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ACKNOWLEDGEMENT
To all those who are enduring the struggles of neurological defects,
diseases, and abuse, as well as psychological and mental pain, please know
that you are seen and heard. Your pain is valid, and it is not a reflection of
your strength or worth as a human being.

It takes immense courage and resilience to navigate the challenges that
come with these conditions, and I want to acknowledge the effort and
determination that you demonstrate every day. Your journey may not be easy,
but I believe in your ability to overcome the obstacles you face.

I also want to recognize the impact that these experiences can have on your
loved ones, who may be watching from the sidelines and feeling helpless. Your
support systems matter, and I encourage you to seek out the help and
resources that you need to navigate this difficult path.

Above all, please know that you are not alone. There are countless
individuals around the world who are fighting similar battles, and we stand
with you in solidarity. May you find strength and healing in the face of
adversity, and may your journey be met with compassion, understanding, and
respect.



The Neuroscience Foundation is a student-run

organization that aims to engage students

interested in neuroscience from across the

world. We bring students resources,

connections and opportunities to explore and

dive deeper into the vast fields of neuroscience

and psychology. Getting involved with our

organization will allow students to grow

intellectually and personally through our

various educational and humanitarian

approaches.



In fairest Verona, where love doth bloom, 

Lived a family with a child of doom, 

Not by ill fate or some wicked spell, 

But a sibling with a restless mind to tell.

His name was not Romeo nor Juliet, 

But his spirit danced as though it were set, 

With the wind in his hair and a light in his eyes, 

He saw the world through a different guise.

Yet his kin knew not what to make of him, 

For his thoughts ran fast and his hands did trim,

The world around him, a canvas to paint,

With his own bright colors, without restraint.

Sometimes he'd shout, sometimes he'd cry,

Sometimes he'd laugh, without knowing why,

 His siblings often thought him strange, 

And to others, he seemed a bit deranged.

But through it all, his heart did shine, 

With a love that was pure, like a rose divine, 

For those who saw past his quirks and ways, 

Found a soul that was sweet, with a heart ablaze.

So let us not judge those who are different, But

embrace them all, with a love magnificent, For in

the end, it matters not who we be, But the love we

share, for all to see.

The Restless Mind: A Tribute to Siblings with ADHD



In a quiet town, where the sun shines bright, 

Lived a daughter, with a heart of light, 

She cared for her mother, with love so true,

 Through the fog and haze of a mind askew.

For her mother's memory, like a bird took flight, 

And the past and present merged in a fright, 

Each day a struggle, for both mother and child, 

As the memories faded, and moments ran wild.

The daughter longed for the days of yore, 

When her mother's mind, was clear and more, 

And the two could laugh and share a joke, 

Without a veil of confusion or smoke.

But now each day, was a brand new start, 

As they pieced together, the broken parts, 

Of a life once lived, now shattered and torn,

 By a disease that left them both forlorn.

Yet in the midst of this endless pain, 

The daughter found moments, to cherish again,

 In a smile, a touch, or a fleeting thought,

 Of a love that cannot be sold or bought.

For though her mother's memory may fade, 

Her love for her child, will never be swayed, 

And the daughter will continue to stand, 

By her mother's side, holding her hand.

For love endures, through the darkest of days, 

And memories may falter, but never the ways, 

Of a mother's love, that is pure and true, 

And a daughter's devotion, that will see them both through.

Fading Memories: A Daughter's Love in the Face of Alzheimer's



In a hospital ward, cold and white, 

A student sat, in the dead of night, 

She came to seek, a refuge and care, 

But found instead, a world of despair.

For the doctor who saw her, was cold as stone, 

And spoke in a voice, that chilled to the bone, 

He questioned her pain, her fear and her strife, 

As if it were some game, to play with her life.

He asked if she tried, to take her own life, 

As if it were a sin, to struggle and strive, 

And when she spoke, of her pain and her dread, 

He scoffed and sneered, and filled her with dread.

She felt alone, in a world so grim, 

As if her thoughts, were a sin and a whim,

 And the doctor's words, like a poison dart,

 Left her wounded and scarred, in her heart.

But in her eyes, burned a fierce flame, 

A spirit unbroken, though life seemed tame,

 For she knew, deep down in her soul,

 That her strength would carry her, to her goal.

She rose from the bed, where she lay, 

And walked with pride, through the cold and grey, 

For though the doctor's words, cut her deep, 

She knew that her spirit, was hers to keep.

So let us not judge, those who struggle and fall, 

For their strength is immense, in the face of it all, 

And though the world may be cruel and cold, 

Their spirit will endure, and their story be told.

The Enigma of the Healing Wards: Deciphering the Truth Behind Mental Health Care



In a chamber, dark and still, 

The doctor sat, with fear and chill, 

As they conducted, an exam of dread, 

On a patient, whose limbs, failed instead.

With each touch, the doctor's heart, 

Grew heavy, with a weight, of art, 

For the patient's limbs, did not obey, 

The doctor's hand, that sought to sway.

And as the test, continued on, 

The doctor's spirit, was slowly gone, 

For the truth, became quite clear, 

The patient's limbs, had no more cheer.

The diagnosis, was harsh and bleak,

And the family's sorrow, made the doctor weak, 

For to face the truth, and watch a fall, 

Is a burden, that few can stall.

The doctor's soul, became quite numb, 

As they struggled, to overcome, 

The pain and fear, that came with the call,

 To tell the family, their loved one would fall.

And as the patient, faced the bitter truth, 

The doctor's heart, became quite uncouth,

 For though they tried, to hide the pain, 

The sorrow, was clear, like the fall of rain.

For healing, is a noble quest, 

But to face the truth, and watch the rest, 

Is a burden, that few can bear, 

As they navigate, the depths of despair.

And yet, the doctor knew, that in their care,

The patient had found, a friend to share, 

Their pain and fear, and the hope for more, 

And that in their heart, would forever soar.

For though the body, may falter and fail, The spirit endures, through the

darkest of veil, And the healing touch, of a doctor's hand, Can soothe the soul,

and help it stand.

Cold Truths and Burdened Souls: A Doctor's Dark Diagnosis



When first the dead began to rise, 

And terror filled the darkened skies, 

I knew that something was amiss, 

For science did not speak of this.

In all my studies, far and wide, 

No text or tome did e'er abide, 

That spoke of corpses, walking free, 

And stalking those who once were free.

And so I looked with skeptic's eye,

 At those who thought that they could die, 

And then, with magic, come alive, 

To hunt and kill, with savage drive.

For though the body might arise, 

The brain was gone, and with it, lies,

 The secret to what makes us whole,

 To what makes up a living soul.

And so I watched, with mounting dread, 

As legions of the undead, 

Marched forth, to claim their grim prize, 

And leave the living, to agonize.

For though they moved, with deadly force,

 I knew that they were just a corpse, 

And in their eyes, I saw no trace,

 Of what makes up a living face.

And so I cried, with bitter tears, 

For all the loss, for all the fears, 

That come with death, and what it brings, 

To those who once were living things.

Science's Lament in the Age of Undeath



But still I hold, with hope and grace, 

That science will one day embrace, 

The secrets of what makes us tick,

 And how to avoid that deadly trick.

For though the dead may rise again,

 And fill the world with grief and pain,

 The human mind, with all its might, 

Will find a way to set things right.

And so I study, day and night, 

To learn the truth, to find the light, 

And to someday, with knowledge true, 

Prevent what once seemed so askew.

Science's Lament in the Age of Undeath



The night owl or the early bird, 

A choice I must make every day.

 To stay up late and cram my brain,

 Or rise at dawn and seize the day.

But what of sleep, that blessed state,

 Where memories are made and stored? 

Where dopamine and serotonin flow,

 And neurons fire in one accord.

The hippocampus does its work,

 Laying down new memories deep. 

And as we slumber through the night,

 Our brains replay what we did and speak.

And yet, the struggle to decide, 

Between work and rest, is real. 

To sacrifice some hours of sleep, 

Or risk falling behind the wheel.

But science shows that without rest, 

Our productivity will wane. 

For sleep deprivation slows us down, 

And hinders what we can attain.

So I must choose with care each night, 

And balance work and rest in turn. 

For only then can I excel, 

And see my dreams and hopes return.

Sleep! Oh Sleep!



And as I drift off to my bed, 

I'll remember all that I've learned. 

That sleep is vital to success, 

And I'll wake up feeling affirmed.

So let me slumber and let me dream, 

And let my brain recharge and mend. 

For sleep is not a waste of time, 

But a gift to me in the end.

Sleep! Oh Sleep!
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Pick up your free infographic on our website :

https://www.neurosciencefoundation.org/summary-sheets
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