
 This past week, I have started reading the book, You are a Badass, which is a self-help book meant to 
help motivate you towards becoming a “better you”.  This book has a chapter where they mention how much 
strengthening your mindset has on your day to day attitude and actions. Due to this, I started meditating to 
help me clear my mind and to help save my sanity during quarantine. I have been doing this every morning 
for about 10 minutes each day as well as I have started reaffirming myself that it is going to be a good day and 
that I will maintain a positive outlook no matter what adversities are thrown my way. Though initially this had 
seemed silly, after the third day I started realizing that it was working when I found that I was not letting 
small problems affect me. I hope to continue this on a regular day to day basis, even when quarantine is over 
since it has increased my level of happiness much.  

This week, I have also reverted back to a vegan diet. In high school I was vegan due to environmental 
reasons and animal rights. However, I had stopped being vegan when I got to college since it was very 
difficult finding vegan options especially with the dining plan offered by Poly. Recently, due to how much 
time I have had around the house, I have started my vegan diet again and have started cooking a variety of 
different foods. I believe that by adopting this lifestyle, I can help minimize my negative environmental 
footprint left on the environment and to help against protect animal rights. I hope to continue these two habits 
in the future and am excited for how it can help to improve and grow as a person.  
 
 
 
Over the course of the past 9 days (as of May 28th, 2020) I have contacted a different person each day and 

simply checked-in on them. This seems trivial but in a time of crisis and inherent distance I know that this 

small act can have a large impact. I found that my friends, colleagues, and professors appreciated the 

messages and some even told me they found hope in them. In light of social media and what I see as shallow 

mass-communication, I think there is power granted to a direct message because it shows that care and 

attention was put into a relationship. I also found that crafting these messages helped push me into an 

empathetic mindset, which I hope was reflected clearly in these communications. This loosely ties into my 

personal intervention which was counterintuitive yet successful; I challenged myself to read the news less. 

Since beginning college I have had a morning routine of making breakfast, drinking coffee, and reading the 

NYT, SFChronicle, and Ynet(Israeli news). In recent times I’ve found myself having dark and depressing 

thoughts after what used to be my favorite part of the day and I figured it was because every morning since 

the global pandemic started I have woken up only to read about a new awful tragedy. I’ve found that 

reading the news every couple of days has helped release my mind and reduce stress, and as such plan to 

continue with this intervention of sorts into the future. 

 
 
 
 
For my third intervention I decided to take a day off from my phone, and thus from the news (as my phone is 
my news source). I spend way too much time on my phone and am stressed out when it isn't with me. Phone 
addiction is real. Sometimes, when I am on a phone call or a Facetime I check my pockets to go on my 
phone. I am definitely addicted and figured a day off from my phone would be good for me. However, a day 
off from my phone is good for those around me too. I spend too much time on Reddit and read about all the 
horrible things going on in this world. I think it is important to stay informed, but I also get sucked in and 



become angry about politics or world events. Then this can affect my mood, and also the moods of those 
around me. The article we were assigned talked about how people's moods are contagious and if someone is 
happy and smiles that can be contagious but also the flip side is true. I decided it would be a good 
experiment to try and spend a day without my phone and the news and see if there were any positive 
benefits for me or those around me. 
 
Some rules I put in place were that I could only go into my phone to respond to text messages every couple 
of hours or so. I am in multiple group projects right now and need to stay up to date with the group and 
contribute as needed. I also didn't tell everyone that I was doing this and thus  
didn't want people to think I died or hated them by not responding in a timely fashion. This rule actually 
helped save me because when I checked my phone I received a text about an online event with my employer 
that I RSVP'd to happening in 15 minutes that I forgot about.  
 
Overall, I didn't see any major benefits and was actually left stressed out that I missed a text or something 
important. However, it was nice not having to see the terrible things in the news and I think that helped my 
denouement and those around me too. I think that maybe a more effective way to help my mental health 
would be to spend less time getting sucked into the news and putting in measures to moderate my screen 
time without giving my phone up entirely. However, I think it could be beneficial to give up my phone for 
months at a time. Phone addiction is a real addiction and every addiction has cravings. Being phoneless for 
one day will cause cravings, whereas maybe at the end of a month these cravings will go away. I think I 
didn't quite think through this intervention enough beforehand because it didn't have the results I 
anticipated. Later on I think I will try to redo it, or at least find other ways to benefit myself and society 
through lessening my screen time. 
 
 
 
 

An unexpected accomplishment was getting my group members inspired to grow veggies 
from veggies. I told Takumi how easy it is to grow spring onion and he decided to try growing it 
indoors and outdoors. He even held a little experiment to see which spring onion tasted better.  
My cousin is visiting this summer and I have been showing him all my plants and how easy it is to 
grow veggies from vegetables. He has decided to start a garden when he returns back home. I was 
surprised how easy it is to convince people to start growing.  

What has been difficult for me is the fact that I will have to move out and take my plants 
elsewhere. I hope they can survive the drive and new home at my parents house. I will be 
transporting some of my plants on Thursday.  
 
 
 
 
For my last self-intervention I decided to grow fresh vegetables in order to improve my diet and be more sustainable. I was able to 
use Groups 11a and 11b’s websites and instagrams to grow the foods most effectively. I also did my own research with the foods that 
I wanted to grow. Pretty quickly my green onions were able to grow by just simply placing them in a bowl of water. I was also able to 
get a shishito pepper plant up in my backyard because my family enjoys grilling them up for dinners. Unfortunately, pretty soon into 
the experiment bugs ended up attacking and eating that particular plant. However, all of the vegetables I got from the grocery store to 
regrow (green onions, basil, lettuce, and ginger) are already sprouting slightly (green onions grow the fastest, from my experience). I 
have gotten to taste the new green onions in a fresh salad I made with my family and we loved eating more healthy. In the past week, 
I have eaten 50% more vegetables and feel much better and more energized, as opposed to eating chips and pb&j’s. I hope to 
continue growing our mini garden and eating healthy, especially during the rest of quarantine. 

 
 
 



This entire pandemic has been filled with opportunities for self-intervention. I think I have grown a lot and I 
have really appreciated moments and experiences that I would have otherwise taken for granted. For 
instance, I now do TM twice a day for 20 minutes - something I haven’t done since freshman year, I make 
sure to go outside for at least an hour, and I get some type of exercise everyday. I have not felt physically 
and mentally better. The self-intervention I had recently sparked after I got word that it's 99% likely that my 
classes will be online in the fall. I personally am not a fan of online classes, I learn much better when I am 
physically in a room interacting with my professor and classmates. After ranting to my mom, I ended the 
conversation with “are you not pissed we are paying this much money for a mediocre education?” She 
responded that although it was not ideal that we were paying this much money for an online education, she 
is grateful that I am still getting an education and that my family is able to afford the technology for me to 
take class remotely. I then realized that once again, I was complaining of a first world problem. Unlike many 
kids who could not continue their education during this pandemic, I am now finding new ways to use 
technology to learn. Unlike many kids who will now be a year behind in school, I am able to take a couple 
more classes and I will graduate earlier. It was a reality check for me and I definitely have a new perspective. 
I am truly grateful that I have the resources to still interact with my professors and peers and learn some 
things, even if its not ideal. My self-intervention for the next two weeks and this next fall quarter is to make 
the most of my online education.  
 
 
 
 
  For my third self intervention, I wanted to set a goal for myself for the month of May. My goal was to wake 
up each day at 5:50 to surf. This goal was brought upon by feeling halfway through the quarter, that my 
shelter in place was limiting my physical exercise as well as hindering my mental state. I was feeling 
unmotivated and very disconnected from my classes as they were all online. I also felt bogged down when 
reflecting on the fact that on an average day of online classes I spend more than 8 hours each day of the 
week staring at my 13inch computer screen. I got to thinking that this was boring as well as not a productive 
way to take charge of my own quarantine. So, to turn this around, I surfed every single day of the month of 
May except one (the day I had a midterm amongst a Monday of 9 1/2 hours of class. Sure, I am a little 
disappointed that I cannot say pridefully that I did not miss a single day but as of today I am rocking a 29-day 
surfing streak. At first, I wondered when I would surf each day as each day of the week I need to be reading 
for zoom class at 8:10. I always considered myself a morning person but thought of an early morning as an 8 
am wake up... not 5:50 am. Despite this initial struggle just to get out of bed, 33 days have gone by, 32 of 
those starting at 5:50 each morning with a 15-minute drive to Pacifica state beach for a dawn patrol surf 
session. Reflecting back on this new lifestyle, the moment, the second, I become vertical in the morning I 
become alive. Each morning my 5:50 alarm goes off and lately I have even found myself naturally waking up 
minutes before that.  
 
While initially, this self intervention was for me and my mental health in our trying times, there have been 
surprising ways in which this project of mine quickly became about larger things. One big thing is the 
community that has been created. Each morning, I find myself pulling into the parking lot recognizing the 
cars of fellow surfers who have become close friends. I paddle into the line up saying hello to these people 
and we discuss our plans for the rest of the day, the waves (or lacking thereof), and the world around us. 
From discussing the recent protests this morning to simply awing at the sunrise over the mountains 
shimmering on the water, the project has shown be the endless power and beauty at the shared human 
experience and connection. I have learned from others ways to be a better member of society through the 
simple, yet challenging, act of pushing myself to be a better person. I have been challenged in discussion to 
think about the world around me and my powerful role in it.  
 



Another surprise I have run into throughout this intervention process has been the trash that I have found 
and collected from the beach and from the water. While my carbon footprint has gone up from driving to 
and from the beach each day, I do find myself being conscious of my gas and where I choose to drive the rest 
of the day. I am working to combat this through my trash cleanup. Each day, I find little pieces of trash 
floating through the ocean or in the sand on the beach. I tuck this into the spaces between my wetsuit and 
booties or under my chest zip. I have found oreo wrappers, newspapers, bands aids etc floating through the 
water and much more wrappers and bottle caps thrown onto the beach. Some I throw into the trash on my 
way out and some I rediscover when changing out of my wetsuit and throw into my surf box.  
 
Overall, this intervention has not only pushed me in new ways physically, through battling through 
occasional soreness and shivers, but pushed me to reflect on the world around me and my role in it. Through 
discussing the world with others or simply sitting in the water feeling the warmth of the sunrise, I am aware 
of the beauty in our society as well as numerous flaws.  
 
I am planning my own side project to find a creative use for all of the trash I have collected. Possibly an art 
project laying the trash into the shape of a seal, two of which I have seen wash up or shore. Or perhaps even 
the shape of a shark for the recent incident in Santa Cruz. My goal is to continue to wake up and surf for as 
long as I can. Looking forward, I start my summer internship in 2 weeks. But I have begun to feel that my 
voice and passions are not placed within a 40 hour a week office job but through having freedom in my 
young age to explore, appreciate the world around me, and find my voice and place in it. At the end of the 
summer, I hope that we may live in a different world than we do today. I hope that I will have continued to 
surf each day and push myself in new ways. After three, almost four months or trash collecting I hope to 
send a picture of my final project and continue collecting and reflecting upon my return to SLO and our 
home breaks Pismo and Morro!  
 
Maybe even to add another element, I will add each piece of trash to the art the day I find it to represent 
that each thing, each item, each person, is different and comes from a different place, but they are each 
adding something to the collective and that is the overall lesson I have learned from the experience of this 
intervention.  
 
 
 
 
About six months ago, I came to visit my home for my niece’s baptism; I was the godmother. The party lasted all day 

and night, to my surprise. My sister and her husband never drink excessively but their friends, who they haven’t seen in 

years, were happy and decided to party. I still don’t understand why, but they chose me and my boyfriend to “bother”. 

First, they verbally attacked my boyfriend which somehow became physical. When there was a threat of a fight he left 

immediately. Next, it was me. My sister and her husband, both who raised me, began to tell me horrible things. Both of 

them attacked me with curse words and explained how because of me things are the way they are now. It hurt. They 

both lost themselves because of alcohol. They didn’t remember anything the next day. I didn’t speak to them for four 

months, until it was necessary to go back home because of the pandemic. This anger and sadness ate at me for months. I 

wasn’t ok. What I did for myself is forgive. My sister was extremely sorry and I believe her. My sister’s husband, the 



only father figure to me, was not. This sadness has slowly decreased and finally I feel like we’re becoming a family 

again. Forgiving has helped me move on.  

 

I am scared of this pandemic. I am scared for the people around me. I have helped my mom make masks to give out this 

past quarter. I try not to leave home so I have helped my grandma and mom with the very successful garden we have. I 

also have made sure to keep my father, who lives in Latin America, updated on everything I know since Latin America 

has been hit hard recently. He is giving this information to everyone around him. He has made masks, with some of my 

input, and supplied them to his small town. He has contacted the local government to get hospital beds and respirators. I 

am trying to give him as much information I know so he can help those around him. 

 
 
 
 
I am struggling to find something I did this quarter that I thought I could never do. However, there are quite a 
few things that I thought I never would do or rather never wanted to do. One thing I never intended to do was 
spend a quarter of my college experience outside of SLO. I intentionally never studied abroad because I 
didn’t want to miss out on experiences I could have with my friends in SLO. Now clearly that is all this quarter 
has been. However, despite some lost time with my friends I have been able to find quite a few good things 
in all of this. I have gotten to spend so much quality time with my family which I really cherish. My sister is 
here as well which is special because she now has a job in San Fransico and is often busy. I also have 
gotten to live in my childhood home again which I haven’t lived in for a prolonged period of time since 8th 
grade. I also took on a really challenging quarter academically which I don’t think I would have done as well 
in if I had many of the distractions I experience at school. Overall I am really thankful for this forced change. I 
never thought it was something I would go through but what has come out of it for me personally has been 
really great. 
 
 
 
 
Earlier in this quarter, especially when all the stay at home orders were in place, I decided that every day I 
would make an effort to do some sort of outdoor activity. This activity didn’t have to be a strenuous activity, 
but just anything to get out of the house, especially with the lockdown. With all the things going on in life; 
school, corona virus, work, this task seemed to be a difficult task to continue for weeks to come, but 
definitely something that would be worth it. The first week was not too hard. Being that I am in SLO, I was 
able to do different hikes, go surf at the beach, or even go to the skate park. At the end of one week, not 
only did these daily activities help me feel better physically, but to my surprise I was mentally more focused 
on my other daily activities and I was getting much better sleep at night. I have continued these daily 
activities and have now added them into my daily routine. 
 
Additionally, while at the beach one day with my group of friends, we decided that to help our local beaches 
and the environment we would spend time before we left the beach to walk around and collect any 
trash/plastic. Small plastics pollute our beaches and can be harmful to all the marine life here on the central 
coast.  
 



This intervention was fun to reflect on. It showed me how important daily exercise can be to not only to your 
physical health, but metal health too. I also look forward to doing more beach cleanups with my friends in 
the future. 
 
 
 
 
I found that the challenge of the shelter in place and quarantine challenged me to be a better communicator 
to my family and friends. I rely heavily on face to face interaction to converse and connect with those I care 
about, but with the restrictions from COVID, I was much more limited to do that. I appreciated the little 
things of the quarantine like having more time to connect and grow with my roommates, but I also found 
myself building new communication skills to keep in touch with friends that were further away and my 
family back in Chicago that I haven’t seen since December (and probably won’t until this December too). I 
found it extremely challenging to stay connected virtually with high school friends when transitioning to 
college and while I do see the circumstances of those friendships different than those I tried to keep during 
the quarantine, I am proud to say that I adapted to my conditions to remain socially connected, while 
socially distant with many of my friends currently. 
 
 
 
Over the course of my life I have always been fairly skinny and slender which are two things I have been self 
conscious about my entire life. To cope with this I always found myself playing basketball and staying active 
in order to keep my muscles strong and have good cardiovascular health. However, after I graduated high 
school I didn't have as much opportunity to play anymore and my body suffered from my lack of activity. My 
cardio took a major hit and I found it hard for myself to do the strenuous activities I once had done before. I 
lost about 10 pounds and felt my body weakening. This quarter, I took accountability for my health and body 
and decided to find my way back into fitness. The quarantine gave me an opportunity to push myself in ways 
I never thought I would have been able to before. The abudance of free time left me with the option to play 
video games all day or train. I chose the latter and since the beginning of quarantine Ive gained about 13 
pounds and feel like Ive taken control of my health. Changes in my body that I never would have thought 
could be achievable I am no witnessing first hand. My life has changed for the better and I still continue to 
push my limits to get my health back to where I want it to be. 
 
 
 
For my third intervention, I have decided to more improve my mental health and well-being by 
spending more time outdoors. I realized that staying indoors a lot of the time due to the COVID 19 
situation has been affecting my mental health and the amount of time I have spent outside has 
significantly decreased. Therefore, I have been taking daily walks outside in my neighborhood park 
as well as spending time in my backyard reading or gardening. For the environment side, my group 
for another class is working to implement an e-waste program at Cal Poly, as many people do not 
have a place to dump their e-waste. In addition, I have been spending time planting utility plants in 
my backyard such as herbs and fruit trees. 
 
 
 
For my third intervention I have eaten really clean and exercised daily for the past week. I decided to be 
vegan around the beginning of this quarter and really enjoy that lifestyle. Naturally, vegans eat a little bit 
healthier, but it does take work to plan out your meals to ensure you aren’t eating the same thing over and 



over. Also, vegans have to ensure that they get all the vitamins and minerals they need. Some things I like to 
always have in my kitchen are: garbanzo beans, tofu, black beans, onions, broccoli, rice, and seasons/sauces. 
By making sure I had these in the kitchen, I can count on having something healthy to eat for each meal. In 
addition to eating cleaner, I have also been making a point to get outside and exercise. Whether it’s a jog or 
walk I’m going for, I always try to be really mindful of my movements. For me, this means making every step 
count. I like to focus on my breathing while running or walking and I also dedicate time to thinking mindfully 
when I’m exercising. I feel that the second part of this intervention is something that can be achieved rather 
easily during these times. I’ve focused on the BLM movement and what’s going on with George Floyd’s 
death. I have donated to organizations, signed petitions, raised awareness on social media, and now I’m 
planning on going to a peaceful walk tonight for BLM. Something else I’ve tried to do is politely and kindly 
correct my mom on her attitude towards the protests. I think it’s time that everyone comes together on this 
and I think it’s my job to politely tell my mom that her opinions are hurtful and causing more damage than 
good. 
 
 
 
I talked about this a little in my first intervention but it has had such an impact on my life  
that I want to talk about it further. My “I couldn’t do that because..” is that I could never lose  
weight happily because it is so difficult. If I did want to lose weight happily, I would have to do it  
in a healthy way (which I did not recognize previously). Since I was in high school, I have gone  
on crash diets and even keto at one point for over 5 months. It worked at the time in dropping  
the weight quickly but the moment I stopped, I gained all of it back. What I was doing was not  
sustainable and quite tortuous… only eating 20 carbs a day, HOW? Something hit me earlier  
this year and I wanted to try “going on a diet” again, but instead in a healthy way. My sister  
taught me about counting my macros (calories from carbs, fat, protein). It consists of any food  
you want as long as it fits within those macros. In the beginning it was tough to piece together a  
diet that would fit within those. After about 2 weeks of eating the same thing, I got the hang of it  
and started branching out to all the foods I wanted. I literally eat whatever I want, as long as I  
stay within my macros. Of course, there are still some days that I go over, but I have learned not  
to be angry with myself. I slowly started adding in working out once quarantine hit because I  
was feeling healthy and motivated. I laugh when I get on the scale and see I lost weight  
because it is SO EASY. I have never felt so unrestricted on a “diet” before and will likely  
continue it for the rest of my life (of course not in caloric deficit). I have lost 26 pounds. The  
healthiest 26 pound weight loss of my life.   
 
 
 
 
With all the protests against police brutality and racism in our country, I've had to humble myself. One 
specific experience I'd like to cite is making a statement on behalf of my club about our support for the 
movement. I'm a leader in Net Impact Club, the sustainability-in-business club on campus. The board wanted 
me to write this statement on their behalf, and with great worry I took on the task. What if I misphrased 
something? (See- just in that sentence my spellcheck underlined "misphrased" in red.) What if I come off as 
ignorant, or worse yet a performative activist? I like to do my proper research before taking such a strong 
stance on something, and I felt like seeing a ton of black squares in my social media feed and beautiful 
graphics was not enough for me to be in a position to voice my opinion. I know I support the BLM 
movement, but I didn't want to rush forming a statement without knowing more details on the current 
protests, the anti-racist resources, and the resources on how to be an effective ally. Who was I to say 
anything at all, when I have so much to learn! 



 
So, what did I need to do to make this statement happen? Research, yes, but putting out a statement was an 
urgent matter and I was feeling the pressure from the board. So, how was I supposed to pivot? I took a 
second to pause and reflect on what was really holding me back and realized two things about myself and 
how I process things: 1) I don't like making decisions or opinions based off peer pressure (which is heavy on 
social media right now), and 2) I don't like voicing my opinion if I don't feel prepared to back it up with facts. 
I got over it. I wrote the statement for the club in the most honest and genuine way, modeling it off fellow 
clubs who share our similar values (Surfrider, Green Campus, etc.). Here I am a few days later with no 
regrets on putting out the statement. I'm doing the research now, and focusing on listening to what my 
peers are saying online instead of being overwhelmed. I learned that it can sometimes be more effective to 
voice my concern and opinion even when I don't feel ready to, because then the learning can happen 
quicker. Research is important, but timeliness is as well. 
 
 
 
As the pandemic interrupted life as I knew it, I suddenly found myself with a great amount of free time— 
more than I had had in years. I was barely in class for more than 10 hours a week and studying took only a 
fraction of the time it normally did. Additionally, I was no longer working 12 hours a week and I didn't have 
practice anymore. In the first few weeks of quarantine, I'll admit I didn't use my time well. I spent hours on 
my phone, on my laptop, and watching tv. I justified my laziness by saying it was a much-needed break 
following a stressful winter quarter. Yet, this laziness continued. After a couple of weeks, it was clear it 
wasn't a break but rather my new life during the pandemic. It had to change. I knew that much. I also knew 
my excessive phone usage was the main problem. My phone was such a distraction. The moment I had 
nothing to do, I would go on my phone for quick entertainment. And then hours would go by and all I had 
done was swipe through Instagram, get bored of that, swipe through TikTok, get bored of that and move to 
the next thing.  
 
With much hesitation, I deleted Instagram, Snapchat, TikTok, and the other most distracting apps on my 
phone. I also turned off all notifications. In the next couple of days, I was still in the habit of picking up my 
phone when I found myself bored. The difference now was that when I went on my phone none of my most 
distracting apps were there and I would quickly put it down. A few more days went by and I found I stopped 
resulting to my phone at all when bored. And this is when I really saw a difference. When I had nothing to 
do, I would refer to my list of tasks, I went on runs and played frisbee with my brother, I asked my parents 
what I could do to help around the house. I tried painting with watercolor and mastered sourdough bread. I 
helped my mom plant our summer garden and my dad paint his rental. I filled my time with so many 
valuable things. When reflecting on it, I can tell it wasn't the apps that were the problem, but rather my lack 
of self-control. I've recently re-downloaded Instagram mostly for the sake of being able to follow everything 
going on in our country right now. Due to my self-intervention and phone detox, I've found the usage of my 
phone has become much more purposeful and much less problematic. 
 
 
 
The change I made that I thought was not possible before was that I could be more patient with plants. I had 

never planted any food at home before, and prior to this class, I didn’t think I had the skills or patience to 

plant. However, all of this has changed this quarter. I have successfully planted garlic, lettuce, celery, and 

green onion. Even though I experienced some failure, at least I know I could do it. I will continue to try to 



grow food at home, especially at this special time. I have learned so many things from my failure that are 

related to gardening. For example, when connecting the garlic with toothpicks, it is important that you don’t 

stab it through the center because it will prevent the garlic from growing. I am just grateful for this class 

because it opened my eyes and expanded my worldview. With so many great speakers and Pete’s personal 

development at his house, I am really inspired to keep making changes to a better self.  

 

 

At the beginning of this quarter, I had no idea how I would be able to complete group work over Zoom. In 

fact, I was almost certain that I would not be able to manage raising live animals remotely. The coordination 

and delegation of group work and other various logistics provided me with a feeling of pessimism. However, 

through careful coordination and dedication, with a little help from the internet, my group was able to not 

only create a plan and execute it, but also strive towards a better world. Through this experience, I learned 

lots about not only mealworms but also some of the root causes of global warming. I have come away from 

the class and project a more rounded human being, with a better understanding of ways to ‘save the world.’ 

 

 

Something I’ve done during the pandemic was force people off the roof of my home because they 

wanted to watch the protests happening in the streets. 

I live close to downtown San Jose, which means that there are plenty of riots happening at the 

moment. 

It is hot out recently, so my family and I would leave some water bottles out so the protesters could 

have something to drink, and hand out a few snacks whenever we have the chance. 

A small group of people sat on our roof a while back when the protests were starting to happen to 

watch what was going on. I asked my neighbor, who had a shotgun, and asked him to “persuade” the 



people off of our roof. 

They got off and didn’t come back. 

 

 

“Isolation, self-reflection, appreciation” 
Before the coronavirus, my social life revolved around spending time with my roommates and 
having some conversations with other friends I ran into on campus. I lost touch with some of my 
closest friends from before, but I did not really bother to make a change. My priorities were more 
on school, and my social needs were fulfilled from spending quality time with my roommates. 
 
After the corovanirus and self-quarantining had started, it was even harder for me to socialize with 
friends. The physical distance and the need to intentionally message people to stay connected — it 
made me realize how I was losing touch with some of my most valuable friendships. Being at home 
for so long also forced me to self-reflect. Through this reflection I had random recollections of the 
fun times I’ve had with my friends. I think I was reminiscing more often than before. I then made 
efforts to message my old friends and catch up with what they have been up to. It has been a great 
time so far, reconnecting with people that I might have lost touch with otherwise. The isolation 
from quarantine helped myself remember to value my friendships more than I did before. I plan to 
continue reaching out to more people that I may have lost touch with. 
 
I believe this quarantine, for many people, has been a time of self-reflection. These thought are not 
the easiest, but the breakthrough from those thoughts are the most valuable things we gain from 
this quarantine.  
 
 
 
 
For this last intervention, I took it upon myself to take advantage of two different events happening 
in SLO at the moment. The first was the fact that SLO has opened up parts of it’s economy, making it 
easier to go outside, exercise and lead a somewhat normal life. This last week, what I did for myself, 
was go outside and exercise at least once a day, whether it be running, rock climbing or hiking. What 
I found out about this, was that exercise is really helpful with my mental state, it allows me to 
breathe and clears my mind. Not having that for 2 ½ months really showed, and I’m glad I’m able to 
get out again.  
  
The thing I did for society was go to multiple Black Lives Matter rallies in SLO. I’ve always had a 
strong respect for the BLM cause and believe it’s always looked in the right direction, but I have to 
admit, I’ve been a bit of bystander to things I truly believe in. These last couple weeks allowed me to 
support people in the community and the nation who have been oppressed and desperately need 
their voices heard. What I found in these protests was a beautiful combination of anger, intense joy, 
sadness and ultimately a feeling of true potential that things are getting better. I made new friends, 



grieved, danced and ultimately felt like protests and other acts of activism are no longer things to be 
afraid of and support from the sideline, but things to be a member of.   
 

 
 
For my third intervention, I forwent my regular exercise, and decided to devote that time to 
protesting for black lives matter. Nothing else seems important right now, and being taken away 
from the movement for something like my daily walk seemed so ridiculous. Ive attended a protest 
every day for the last five days. They are not hard to come by in the bay. Each day I’ve ended up 
walking over 10 miles while being a part of something essential. History is being shaped right now 
and I don’t think my life should be easier than anyone else just because I’m white. And it is. So 
much easier. Im going to continue to attend rallies and protests and forgo the other things I was 
doing with my time while the Bay Area, entire state of California, and the nation attempts to improve 
on injustices. There is no other way! And in that time, I inevitably will walk and remain active and 
look after my own physical and mental health.  
 


