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By Joe Wellman

In springtime, inmates at Fort Dodge Prison 
plant flowers in the wide lawn that stands 
between the communal center and the visitor’s 
entrance building. 

Having stood in a fluorescently lit, bullet-
proof, and locked-down waiting area for several 
minutes, this scene of green always surprises 
Eric Daishin McCabe. 

“You look up and see barbed-wire all along 
the fences. . . it’s odd when at the same time 
you have inmates working in the soil planting 
flowers—flowers that are really beautiful,” said 
McCabe.

Apart from being a part-time instructor at 
DMACC, McCabe is a Buddhist monk, and for 
the past year and a half has led groups of men 
in guided meditation and yoga at Fort Dodge 
prison. 

But for all the seeming contradictions of 
gaining spiritual insight in a state penitentiary, 
McCabe has found both comfort and success 
with the men at Fort Dodge. 

A self-led group 

“You really can’t tell the difference between 

DMACC instructor leads guided 
meditation, yoga in Iowa prison

yourself and anybody else that’s there, to me they 
feel like normal people.”

All inmates are free to join the sessions which 
include yoga, guided meditation, and talks on 
Buddhist philosophy. Aside from these services, 
McCabe offers them something else—a rare 
opportunity for imprisoned men—choice. 

“The first thing I do is ask the guys what they 
want to do,” said McCabe, “People who are 
imprisoned feel a great loss of power, so I throw 
control over to them.”

One inmate has even become the designated 
group leader, who now guides the group through 
his own meditation. 

“He sounds the gong at the beginning and in the 
end. People are giving him their attention,” said 
McCabe, “Inmates are constantly being told what 
to do, where to go, and when to do it. The more I 
leave it open-ended, the more they can shape what 
they’re doing—and that gives the men a good 
feeling.” 

The five precepts of Buddhism 

A special ceremony also took place for the 
group’s de-facto leader. During it, the inmate 
accepted the five precepts of Buddhism; not to 
kill, steal, lie, commit sexual misconduct, or use 

drugs. 
In return McCabe recognized his efforts and 

gifted the man a Mala, a bracelet of prayer 

By Joseph Cano-Zelaya

Tracy K. Smith is the Poet Laureate of the United 
States (also known as PLOTUS). According to 
The New York Times, “She is taking poetry on the 
road around the nation, focusing on rural areas.” 
She is focused on poetry and it’s important for not 
only college students but as a nation as a whole.  

The Times stated, “To Smith, Poetry is a 
shortcut to honest conversations.” Poetry can be 
both for entertainment and for serious discussions. 
DMACC felt the same way, that is one of the 
many reason way we have the DMACC Literary 
Arts Celebration.

As students and staff filed into the Urban 
Building 1 room 121 for the Literary Arts 
Celebration, on April 2, poets Jennifer Chang and 
Matthew Olzmann got ready to showcase their 
work. 

The Celebration of the Literary Arts is a 3 day 
event started back in 2002. And now 16 years 
later, it is still going strong and takes place on 
all six DMACC’s campuses. Literary Arts is now 
run Marc Dickinson. An English Professor at 
the Ankeny campus, he introduced both Jennifer 

The Wonders of Poetry: Literary Arts 
Celebration at DMACC Urban Campus

Chang and Matthew Olzmann to the audience. 
First up was Jennifer Chang.

Chang who’s poem “We Found the Body of 
a Young Deer Once” appears in the April 23 
issues of The New Yorker, read some poems 
from her new book Some Say the Lark. One 
of the first poems she read was called “How to 
Live in an a American Town.” As she read more 
of her work I found that her poems had a very 
mysterious and peculiar feeling to them. This 
is shown in another poem that she presented 
“Myself at Noon to Him.” As she spoke “Today, 
I am a fragment of shell thinking of him” she is 
thinking about this man, and it seems like he is 
her whole world. 

Something in her words caused me to picture 
her as a phoenix, waiting to arise. She did 
exactly that in her last poem. 

Before Chang concluded she read “Freedom 
in Ohio.” As Jennifer Chang read the words 
“My terror is not secret, but necessary…And 
Now? I’m Leopard and Crane” she figuratively 
turned into the phoenix right in front of my 

Eric Daishin McCabe leads guided 
meditation at Fort Dodge prison in his 

traditional Okesa robes

Continued on Page 6

Annastacia Stegall reads her piece at 
Beaverdale Books. Stegall won 1st place 
in DMACC’s creative writing contest for 
her piece, - Realizing God is Envious of 

Human Love at Walmart
Continued on Page 5
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Hello friends. Hopefully by the time you’re reading this, all the snow piled 
up next to this Betts Building window I am sitting by will have melted. I 
mean, good god. Spring started a month ago, and on Sunday, I wake up to 
see my truck bed filled up like a snow cone—ridiculous. 

Anyway, in this issue of The Urban Vibe, we explore the emotional, 
practical, and expressive aspects of fiction writing through DMACC’s 

Literary Arts Fest. Published authors share their views on the craft, and DMACC students take to 
the stage alongside them to read their own work. One world religions instructor finds his worldview 
shaped as he helps convicted men gain insight into their lives, and summer 2018 looks like a three-
month long, sun-soaked party for Des Moines residence. (Unless you’re going to be in summer 
school, in which case, feel free to turn to page 8 to see exactly when you need to skip class). 

In all seriousness, I do not condone skipping class. It is not a good way to graduate, something 
that I will finally be doing in a couple weeks. So, as this is my last “letter from the editor,” I’d 
like to thank every one of my teachers, our provost and administration, the student life office, our 
custodial workers, our security guards, the tutors, anyone I am forgetting, and whoever changed 
the TV in Building 1 off of Fox News.

And thank you reader.

Michael K. Bryant, Faculty Advisor
mkbryant@dmacc.edu

Contributing Writers
Jacob Z. Kirts
Raephiel Day- Joe Wellman

Joe Wellman  
Editor  

jawellman@dmacc.edu

Joseph Cano Zelaya
Staff Writer

Daron Richardson is a new Instructor with the 
YouthBuild program at Evelyn K Davis Center. He 
graduated from Iowa State University with a Bachelor’s 
of Fine Arts degree with an emphasis on integrated studio 
art. He has years of experience as a teaching artist while 
his career has been in design and web development.  
 
Fun fact: I’m infatuated with light rail and smart growth.

New Employee Spotlight

Lisa McGilvra is a new part-time Math/Science 
Tutor in the TRIO/SSS Lab. Lisa is a 2015 DMACC 
TRIO alumni and a recent graduate from Simpson 
College. She majored in Biology and minored in Exercise 
Science. Lisa has a passion to help others and will 
continue her education to enter the physical therapy field. 
 
Fun fact: Lisa is an Air Force veteran.

Lisa McGilvra Daron Richardson

ENROLL 
NOW 

• Be the Change You Want 
to See on Our Campus

• Positions include Writers, 
Photographers, and 

Assistant Design Editor

• Gain College Credits 
and add Published Writer 

to your Resume

• Exotic Writing 
Destinations Await You!

Contact 
mkbryant@dmacc.edu 
for more information.

to be part of The 
Urban Vibe!!

It is the mission of The Urban Vibe to create a forum for items of importance to the academic life 
of the students, staff and faculty of the DMACC Urban Campus. It is our mission to embrace our 
diversity and to strengthen connections between our students and our college and local community.

Mission Statement

The Urban Vibe welcomes submissions to our paper in the form of  articles, opinion pieces and 
reviews. All submissions should be sent via email to: urbanvibe@dmacc.edu as an attachment 
of 1,000 words or less. Any writing submitted becomes the property of The Urban Vibe, and we 
reserve the right to edit as needed if accepted for publication.

Submissions
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by Jacob Z. Kirts

It was darkness. I felt like I was floating on a cloud. I couldn’t 
hear, see, smell, or even feel anything. It was peaceful. Then 
faint mumbles started to seep into my consciousness. They 
were quieter than a whisper in your ear. The voices started to 
grow, as I felt the cool summer grass through my fingertips. 
Light started to creep through my eyelids. I slowly opened my 
eyes to see three faces looking down upon me, Coach Tony, 
Dr. Kilgore, and my mom’s pale frightened face that looked 
like she just saw a ghost. I was confused mostly, but with 
the pounding pain in my right temple I had an idea of what 
had happened. What I didn’t know was the outcome of this 
unfortunate event and how it would change my life forever.

The game of soccer was my life; I was most passionate 
about the sport. I loved soccer because it let me forget 
everything else that was going on, like troubles with my step 
dad, and my little brother being sick. I could release my anger 
and frustration on the ball and I would run nonstop. It made 
me feel amazing. It was all or nothing for me, each day I was 
ready to play, and give my all. No matter what was going on, 
I knew I could turn to the ball, and the field for guidance and 
release. 

It all started on a hot summer’s day. The birds chirped songs 
of peace and joy, and the trees were green like a fresh pepper. 
There was not a single cloud in sight. On that beautiful day 
we were facing our rivals. All the kids were bigger than me, 
I was 14 years old playing with all 16 and 17 year olds, not 
because I had no other option but because I gave my all. So I 
put on my cleats and shin guards, grabbed a Gatorade, and ran 
out the door with a smile on my face.

We were all lined up, both teams ready for action. I was 
already sweating with the scorching sun beating on our backs. 
Parents were cheering and anxious. I had a feeling deep in my 
gut that we were going to win that day. The referee placed 
the ball in the middle of the field and jogged backwards. The 
whistle blew like a train horn, and we were off. 

The Concussion Conundrum
It was tied! Tension was high with not much time left on 

the clock. My coach yelled so much his face was red and 
veiny. My lungs felt like they had molten lava in them, my 
legs were on fire, and I was covered in sweat. My face looked 
like a freshly washed tomato with water still on it. But I was 
never going to give up.

There was only five minutes left on the clock. We needed 
to make a move right this second. My heart raced, my lungs 
pounded like a drum. My defense had the ball and I see a 
chance! I sprinted with all that I have for this could be my 
chance to bring the team to victory. My team mate kicked the 
ball over everyone, all the way down the field. He kicked it 
too hard, and it was going to pass me, but I refused to miss 
my chance. I change my course and I jump as high as I could 
possibly get, but I wasn’t the only one with that idea. I turned 
my head and a rival player was flying towards me. And then, 
BAM!

“Jacob! Jacob! Can you hear me?” Asked my coach 
“What happened?” I said as I slowly realized where I was
“You got knocked out and I’m going to check you for a 

concussion, it looked pretty bad,”said Dr. Kilgore.
It was quiet. It was peaceful. I got up slow and steady. My 

ears were ringing like a high pitched scream. My arms were 
around my coach and Dr. Kilgore as we started to walk off 
the field. As I looked around, both teams were on one knee. 
That’s what we do when someone gets injured. Funny how I 
never thought they would be kneeling for me. It was so quiet 
you could hear the crickets chirping in the distance. No one 
said a word. 

I sat down and my mother was in shock. Her face was white 
and frightened. I looked over at my grandparents and they had 
the same expression. I really didn’t think it was all that bad. 
Dr. Kilgore looked in my eyes and had me follow his finger. 
I didn’t notice this at first, but I felt sick, I felt like I could 
vomit at any second, and Dr. Kilgore noticed that. 

He looked up at my mother and said “You need to take him 
to the hospital.” 

He stood up and asked my mom for a word away from 
everyone. All I heard was mumbles between Dr. Kilgore and 
my mom. To this day I still don’t know what was said between 
them but it must have been serious. I stood up with my arm 
around my mom, and we started walking across the field to 
the car. My grandpa has a bad back, but he was determined 
to limp his way to the middle of the field to support my other 
side. We got in the car and I had to take a minute because I 
thought I was going to throw up. When that passed I got in 
the car, shut the door, and we were on our way to the hospital.

I don’t remember much about the hospital visit other 

by Raephiel Day

 It was June 6, 2003, the last day of school. I had finally 
completed the 6th grade and I was still alive; summer was 
here and I had more excitement than a mother who had just 
met her newborn baby. For me summer meant spending time 
with my dad (Steve) and my grandparents (Martha and Al) 
at my childhood home; I only got to see them every other 
weekend. My grandfather was my best friend; two peas in a 
pod. He played Barbies, showed me how to garden, always 
took me on bike rides and walks through the neighborhood, 
and tucked me in for bed; not to mention we had the same 
birthday. He was a really good PaPa. 

Losing My Best Friend
 The end of the day was here at last and I was picked up by 

my second oldest brother Ricky, #2 out of six kids. His job 
was to get me to my dad’s house and boy was it an important 
one. The car ride from my school to my childhood home; 
which was located on the south side of Chicago, Illinois; was 
typically 25 minutes, but on this day it 
felt like hours. 

 Finally we arrived at the house; 
which is made of brick and has two 
stories, each consisting of a 2 bedroom 
apartment. The basement was a studio 
and we own the whole building. 
Grandma and I were on the 2nd floor, 
my grandpa was on the 1st floor, 
and my dad had the basement studio 
apartment. I had free range of the entire 
building; I thought that was cool. 

I ran to the front door and rang that 
bell like an impatient trick-or-treater.

 “GRANDMA!!!” I yelled excitedly 
with a grin on my face that was all teeth and no eyes. 

“Hello, pumpkin,” she replied with sorrow.  She was a 
short woman with orange hair, glasses and she was always so 
sweet and cheerful. 

“What’s wrong, Grandma?” I asked as we walked up the 
front stairway leading to the 2nd floor. 

“Nothing, baby. I’m just tired.”
“Ok,” I replied and brushed it off. Upon arriving upstairs, 

my grandfather would always be there in his rocking chair 
having a cigarette with a “Budweiser” watching “Law and 
Order.” 

 “Where’s PaPa, grandma?”
“He went to the pub with some friends,” she answered, 

with a concerned expression on her face.
 Although he did go out to the pub every blue moon on 

weekdays, it was never on the weekends, especially when he 
knew I was coming over. My grandfather was a creature of 
habit and this wasn’t a part of his routine. That made me feel 
weird but I still payed no attention to my feeling and went 
downstairs to speak to my dad’s girlfriend Melissa who was 
average height with long black hair. 

She and I began to watch a movie. About an hour and a half 
into the movie, I asked her where my grandfather was, since 

the answer my grandma had given me didn’t really sit well.  
Melissa then looked at me with a scared expression.

“I don’t understand why no one wants to tell me the truth 
about my where my PaPa is, but I’ll find him myself, “I yelled. 

“NO!” Melissa quickly responded, in a tone that both 
startled and concerned me. 

Confusion started to creep in like 
mice in the winter time. Where’s my 
PaPa? I asked myself. 

I raced up the backstairs leading 
back up to the 2nd floor where I left 
my grandmother. To my surprise she 
wasn’t there but the door to the front 
steps was open and I heard people 
talking. I decided to follow the 
conversation so that I could get closer 
and make out what was being said. 

Now at the top of the stairs I 
could hear a neighbor telling my 
grandmother that she was “so sorry.” 

What is she sorry about? I asked myself. 
My grandmother closed the front door and before she could 

even make it up the steps, I met her at the bottom.
 “Where’s my PaPa?” I asked again.
 “Out with friends.”
 “No he’s not, and even if he was he would’ve been back by 

now.  So where is he?”
“He’s sick, baby.”
 When I heard those words time stopped, sound ceased to 

exist, my heart dropped to the floor and tears formed in my 
eyes. My grandmother couldn’t bring herself to tell me, but 
I knew he wasn’t sick and in that moment I realized there 
would be no more bike rides and walks, no more playing with 
dolls, no more tending to flowers, no more goodnight kisses; 
I had lost my best friend.

The loss of my grandfather had a huge impact on my life. It 
left the doors wide open for my depression to burglarize my 
emotions. His death left me empty and hollow like the halls 
of an abandoned building; as echoes of agony and sorrow 
bounce off the walls. Losing him gave birth to my anger 
and frustration. A piece of me died on June 6, 2003, and will 
remain buried for an eternity.

Jacob Kirts is attending DMACC to receive his AA 
degree, before transferring to a four-year university 
to study psychology.  After receiving his PhD in that 
field, his goal is to become a licensed psychologist and 
conduct research. 

About the Author:

Continued on Page 6

Raephiel Day is a 26-year-old student enrolled in the 
Surgical Technology Program at DMACC’s Urban Campus. 
After she graduates in August, 2020, she plans to work as 
a surgical tech for two years, a requirement to become a 
Surgeon’s First Assistant, her ultimate career goal.

About the Author:

“In that moment I 
realized there would 

be no more bike 
rides and walks . . . 
no more tending to 

flowers.”
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By Joe Wellman and Debra Arganbright

Dr. Matt Walsh, a U.S. History and Western Civilization professor 
at DMACC Urban Campus, has been awarded the Shambaugh Book 
Award for best Iowa history Book of 2018. He wrote “The Good 
Governor,” after moving from Pittsburg to Des Moines, being both 
surprised and inspired by the metro’s Vietnamese community.

“I was amazed that Tai Dam lived in Iowa, opposed to anywhere 
else outside of Asia. This shocked me as a guy who moved here from 
Pittsburgh, PA. I expected my DMACC students to be descendants of 
Germanic and northern Europeans,” said Walsh.

At his book launching last summer, people representing that sense 
of diversity gathered in Building 1, at Urban Campus. Urban Campus 
played a huge role in prompting him to research the Indochinese 
refugees that came to Iowa throughout the Vietnam war—and Robert 
Ray—the governor who set up a government program to care for them 
once they arrived. 

“Former DMACC Urban Provost, Laura Douglas, first suggested this 
as a research topic. I watched the IPTV documentary ‘A Promise Called 
Iowa,’ and my interest took off,” explained Walsh. My goal for the 
book was to showcase the true diversity of our state. This diversity has 
made teaching at Urban such a terrific experience. Many immigrant and 
refugee students at DMACC have powerful stories to share as well,” 
he said.

Although many Iowans did not support the govenor;s intense 
involvement in the large resettlement of refugees, their legacy and 
community stands strong to this day.

Walsh was recognized earlier this month by current Governor Kim 
Reynolds and Lt. Gov. Adam Gregg for his outstanding research into 
Iowa history, as well as for his powerful writing.

Urban Professor Matt Walsh wins Shambaugh 
Award for best Iowa History Book 2018

Matt Walsh (center) receiving the Shambaugh Award with Lt. Gov Adam Gregg (left) and Gov. Kim Reynolds (right)
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eyes. Jennifer was followed by Matthew Olzmann. 
I could tell from the very start Olzmann’s presentation 

was very different from that of Jennifer Chang. Chang’s tone 
was more mysterious, while Olzmann’s tone was quite the 
opposite: he was hilarious. He was even able to make people 
chuckle at a weird situation, about a man getting crushed by 
a cow. Which Olzmann explained was taken from a real news 
story.

 Another humorous Olzmann poem was “Fourteen Letters 
to a 52-Hertz Whale.” This poem that was set up like he 
was  writing letters to his pen-pal, who just happened to be 
a whale. “Hey Do you ever dress up as other animals…Do 
whales believe in god?” I could not remember that last time 
someone had me chuckling so genuinely by just reading bits 
of their work. I was fortunate enough to be able to chat with 
one of the writes and conduct a short little email interview 
with one of them. 

When asked what was it about writing really made him 
decide to make a career out of it,  Olzmann stated “I don’t 

know that there was a conscious moment where I decided to 
make it a career. The career comes out of the life.” 

I loved the selections of work he read and asked how select 
his readings. “It varies depending on the event and audience. 
In general, I’ll try to read a poem or two from my books, and 
maybe some newer work that I’m excited about.” 

Olzmann described his writing process and how he started 
off.  “I started writing late in high school. I’d always been 
interested in stories, but became interested in poems as a 
teenager. I began writing poetry, mostly because I enjoyed 
reading it.” 

Olzmann continued  “I try to work on writing a little every 
day. But it’s not always at the same time or in the same place. 
I don’t have a set routine because my schedule is so irregular. 
Sometimes, it’s an hour at home before bed. Other days, it’s 
20 minutes in the library before class.”

Olzmann said this about DMACC’s Celebration of Literary 
Arts. “Anytime someone invites me to read poems or talk 
about poetry, it’s always a privilege. This particular event has 

featured a number of authors over the years that I’ve truly 
admired.”

He went on to emphasize the importance of writing in 
college. “Writing is important in nearly every field, every 
career, and every discipline. There aren’t many occupations 
where you don’t need to think creatively and express your 
ideas effectively. My brother is a scientist, and often it seems 
that he spends most of his time writing... So I think there’s 
value in this for everyone.”

Matthew Olzmann had me reflect on my own work as a 
writer. I did not know about DMACC Celebration of Literary 
Arts before, but after attending this year, it has opened my 
eyes as student and more importantly as a writer. Both 
Matthew Olzmann and Jennifer Chang showed  that we all can 
be successful as a writers if we try hard enough: discovering 
means of expressions is an important first step.

The Wonders of Poetry: Continued from Page 1

Author Matthew Olzmann reading his poem, “Fourteen Letters to a 52-Hertz Whale.”

Kyleigh Jeffrey reads at Beaverdale Books for 
DMACC’s Celebration of the Literary Arts. Jeffrey won 
3rd prize for her creative non-fiction piece, “A Memoir: 

The Day My Dad Came Home.”Published author Jennifer Chang reads from her book of poetry, Some Say the Lark  at DMACC Urban Campus
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“Once again, he lost 
the needle. His face 
looked like he was 

trying to solve a 
complex puzzle.”

Join Our Staff: We Need You!!
See Page 2 for More Details

than some basic tests. I do remember the doctor saying that 
I shouldn’t play soccer for awhile, that was like a red hot 
knife to the chest. I loved soccer and couldn’t see myself not 
playing. I had to stay in the hospital for a night and then I got 
to go home.

A month has passed and we were at the hospital once again. 
I’ve had migraines every single day since the incident. It felt 
like someone was beating my head with a sledge hammer. 
Tests are run and I have to stay the night again with an IV in 
my arm. There was a student doctor trying to learn to insert 
an IV. He didn’t know what he was doing. He lost the needle 
in my vein and had to insert it again. Once again, he lost the 
needle. His face looked like he was trying to solve a complex 
puzzle. He had one finger on each side of my vein, moving it 
around like a worm.  My face goes green; my hands gripping 

the hospital sheets with all my might, my knuckles were white. 
I was in no mood to deal with this. I was so angry and scared 
that I wasn’t thinking straight and was 
so close to punching the student in the 
face, and that’s when the senior doctor 
stepped in. Finally, someone that knew 
what they were doing.

As we were sitting in the hospital 
room I asked my mom about what she 
saw when I got knocked out. There was 
so much going on that I never thought 
about asking. 

“We could hear his shoulder hit your 
head from across the field; it was so 
loud” she said. 

“Really?” I asked in awe. 

The Concussion Conundrum: Continued from Page 3

Convicts and Converts: Continued from Page 1
beads and a symbol of his new outlook. 

“These are men who have broken some or all of the 
precepts—it’s an opportunity for them to say, ‘I want to live 
my life this way.’”

Dozens of men who normally do not attend meditation or 
yoga came just for the ceremony, to show their support for a 
fellow inmate.

“It helps the men acknowledge and 
free their minds of past mistakes,” said 
McCabe.

Creating a space 

Yet, success has not come without 
challenges. The sessions take place in 
a large communal space; the concrete 
floors make meditation difficult, and 
the few windows that are there don’t 
offer much of a view.

“Right across from us is a dispensary 
where inmates get their meds. So there 
is a line of guys right outside the 
window. It can be uncomfortable—you don’t feel a sense of 
privacy.”

Still, the inmates have taken steps to create a healthier 
environment. They hand-crafted a wooden altar, and were 
donated a small Buddha figure and meditation bell.

“It started out as this cold, empty space, but slowly the 
men have changed it,” said McCabe, “Sometimes when the 
weather is right they’ll bring in flowers and set them on the 
altar. It’s a simple set up, but the men really enjoy it.”

Ten yoga mats have also been donated by individuals, and 
even more have agreed to gift meditation cushions. 

A controversial service? 

However, not everyone receives the idea of McCabe’s 
prison practice with welcome.

In one of McCabe’s yoga classes outside prison, he 
mentioned his work with the men at Fort Dodge. A friend of 
his told McCabe that the man who killed his son in a drunk 
driving accident was imprisoned there.

McCabe understands the need for compassion, but defends 
his service at Fort Dodge.

“There are always consequences for our actions, but it’s 
not to our benefit to punish people for a prolonged period of 
time. If they become isolated to the point where they feel no 
connection to anything—they just get harder inside—that is 
not of benefit to society.” 

That is what keeps McCabe coming back, “These men have 
been isolated from their families and from society. If [the 
prisoners] see someone who keeps coming back to visit them, 
they feel cared for, and that alone can change their attitude.” 

Reforming minds

In fact, McCabe’s decade long experience of prison 
service has lead him to advocate for more recovery-focused 

programs, and reform to the prison system itself.
“Some men are sentenced to 20 years in prison for minor 

drug use. They could be behind bars for an extremely long 
time—and that may not benefit their recovery,” said McCabe. 

The sessions and guided meditation that McCabe leads at 
Fort Dodge play a small role in improving the conditions in 
prisons, creating a more reflective atmosphere. 

“We need to give criminals 
an opportunity to become more 
productive people outside of prison,” 
he said. 

When asked if any of the men go 
on to become faithful and practicing 
Buddhists themselves, McCabe said, 

“What they learn can be helpful 
even if they have no religion at all. 
Meditation is meant to calm minds and 
give people insight about themselves. 
No one has to be Buddhist to benefit 
from that.”

“Yes, then you just fell limp, like a ragdoll, all the way to 
the ground. We could hear you hit the ground too” she said. 

I looked at the ceiling and sat back and 
said “wow.” I could feel the Benadryl 
kicking in, and once again I was out like 
a light switch turned to off. Only this 
time I was sleeping. 

The next day the doctor came in 
and said that I shouldn’t play soccer 
anymore unless I wear a helmet. This 
was now the fourth concussion, and it 
was the worst one yet. I wanted to cry 
and scream at the same time, I was 
sad, angry, and confused. “There is no 
permanent damage, but you can’t afford 
any more concussions” said the doctor. 

Defeated, and angry, not a word was said on the way home. 
I had more migraines after the second hospital visit but they 
went away and I haven’t had a migraine since. I wanted 
to play so bad; I missed the game, and my team. I missed 
the feeling in the middle of the game when I had the ball. 
I blocked everything out and could only hear my breathing. 
Focused on the ball and the goal, just like in the movies, it 
was like slow motion. 

Looking back on that day, I try to remain positive. For that 
day changed my life. I used to look at it as a bad thing. It 
was difficult, and I went through many struggles through my 
life. Today though I don’t think I would change any aspect 
of my past, I love where I am today and I love who I have 
become. No matter what anyone thinks about me, they don’t 
know a thing about me. I still miss playing. I’ve had to find 
other hobbies and other outlets. It has made me appreciate 
the small things a lot more. I love working on cars and have 
found another passion. Although I didn’t give up on soccer 
completely. I still went to practice and took it light, just no 
games. Today I am positive and I believe everything happens 
for a reason and could not be happier with where I am at 
today. Life is good.

Despite their confined surroundings, inmates that attend McCab’s meditation sessions 
at Fort Dodge Prison find a degree of comfort 

“Meditation is meant to 
calm minds and give 
people insight about 
themselves. No one 

has to be Buddhist to 
benefit from that.”



Page 7

A r o u n d  C A m p u s 
May 2018

SOLAR PANEL TABLE UNVEILING 

Earlier this month, a solar panel picnic-
table was delivered to, and unveiled at 
DMACC Urban Campus. Students will 

be able to charge their laptops and other 
devices using 100% solar energy at this 
table. The project was funded by grants 
from The Metro Waste authority, and is 

an important part of Earth Week 2018 for 
DMACC.

PRAIRIE WALK LUNCH 
AND LEARN

April 25, 2018:  12:00 PM – 1:00 PM

Prairie Walk Lunch and Learn sponsored 
by the Iowa DNR. Participants will learn 

about the beautiful Iowa prairie while 
touring the DMACC Urban prairie beds 

with a local prairie expert. A vegan lunch 
will be provided free of charge. Please 

register for the event at www.tinyurl.com/
UrbanEvents. 

For more information, please contact 
Jenn Riggs at jlriggs@dmacc.edu.

A brand new solar panel table similar to this one was unveiled at DMACC Urban this month in the form of a solar-powered 
picnic table.  Students will be able to charge their laptops and devices at this picnic table using 100% solar energy

Events will be held all earth week, sponsored in part by Iowa DNR and 
DMACC Urban’s Sustainable group

Earth Week and Other 
Events at Urban Campus

RELAXATION
Urban, Building 1, Room 116

April 26, 2018, 11:15 AM – 12:10 PM 
and 12:50 PM – 1:45 PM

Relax as you drift away in a guided imagery 
exercise. In addition to the guided imagery, we 

will practice controlled breathing to help you 
relax and discuss a few relaxation techniques 

you can use anywhere, anytime. 
For more information, please speak with 

Student Life Staff at 515-244-4226. 

DMARC MOBILE FOOD PANTRY
May 22, 2018  (and June 16, 2018)  

12:00 PM – 2:00 PM  
Urban Location: Parking Lot C

The DMARC Mobile Food Pantry will be 
on campus Tuesday, January 23rd from 
12:00-2:00pm. Once per calendar month 
you can receive a 3-day supply of food. 
Bring a photo ID for every adult member 
of your household and some other form 
of ID for all children in the household. 

For questions, contact Rebecca Papian 
at rapapian@dmacc.edu.
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80/35 MUSIC FESTIVAL 
JULY 6-7

WESTERN GATEWAY PARK 
(DOWNTOWN DES MOINES)

When music first echoed through the city streets of 
Des Moines during 80/35’s early years, it was still an 
experiment, and planners were unsure if the festival would 
last. Since, national acts such as Weezer, Modest Mouse, 
Run the Jewels, and MGMT have performed with the 
Principal Building as their backdrop. 2018’s lineup includes 
Kesha, Phantogram, and Courtney Barnett. Dozens of 
local and regional acts will appear on the festival’s two 
free-stages. Local art, beer, and food vendors will also be 
set up throughout the park. Main stage tickets are $50. The 
two additional stages are free and open to the public.

STAR PARTY AT EWING PARK
MAY 12

EWING PARK (5300 INDIANOLA ROAD)

Each month, the Science Center of Iowa hosts an outdoor 
and family friendly viewing party of our solar system’s 
most stunning sights. On May 12, event goers will be able 
to see Venus, Jupiter, and Saturn through high-powered 
telescopes provided by the science center. The event goes 
from 9:30-11:30pm, and is free and open to the public. 

SUMMER CONCERT SERIES AT JASPER WINERY 
MAY 10-AUGUST 2
JASPER WINERY 

(2400 GEORGE FLAGG PARKWAY)

With sunny weather and a front lawn lined with 
grapevines, the audience at Jasper Winery’s summer 
concerts may easily believe they’re in California. Yet, 
local talent featured will remind all of Iowa’s vibrant 
music scene. Acts this year include, The Nadas, Adé and 
The Soul Brothers, Brazilian Twins, The Maytags, and 
many more. Shows will take place every Thursday this 
summer, and go from 6:00-9:00pm. The event is family 
friendly and admission free.

DES MOINES FARMER’S MARKET
MAY 5-OCTOBER 27

COURT AVENUE DISTRICT
 (DOWNTOWN DES MOINES)

There is nothing quite so Iowan as walking down a street 
crowded with local vendors selling everything from sweet 
corn and wine, to goat meat and tilapia. The Des Moines 
Farmer’s Market is ranked #2 in the nation because it 
offers a true community experience—fresh farm produce, 
local art, and street performances all make their way to 
Court Avenue from across the state. The market is open 
every Saturday morning from 7:00am-noon, and is free 
and open to the public.

PRIDE FEST
JUNE 9-10

EAST VILLAGE  (EAST OF DOWNTOWN DES MOINES)

On April 3, 2009 Iowa became the 3rd state in the U.S. to recognize same-sex marriage. 
Since, thousands of couples have been wed, and currently enjoy the same benefits that all 
married couples do. Pride Fest is a yearly celebration of those rights, and an expression of 
gay culture—but everyone is welcome to enjoy the parade and live music that will blare 
through East Village June 9-10. The event is free and open to the public.


