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ARTIST STATEMBEREQIna Conwalhillips

Al found this piece of jade in a fine gems store and decided to purchase
it. | later found the rare glass beads at a different store and decided
that | could make a set of jewelry from them.
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ARTIST STATEMBEREQIna Conwalhillips

AMy mother was a fisherwoman. She fished on the weekends as a
form of relaxation and she taught me to fish. I still fish to this day as
another form of relaxation and reflection. This piece was painted for
my mother and gifted to her on Mother's Day. She has since passed
away and | inherited my painting back from her belongings.
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ARTIST STATEMBEREQIna Conwalhillips

AThis piece was painted after | awakened from a dream. In my dream, |
was following this man up to the top the hill. Once at the top, he just
seemed to look over the sleeping village and had a sense of calm and
peace. | felt he was a king and the safety of his village was his main
concern.
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ARTIST STATEMBWK Czerwiec

Al am a nurse, cartoonist, educator, andfooinder of the field of Graphic _
Medicine. | am the creator of Taking Turns: Stories from HIV/AIDS Care Unit
371 (Penn State University Press, Z017) andautioor of Graphic
Medicine Manifesto (PSU Press, 2014)-in@anage the website, podcast,
annual conferences, and online community of GraphicMedicine.org.

Al regularlty teach graphic medicine at Northwestern Medical School, the
School of the Art Institute of Chicago, the University of lllinois Medical
School, and the University of Chicago. | have served as the Artist in
Residence at Northwestern Medical School, a Senior Fellow of the George
Washington School of Nursing Center for Health Policy and Media
Engagement and a Will Eisner Fellow in Applied Cartooning at the Center
for Cartoon Studies in White River Junction, VT.

AMy next book will be the edited anthology Menopause: A Comic Treatment
(anticipated, PSU Press, Spring 2020).
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ARTIST STATEMENT: Chafizigerle

ANature, memories, and the world around me, are my inspiration. My
artwork i1s contemplative and ethereal, taking the viewer on a
meditative visual journey. | received a Certificate of Painting from the
School of the Art Institute of Chicago in 2018. | am an active
community volunteer and currently serve as Vice Director of the
Alllance of Fine Art. My paintings have won numerous awards,
appeared in national magazines, been exhibited in galleries and
several art museums. They are part of private and corporate
collections.
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SLEPT LIKE A BABY

Ya Yumma*

I remember holding you in my arms

telling you prophetic stories

stories of Adam and Eve

Eating apples from the forbidden tree

and being expelled from heaven

I remember telling you that Palestine is like Jenna (Heaven)
and you asked me if we were like Adam and Eve

expelled

yet destined to return

Ya Yumma (My son,)

Ya habeeb immak (The love of your mother)

Our lives have been a compilation of ironies

I have never thought of death so much as I sit in the living room
They say there is life and death

but all we know is death and death

I tell you every night that we we remain together as a family

Ya Ibny (My son,)

Do I lay you to sleep alone or do I tuck you in alongside your siblings
so that when death intrudes with no invitation and no welcome
he takes us one by one or all together?

Why must I make these decisions?

I am only a mother

I remember believing that the womb was your only safe place

I now realize that your tomb is that reality

I grew accustomed to death

I knew it like my last name

Everyday, almost religiously,

looking for bodies among the rubble

like unwrapping presents

unwanted surprises

Palestinian. Villager. Neighbor. Family

It is my job to tell the world that they killed a human being
tell them to ironically cut flowers

to honor the memory of a blossom yet to bloom
but as I hear news of my lifeless baby

a baby just born

a baby with no voice and no foe

I wonder

how do you first tell a mother her child is dead?
how can you tell me that the blood and flesh that was produced
inside me for months

has returned to nothing more than flesh and blood
in seconds

was it seconds?

Every Palestinian is my child

"Slept Like A Baby"

ManarDaghash
Nursing Student
University of lllinois At Chicagc
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THIS IS MY VOICE

They try to silence us
“There is no Palestinian narrative”
Hush us
“The old will die and the young will forget”
Uproot our tongues and demolish our minds
“A land without a people for a people without a land”
Do you forget that our homes and olive trees have foundations
Rooted so deep inside our being
That can never be taken from us?

This is my voice

It has the raspiness of my great-grandfather
The depth of my great grandmother's strength
It carries the dignity of my Palestinian village
Backed by the legitimacy of my history

Narratives great enough to move mountains
With truth great enough to obliterate them

They said:

“you are refusing to ‘dialogue’ with us”
But they seemed to have forgotten that
We cannot dialogue with someone who isn't listening.

We cannot dialogue when the sound of bombs falling and children crying of hunger is too loud for us to hear our own

words.

We cannot dialogue when our tongues have been stolen from our mouths

We cannot dialogue when lungs have grown so tight they only strum along to the hum of
Being

Every uprooted tree has borne an olive that has taken root in our throats.
We lie choking,
In defiance-

Choking.
Not speaking.
Choking,

because we will not swallow your occupation;

We will continue to choke till we gag.

Till you hear the guttural sounds of what makes us human.
Till you witness that death itself will not enslave us.

Oh student, ya taleb

The irony of attending a college campus, huram al-jam3a
And being bombarded by army men on a daily basis
While a huram (sanctuary) remains a place of peace
Forbidden of violence by God

Remind yourself that fairness is irrelevant

When knowledge is survival

The irony of having nothing to trade for the pen
Shield yourself with the written word

Arm yourself with an educated mind

Let knowledge be your greatest weapon

Oh dabeek, ya dabeek
When your fingers interlock at the dabke line

Remember you are linking past and present
Find freedom in the notes of songs written before palestine became a dream of the colonized

Because they put walls between soil and soil
Turned every morning commute into another abuse at a checkpoint
Standing at gunpoint when all you wanted was to get to school

Now

You let limbs move to the stories of your people- a music that isn’t just therapeutic
You turn body into revolution

Fluent in the human resistance of movement

Remind them

Every dance is a moment of hope

Oh tailor, ya khayata

Your thobe is a suit of armor

The cross stitching of the colored thread like

X’s on a map of all the places they stole from you
Sew your story onto the cloth before you

Tell the stories of our culture and of our people
between your perfect lines

Unveil their appropriation with your authenticity
Show me the Palestine we will never forget

Oh mother, ya um al-filistini

No one can turn grape leaves into an art for taste buds like you can

As you set a plate of hummus on your family’s dinner table

Remember you are pouring tradition into every step of the recipe

With every bite you leave a legacy

For just a moment of grinding chickpeas Palestinians can become carefree
In their kitchen they can forget the prison outside

Us women, we embody a million

Oh mother

Your laugh itself can build a playground for the kids who've

Been born into battle

Oh women

Just listen

To the sound of every heartbeat as we breathe like leaves of the olive tree
Oh mother,

You are a nation- every Palestinian’s first home

Oh teacher, ya magalim

They say it is hard to feed the mind when the stomach is empty
But feed them

Teach them of the composites

The blood, the tears, the history of what makes the mud and stone
The mud and stone that rebuilds their homes

Teach them

Remind them of their olive tree roots

That if the foundation is not strong enough the sculpture will fall
Fall from a flaw deeper than architecture

Remind them that Palestine is not a “light” subject

The loftier the building the deeper the foundation must be laid

Oh fisherman, ya sayad al-samak

Your boats float like notes to the quiet song of survival

They say Gaza's fish taste like they swam through heaven

Creatures to remind us that man cannot take away God’s intended blessing
Birds like little soldiers fly over the rocks and lapping sounds of water



At night you sail into the 6 meters of sea you're given
You ache for the freedom of the seas

Sing traditions back into the water they tried to control
As you sail in the night and gather what you can collect
Teach them, a siege will not prevent your need to feed
There is no price to human life

The sea has become your domain
Where we can unshackle our chains
And sea water flows like the blood in our veins

The sea is the village where waves shake roots away from their ground
Little droplets of diaspora

It’s the only place where the air doesn't taste like dust and despair
Oh fisherman this is how you remind them that a fish out of water is still a fish
That you, in any country other than home, are still home because home is in you

They say

“Do not say their names out loud, the dead are too much to carry”
They say

“There is not enough time left on your tongue”
Isay

This is my voice

Do not define my words

Limit the movement of my tongue

Limit like a 400 mile long wall

My words will not be stopped and frisked at your checkpoints
Shaped and filtered like aid entering Gaza

Contained in 24 hour curfews

Falsified like the politics of this occupation on

I don't know

The media

Renamed like the stolen villages of Palestine

You see, the villages of Falasteen speak,

They stand defiant, walls crumbling in latitudes and longitudes

not physical

Here.

In hearts that speak in a beat you know too well within the folds of your ribs
In the corridors within you.

they say

Echoing

after I have burnt,

I find in me the power to rise.
Like the phoenix

Brick by brick, I build a spine
Like a plant.

Roots reaching deep and arms reaching high.
Like a home

of a million hands.

We self-subsist-

We exist-

Through an alphabet

you cannot

Understand.

"This Is My Voice"

ManarDaghash
Nursing Student
University of lllinois At Chicago

Poetry




ARTIST STATEMBANWdnarDaghash

AMy name is ManaDaghashand | am a senior nursing student at the
University of lllinois at Chicago. As the daughter of Palestinian
refugees, my sense of identity and renewal comes from my activism
and fight for equality, justice and liberation of the Palestinian peaple
and all those oppressed around the world. My art, both writing and
painting, tries to speak to and galvanize those who are more
privileged like me and inspire them to educate themselves, find
their voices, and become the voice for the voiceless.
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Every handbag in Yali’s Carry On® collection embodies how I choose The expansiveness of the tail expresses how every survivor’s story is
to lead my life: with vibrant elegance, vast purpose, and a wide and intricate; that story must be embraced just as the tail
embraces this bag. The peacock’s tail, however, does not fully

meaningful voice for the cancer experience.
i indi i , includin
This tote bag is adorned by a peacock, a dazzling bird that replaces :c:::: t:;‘;g;g(";e';::‘dmg us that every survivor's story, IngiEng
its feathers annually, a bird that is a symbol of renewal and new y < going.
Yali’s Carry On and the power of my peacock serve to inspire the

beginnings, and whose feathers are said to be protective and lucky.
My peacock’s tail is comprised of paisley patterns that represent the individual and the community to “Carry On” in the face of their
paisley-laden bandanas that cancer patients wear during their challenges. All proceeds from the sale of each Yali's Carry On
treatment. The 18 brilliant colors serve as a metaphor for the peacock tote are donated to KIDSS for KIDS, a foundation that
vibrancy of life, and the hearts crowning the peacock’s head supports Child and Family Services at Children’s Memorial Hospital
emphasize the importance of love and support from family and friends. in Chicago.
Enjoy your purchase, embrace your story, and Carry On!

Each distinct paisley pattern illustrates each individual’s unique
story, and the aggregate beauty is indicative of the collective bond

among survivors, family, and community that energizes the triumph v
over adversity.
% @a/l}mpg(m.mm




ARTIST STATEMBEXAIIDerman

A My name isvaliand | am founder and CEOYHli'sCarry On, a philanthropic handbag design
company. My colorful desgns serve as storybooks of life. They meaningfully and creatively
honor who | arma childhood cancer survivor, an artist, a nurse practitioner for kids with cancer
and blood disorders and designer of my own life.

A 2020 as the year of the nurse is a meaningful time for me as | can celebrate my own nursing
accomplishments, | can give thanks to the many nurses that have impacted me, and very
poignantly August 2020 marks the-28ar anniversary of my bone marrow transplant and
celebration as 2ime cancer survivor.

A Sometimes the hardest story to tell is your own and that is where the power of the purse
comes Iin for memy voice expressed through art and design. | weave into each of my handba
lessons from the past and _mtegt;ate my hopes for the futu%'«a( handbags serve as reminders
to "carry on" in the face ofife's baggage and embody how I choose to lead my life: with
vibrant ele?ance, vast purpose, and a meaningful voice for the cancer experience. Recognizi
how important art is in my life, the proceeds from the sale of my handbags support creative
arts programming from sick children and their families.

A My professional and personal interests are directed toward improving the quality of life of
children who have experienced cancer. The people that helped me through the darkest hour
are forever written into my story and have inspired me to become the pediatric oncology nurs
practitioner | am today.



Every Day with Mary

February 24

«Love bears all things, believes all things, hopes all things, endures q]] things
— 1 Corinthians 13:7

As a nurse, I have been blessed to see love come to life. When p,.
tients are surprised by a sudden illness or an unexpected admission
the hospital, they often feel disconnected from what is meaningful ir

their life. They long for the simple pleasures they love, whether the
presence of family,

cup of coffee, or

prayer time, a pet, music, a morning walk, Mass,:
their lives,

just being able to go to work. They long for love in

: ever WaVeredr L 5
6 o o o8 G can hcp
& endures 4] b ars all things, be-

MayslakeMinistries), p.

Every Day with Mary
February 28

“So faith, hope, love abide, these three; but the greatest of these is love,”
— 1 Corinthians 13:13

My uncle was part of the Greatest Generation, those who lived
through the Great Depression and World War II. No matter how di-
ficult his life was, he and his family always demonstrated a strong faith

hope in the future, and unconditional love. When my uncle’s health
declined, I witnessed his children care for him on a daily basis with the
same faith, hope, and love they had experienced.

My extet‘lded family’s legacy of faith, hope, and love was rooted i
s;otlljgf devot_lon.to the Blessed Mother. Mary was their role model, and
- ;‘m; :sfti\met?o:; St? gli::te w"z i:?hﬂy:ope that anything was possible
Edssis e ) ¢ heart of their actions. Mary'’s love

grace, gen'tlenessf > : B
Present and available to s, [ hope that § ines £ v

: Mary’s .
©on my familys legacy to my children. arys l‘:)"e will help me to past

3 - — Mary Beth Desmond
HO HAsg MO .
Bas e DELED faith, hope, and love to you?

8row in the three things that last? hat spiriyua) practices

Prayey. Hail Mg
; 1y, full of grace, pl I
des : ) please fill the heares 7
're to share Chyist message of faith, hope, and loye. o theﬁ"hﬁd with e

Every Day With Mary (Reflections by the Affiliates
66 and 70

Mary Beth Desmond
PhD, RN, AHRC

Spiritual DirecterMayslakeéMinistries

Assistant Professokewis University, College of Nursing & Health Scier



ARTIST STATEMENT: Mary Desmond

Al am an affiliate Spiritual Director &tayslakeMinistries. | contributed
nine reflections to the daily devotional on the concepts of Peace &
Loveusing Scripture and the Blessed Mother as an example of living
the fruits of the spirit.
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ARTIST STATEMENT: Pamela Duffey

Al love to paint/draw/create to relax!'m involved with three different
women's painting groupsThis piece o&rtwork isanother favorite,
for | love all the detall in this pieceAnd Snowmen are my favorite
theme.
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ARTIST STATEMENT

Al love to paint/draw/create to relaxI'm involved with three different
women's painting groupsThis piece o&rt work was challenging, for
It was one of my first attempts with watercolor.



a¢CKS C
Pamela Duffey
RNEmMergency Dept
Advocate Aurora Luther:
General Hospital

Drawing, 2018
Colored Pencils




Al love to paint/draw/create to relaxI'm involved with three different
women's painting groupsThis piece oért work is my favorite, for |
was amazed how beautiful and realistic one can create with colored
pencils.
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ARTIST STATEMENT: Ldstsrao

AL QY ESurgfS8lIRime RN and a mom of Lorenzo who played the
saxophone. | can play some piano, onl¥1f|n|_shed Kindergarten in my piano
lessons!Lorenzo was in third grade at that time and just started
saxophone lesson in school around September 2016. | got excited and
started thlnkln% ofmusic that | can play. | figured out the chords for the
saxophone and let my son practice and he looked for his chords in his
a l 2LJK2%S aAyOS L RZ2yQu LXle al E2I
time off and mother and son time. It was in time for Valentine's Day when
we almost made it perfect so we tried to record the best we could and
gosted to jrgreet everyone happy valentines gn Facebook for them to enjoy

dzNJ T ANR U Ydza AO LI | eSR 023adSUKSN |
beginner in playing saxophone. This music sounds so relaxing to me each
time | listened fo it and treasuring the time when we were together
practicing revived my energy.
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ARTIST STATEMENT.: Chadhnenbacher

AThere is no art | can create that would compare with the art that
nature creates without our help.



Ga¢KS {SHSYilGK b
CaitlinFehrenbacher

NursingPhD Student
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ARTIST STATEMENT.: Chadhnenbacher

AThe stillness of burning candles in a dark room as snow falls silently
outside the window illustrates perfectly the peace that traditions can
bring.
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ARTIST STATEMENT: Kay Fischer

A These were done.in a quilting class with old frieriiee lighter colored quilt was made in a class
that three of my higkschool friends took together (Ilong after high school!). .
It was so easy, and the camaraderie so wonderful, that we planned a "girls quilting weekend." It
was during this time that the primary colored quilt was created. This time we were on our own,
five of us, each with a "mission" to finish our quilt while we talked about things old (high school)

and new (children and careers, mine as a nurse), ate communal food (too much), and drank toasts
to our friendship and talents.

| don't remember if any of us completed our quilt during the weekend, but mine was finished
fairly soon after our time together and placed on the "big boy bed" of my third child. He is now 35
ears old and living_ in Tanzania (he didn't have room for the qunt!?. The group of 5 quilters, | am
appy to tell you, STILL get together to talk, eat, and drink, and although we have had several
"girls' weekends" through the years, we have never made another quilt together.

| smile every time | see these quilts hanging in my bedroom, remembering so many things. And in
today's world of uncertainty and social distancing, havmfg these memories and being able to smile
rznoezaln more than they ever did beforel think | will plan a followp quilting weekend for early
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), RMBC
Assistant Professor _
lllinois Wesleyan University
School of Nursing

Photography, 2012019




ARTIST STATEMENT: Amy Funk

Al mix hiking and photography as my primary stress reliever. My
therapy Is being out in the wild to capture moments in time.
Sometimes you stumble upon magical moments!



"Seasons of Change”

Rachel Gage
RN, NP
Advocate Aurora Healthcare

Mixed Media

Paint, pencil and plaster
11" x 14"




ARTIST STATEMENT: Rachel Gage

AlI'm not an artist, however | enjoy being creative. Life with little
children can feel overwhelming when you work full time and often
one feels pulled in a multitude of directions. | can only hope by doing
my best, | am doing right by my patients and my children/family.



"Use Now Short Dated"

Rachel Gage as submitter, however all artists:
Caleb Barrett, RN, Diane Bergendahl, MA, Maureen
Blaha, RN, NP, Megan Blank, RN, Julie Boehmer, R
Melody Brewer, RN. Kelly Campbell, RN,\INJE{eed
Chowdhury, MD, Cassandra Cruz, RN, P&eide)

RN, NP, Kay Fischer, RN, NP, Rachel Gage, RN, NF
JamieGeniesseRN , Anna Hayes, RN, Pa ekso%
MD, Amber Hoffman, MA, Brooke Irving, WCT, Bets
JaruseskiRN, Karen T. Jones, RN, Krysta Jones, MA
Anna Kaufman, RN, Jennkermm RN, Norrie

Legare Student nurselaneekd.opez, MA, Amanda
Miller, RN, Emilehmer RN, Angela Pease, RN, NP,
DenniDreilanaBorillg RN Student, Liliana Perez
Rios, RN, Sara Robles, PSR, Carol Schultz, LPN
Samuel Serdar, RN, Mea@mndergaarﬁN, _Krystal
Stenholt RN, Kati@rimbergerRN, Amandéuinstra
RN,KrystteUgarte, MA, Alic§odak RN/CM

Advocate Aurora Healtkacine & Kenosha Wisconsin
Mixed Media, 2020

Medicatian caps, glue, paint, canvas
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ARTIST STATEMEANINOCcate Aurora
HealthRacine & Kenosha Wisconsin

A We wanted all caregivers who needed a restorative art break to
participate. | coordinated the art to rotate from different units or
different outpatient offices and prepped the canvas and acquired
supplies and then shared the general vision (for the art to strive to
accomplish an abstract rainbow) however let the various units create
and design as they desired. The goals was for gentle self care utilizing tl
arts in a non stressful setting, which could be accomplishednmnbite
Increments as many of the caregivers, especially in the ICU would have
exceptionally busy days.
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Grace Gallagher
Nursing Student
Loyola University Chicago

Mixed Media, 2019
Watercolor and Ink
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ARTIST STATEMENT: Grace Gallagher

AThe process of creating has always held more value to me than the
creation itself. It is what has continuously captivated me about art.
However | feel about the piece in the end, the time spent forging an ide
Into a physical work is what | cherish. Round little birds,-plsdming
flowers, a teeny beeMy work is often reflective of that which is
overlooked dayto-day. Taking those small details and making them the
center of the piece Is what | enjoy most. These humble bees each carr

with them a different phrase, meekly begging they not be forgotten,
K2LAY3I OGKIFIG OGOKSANI AYLRNIFYOS o6S



"A Nursing Student's

Reflection on Thick Skin"
Short Essa
Theresa Gibbons
MS Nursing Student _
University of lllinois At Chicago




