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Dear L&W,
My boyfriend is being verbally abusive toward 

me and I’m afraid that
if I start telling him off, he’ll start abusing me 

physically. What do
I do to stop this, while staying safe? –Scared To 

Take Action
Dear Scared to Take Action,
Seriously, any relationship that involves fear of 

your mate is not a relationship worth being in. Try 
telling him that you don’t like the way he talks to 
you. Be calm, collected and direct. Telling him off 
sounds too negative, and nothing good will come 
out of a conversation like that. 

If that doesn’t work, call a domestic violence 
line. There are more things to consider in this sit-
uation than you probably realizes. In Seattle, you 
can call New Beginnings: 206/522.9472. On the 
eastside it is Eastside Domestic Violence Program 
(EDVP): 425-746-1940 or 1-800-827-8840. In south 
King County you can reach Domestic Violence 
Women’s Network (DAWN): 425-656-7867.

What they probably will tell you when you call 
is to leave and leave now. Leave quietly and leave 
no trace of where she went. They can help you do 
this. 

It’s actually quite typical that this is how the 
abuse starts. It starts small and gets worse. In all 
likelihood, your fears are well founded and you are 
probably right.

(Many thanks to Rebecca Phillips for her input 
and help answering this question. She works for 
DAWN, a domestic abuse line.)

Dear L&W,
I haven’t spoken to my family in years. My sister 

recently called me and said that our father recent-
ly had heart surgery. He’s supposedly doing fine, 

but she insisted that I call to see how he’s doing. 
What do I do? 

Dear Severed Family Ties, 
A key component is missing in your question: 

why has it been years since you talked to your 
family? Here’s a little story, maybe it will put things 
in perspective for you.

Many years ago, my mother asked me to help 
her reorganize her filing system. It took the bat-
ter part of the weekend and by the Sunday night I 
was exhausted. As I was filing away the final docu-
ments and getting ready to leave, my grandmoth-
er was on the phone calling to say hi to my moth-
er and me. Now my grandmother only speaks 
Spanish, I can too, but was too tired to deal with 
her at the time. I grabbed a post it note off the desk 
and wrote on it: “Tell her I left already, I’ll call her 
sometime this week.”

A few days later, my mom calls me to tell me 
that my grandmother had died while in surgery. 
She was calling that Sunday to tell us that she was 
going under the knife for what was to be a simple 
operation. Turns out things went horribly wrong 
and she died. And I had blown her off a few days 
earlier.

The moral of the story is this, don’t put off tell-
ing the people you love how you feel. Your father is 
your flesh and blood. Put whatever issue you have 
with him behind you and call him. You never know 
if it will be your last chance.

Jordan McGill
Staff Writer

Dear University of Washington,

The authenticities shaping hu-
manity are nothing more than the 
click and clack of typewriter keys 
etching ink into paper.

Stupidly blind to the truths and 
emotions of other students around 
me, I began my higher learning at 
Central Washington University. 
Delirious with abstract thinking 
and destitute in my connections 
with others, the entire year became 
a funhouse full of smoke and mir-
rors, bottles, plastic bags and many 
sleepless nights investing myself 
into modes of contemplation.  

Crazed and longing for immedi-
ate union with life, I endured the 
exact opposite: I left the realm of 
reality and struggled to find what 
meaning I could in self-induced 
miasma.

I finished that negligent fresh-
man year and sauntered home 
during spring neck-deep in the 
murkiness of arrogance and self-
prescribed fulfillment.

  
I enrolled at Shoreline 

Community College where the 
turncoat whispers inside of my 
head continued to confound me 
further to the brink of separatism. I 
can only imagine the actuality that 

may have occurred had I taken the 
time to stop, look and consider 
others instead of myself.

Over the summer I turned 21 
and have since become dyslexic—
what once was right is now known 
wrong. I find myself shedding my 
shadow; losing the battle of not 
growing up. It is unfortunate I have 
to do so, but the calling of charac-
ter-controlled fate is too loud to 
ignore. 

The stone-tablet artifacts of  ed-
ucation beg for me to tear open 
their tin-can tops with my teeth 
to experience the complete pain 
of slurping the articulate fruit and 
syrup cocktail of expression that 
inhabits the mind of the erudite 
human.

No longer affiliated with the 
dung of psycho-sadomasochism, I 
am free to explore the universe at 
my leisure. Gaining world knowl-
edge is for those who wish to ex-
amine this great mystery of par-
ticles, motions and masterpiece. I 
embrace the cities, stars and sun. I 
am excited by life and its constant-
ly shifting algorithms that leave 
no thought, theory or challenge 
unturned.  

Charging forward each and ev-
ery day, I grab opportunities and 
learn from the mouths of my el-
ders, solidifying myself as a con-
tributing peg.  

      	
I have chosen to major in both 

Anthropology and English and 
seize a minor in Neuroscience be-
cause I can blur the lines between 
socio-cultural relativity, the phi-
losophy of science and the words 
that enable us to narrate the an-
fractuous miracle of human exis-
tence that is made up of love po-
ems and songs of despair. 

I am going to explore other 
lands such as Africa, Alaska and 
the greater European Union with 
eyes enlightened by a holistic per-
spective that only the University of 
Washington can offer.   

Cultural perspective, under-
standing and interdependency 
are the predominant tools to be 
used by the imaginations who will 
chronicle the upcoming global 
changes.  I look forward to learning 
about how the economy, the en-
durance of willpower, persistence 
of the human soul and the echoes 
of our history all blend together. 

Unhindered by false spirits, 
I cordially accept your offer of 
enrollment to the University of 
Washington with a gaze toward a 
smoldering dawn horizon watch-
ing for the application of erudite 
progress.

--Jordan Theodore McGill
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