning how 
financial stress impacts the well-being of college students. 
The hypothesis is that higher financial stress will be related 
to lower levels of well-being, and conversely, lower financial 
stress will be related to higher levels of well-being.
 This question is worth studying because many college 
students experience financial stress and their well-being 
could be impacted by this stress. With the findings of this 
study, professors and other university staff could make efforts 
to help their students.
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And you.
Thank you, dear reader. We 
hope you enjoyed this year’s 
edition. Come join us next year 
as a board member, and help us 
publish the next edition with 
even pomp and circumstance.

Email us at thenemadjireview 
at Gmail to get involved.
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