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From the Editor

Dear Reader,

It took some time for me to decide what I wanted to say to you.  I decided that
I could sum up what I wished to convey in two words:  thank you.  First, I
want to thank the University of South Florida College of Medicine for once
again allowing the students of this university to express themselves openly,
honestly, and without regret.  It is decidedly true that without the university's
financial support this work could not have been completed.  

Thank you to those who participated in the realization of this publication
either in its content or in its construction.  Obviously, without our authors this
work could not be.  Also, this year I was lucky enough to have a wonderful
staff  who took time away from their hectic medical school education for
something they loved and believed in-creative expression.  Special thanks to
Bradley Freeman, our publisher.  He is truly the cornerstone of this publica-
tion; between designing our web page, sorting entries, and configuring our
layout Brad has been instrumental to our project this year.  

And lastly, I thank you, the reader, for taking the time to absorb the work that
someone else has struggled over.  Writing is not art.  It is communication and
without an audience to communicate to writing is for naught.  That is not to
say that a poet without a reader wouldn't attempt to pen their musings or a fic-
tion writer wouldn't still ponder their stories.  But the satisfaction that one
feels from having someone "hear" their message through their written words
is inexplicable.  Whether you feel joy, sadness, or even indifference by words
you see on the following pages the writer is still the better for knowing they
have reached you.

So I encourage you to read-read and enjoy.

Thank you,

Francine M. Fraser, Editor-In-Chief
University of Florida COM, MSIII
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Transitions
First Place

JEFFERY S. WILSON

UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH FLORIDA

SURGICAL RESIDENT

The Gandy street bridge stretches out from South Tampa in a thin, curving
arc, connecting the city to St. Petersburg several miles across the blue water of
Tampa bay. It is a beautiful stretch of road, especially in the orange glow of sunset,
when the sky and water race each other toward the deeper colors of red and orange.
Now, however, it was 2 a.m., and the wind whipped a driving rain viscously across
the three lanes of the eastbound side of the bridge, nature trying only halfhearted-
ly to reclaim what man had flattered himself into believing he owned. The young
woman strained her eyes desperately to see beyond the blackness as her yellow VW
"bug", a remake of the classic she was told, did its best to help her to the Tampa
shore, and home. No matter how hard she struggled to pierce the darkness, she
could not see far past the wall of rain, which laughingly reflected her headlights
back into her face, blinding her further. It was crazy, she thought, to be out in a
harsh Florida-summer thunderstorm--especially so late at night. What would she do
if she broke down? God, it is dark!

Speeding up unconsciously, she forced her mind away from the dark and
lonely bridge and directed it instead to the last few hours at her boyfriend's Indian
Rocks apartment. As usual, she had been unable to pull herself away from his ten-
der but eager touches as early as she swore she would. Tonight she had almost
given in to his insistence that she stay night. Had she had clothes with her for work
tomorrow, she probably would have. Peering into the blackness that swallowed the
short stretch of bridge she could see, she found herself wishing she had stayed--the
hell with work clothes! She sighed nervously and smelled his scent--which lingered
in her hair and on her skin-and smiled. She'd be home soon. It couldn't be much far-
ther to the end of the bridge, and then a skip to her apartment around the corner on
Westshore. Her foot pressed down ever further on the accelerator.

At first she thought the lights were just reflections of her headlights play-
ing more tricks on her eyes. Too late, she realized the bobbing lights were head-
lights coming toward her, the wrong way on the one-way bridge. She had no time
even to scream as the other car slammed into her with a horrible, shrill scream of
metal deforming against its will. She did, however, yank the steering wheel instinc-
tively to the left just before impact. As the front end of the other car penetrated her
VW her speedometer read 63 mph, making the impact velocity well over 100 mph.
Her last thought as the blackness engulfed her completely was that she wished she
had made love with Joe before she died. Then there was a tremendous burning and
pressure in her right side and her head exploded abruptly in white pain.

Then there was nothing.
*    *    *

The darkness in the bunkroom had just faded from the busy blackness of
tossing movement and breathing to the stillness of peaceful sleep, and already the
dreams had begun. He saw himself walking into a bar, familiar, but frustratingly
unidentifiable, like a name on the tip of your tongue. At first the swarm of milling
people around him were normal, the intense partiers of Ybor City on a Saturday
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night. Slowly, though, the people around him began to change. Jason watched with
horrible fascination as the crowd around him began to die. Flesh peeled slowly
from faces, spilling blood and rotting muscle out onto cool weekend shirts and
dresses. People collapsed to the ground as their chests caved in under unseen forces
and the air was pressed from their lungs. To his left a pretty young blonde girl sat
down on the floor beside him and screamed a deep, throaty howl as both of her legs
deformed rapidly at the thighs until, with a nauseating snap her femurs gave way.
The bone ends ripped through her fit tan legs and pointed ragged, bloody fingers at
him in accusation. She looked pleadingly into his eyes, her face full of terror as her
scream softened to a whimper and foamy blood began to swell from between her
lips. Jason tore his eyes away from hers and scanned the bar. It was quiet. He could
hear only his own raspy, terrified breathing as he looked over the hundreds of muti-
lated bodies, staring back at him expectantly, anger in their eyes. Then they opened
their mouths together and screamed in unison…

Jason sat stiffly upright in bed, his hands tearing at the sheets. The lights
came on automatically just as he realized that the "scream" was actually the Klaxon
sounding to rouse the firemen from their sleep and send them out into the night.
Jason swung his feet out of his bunk in relief, grateful for the ordinarily irritating
alarm.

"Station 5, rescue 50, engine 54. Respond to a 10-50. Gandy Street bridge,
Eastbound…"

The nasal female voice repeated the information a second time as Jason
stepped into his bunker pants and pulled the suspender up over his shoulders.
Across the room Lt. Ives was pulling on his gear too.

"Hey, Dave!" he shouted at the motionless figure in the bunk next to his.
"What?" a sleepy voice asked from beneath the covers.
"You on rescue?"
"Shit!" came the reply as David Meyer jumped quickly from his rack and

rapidly pulled on his bunker gear. Firefighter Mark Williams was already on his
way out the door with Jason close behind. Lt. Ives and Firefighter Meyer followed
seconds later.

"Turn out the fuckin' light," came an irritated voice from one of the still
bodies in the remaining bunks.

Ives pressed the reset button as he passed it and the lights snapped out.
Jason was already in the ambulance when Dave slid into the driver's seat

and started the engine. He flicked on the master switch as they waited for the door
to finish rolling up its tracks. The equipment bay was filled with flashing red light
that cast eerie shadows on the walls and sleeping fire trucks around them.

"Know where you're going there, sleeping beauty?" Jason said with a half-
hearted chuckle.

"Got it covered, dude. Just sit back and ride." Meyer grinned good-natured-
ly.

The dispatchers voice came over the radio calling their station number and
Jason grabbed the microphone from its rack under the dash.

"Tampa Fire rescue 50, engine 54, ten-seventy-six"
The dispatcher repeated the location of the auto accident and told them that

two cars were involved and that the callers had reported people trapped. The ambu-
lance and fire truck were swallowed moments later by the darkness and rain.

*    *    *
She was awakened by the pain in her head. She had to concentrate with all
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her will to make her body respond to her mind's command to open her eyes. Her left
eye opened slowly, the lids pulling apart the dried blood that cemented them
together. The eye moved slowly left and right, but found nothing to focus on. Her
right eye didn't feel as if it had opened at all, but she couldn't be sure because of
the blackness that seemed to swallow her whole. Was it really that dark, or was she
now blind? She became suddenly aware of a flashing green light in the center of her
left eye that her mind identified as the turn signal on the dash without reminding
her what that meant. She felt that the green light was far too close to her face, but
she could not seem to force her vision to clear.

Her first truly cognitive thought was that she had not died. She recalled
nothing of the accident, nor why one part of her brain would be so amazed that she
was alive. All around her was metal and glass, except for a cold stream of what felt
like water dripping into her left ear from somewhere above her.

Her attempts to move brought only frustration, because it seemed as if her
body was deliberately ignoring her. Moments later the attempts brought a rush of
white, hot pain that began in her right chest and spread across her body and down
her right leg. The sensation culminated in an explosion of painless light in her right
eye followed by an eruption of pain in the very center of her head, and then black-
ness flowed slowly back over her mind like a comforting, warm blanket. It wrapped
itself around her and whisked her away from the reality of her lingering death.

*    *    *
"Tampa rescue 50, engine 54, ten-twenty-three. We have two cars involved,

will advise." Jason replaced the microphone as the ambulance came to a stop a few
yards from the twisted steel coffins of the two cars. Engine 54 pulled around them
and halted several yards from the other side of the wreck.

"Jesus Christ!" Jason gasped under his breath as he and Meyer quickly got
out of the ambulance. The cool slowing rain and the strong smell of gasoline hit
them simultaneously and awoke any part of them that might still be clinging to
sleep. A large, gray sedan, impossible to identify because of the extensive damage,
had struck the much smaller, yellow VW in the right forward panel. Both vehicles
must have been traveling fairly fast because both had remained in the center of the
bridge and the VW's right side had collapsed entirely into the middle of the car. The
distance from the left door and the collapsed right side was no more than two feet.
The distinctive rear end of the VW was fairly well intact, but from the right rear
tire forward the car was completely destroyed.

The green sedan was even worse. The front end had crumpled up like an
empty pack of cigarettes. The engine had clearly penetrated the firewall and now
rested in the front seat. The floodlights from the left side of the ambulance illumi-
nated a stark-white mass of flesh, streaked with blood. One part of Jason's brain
carefully catalogued the image for inclusion in some future dream.

"Dave, get Thomas to help you check the sedan. I'll check out the VW."
Jason doubted anyone could possibly have survived in either vehicle, but he
grabbed the advanced life support jump kit none-the-less. Just beyond the twisted
pile of metal that had once been a pretty girl's prize possession, he could see Mark
already charging an inch and a half line to wash down the gas.

"Be careful 'til I get the gas washed down!" he shouted at the two through
the now light, misty rain. The Florida heat was starting to raise the rainwater off
the bridge in a steamy cloud.

Jason gave him a thumbs-up and nodded as he approached the left side of
the VW.
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The sight that greeted him made the young paramedic swallow hard. The
person in the drivers seat--a woman he thought, but he couldn't be sure--was as
white as he had ever seen a human being. The entire right side of her body was
twisted within the tangled steel of the wreckage. Beyond a point 2 inches from the
center of her body, no flesh was visible; only metal and glass, both wearing a thick
coat of congealing blood, skin, and strips of muscle. The right side of her face was
bleeding a dozen small red streams down her neck. In the center of her chest a gap-
ing hole stared out at him, and a near bloodless, black eye, which intermittently
belched pink bubbles of noiseless air. At first Jason knew he was staring at a cadav-
er, but then the chest heaved as the body fought to suck air into the mutilated lungs
beyond the black hole. Jason pushed the horror out of his mind and quickly became
a professional again.

"I've got a live one here!" he screamed to no one in particular as he reached
through the glassless window and groped the body's neck for a pulse. It was there.
Faint, but present. Reaching into the jump kit he grabbed an oropharyngeal airway,
a short curved piece of plastic, and slipped it smoothly into the woman's mouth and
throat to temporarily keep the airway open. A better airway would have to wait
until he had better access to the patient.

"I need some oxygen, right now!"
"It's coming." Thomas said as he leaned in over Jason's shoulder. What he

saw made the veteran fireman raise both eyebrows and frown.
"Whatcha' got, Jase?"
"I'm not sure yet, but she's breathing and she has a faint carotid pulse.

We're gonna need more guys to get her out in time."
"Yeah," Thomas agreed skeptically. He found it difficult to believe that the

heap of bleeding white tissue in the wreckage of the car could be alive.
Nevertheless, he reached and grasped the curves of the woman's jaw as best he and
pulled gentle, upward traction to protect against any further spinal cord injury.
Warm blood immediately soaked his hands.

"We're gonna get you out of here as quick as we can," he said loudly. To his
surprise, the left eye opened suddenly. It looked at him without focusing and then
drifted off to the right where it stayed. Thomas shut his own eyes tightly at the
pathetic sight. Dead bodies never bothered him as much as empty, dying ones.

Jason had already hooked up the small compressed oxygen cylinder to the
green plastic tubing of a full-face mask. He adjusted the regulator to wide open and
then reached in and placed the mask on the distorted face.

"Alright, hopefully that will hold her until I can get her intubated. Keep a
close tab on her breathing. She's liable to stop any second." Jason wiped the sweat
and rain from his face. "Mark's calling for manpower and Dave's checking out the
other car. I'm gonna get an I.V. set up for this lady."

Jason heard the alert tones from the ambulance radio telling him that more
hands were on the way. He worked quickly to set up an I.V. saline solution to
replace the massive amounts of blood the woman had doubtless lost. He forced his
mind to focus on these tasks and not to think of the battered, bleeding body in the
twisted steel coffin as a person. He had to think of her only as a job, a challenge to
his skills, or he was afraid he would lose control. As he searched desperately for a
vein in the woman's free let arm, he heard the sirens wailing in the distance, herald-
ing the approach of the friends who would help him battle the death that was clos-
ing in on him.

God, if he could only stay in control!
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*    *    *
The pain was now only background noise in her mind. She was aware of it

and knew it was quite intense, but like faint static on a phone line her mind was
somehow able to filter it out. She had heard a voice off in the distance and had tried
to respond, but again her body had failed her. She had managed again to open her
left eye, but as before she was unable to focus. Even the flashing green light on the
dashboard was now only barely discernible through the mist that enveloped her
dying mind-and although she felt she had once known its origin, the memory now
escaped her. She felt as if she was floating in very cold water, but the sensation of
coldness was not painful or unpleasant. Now and then a noise would try and seduce
her mind back to the reality that was fading rapidly away from her. Life, love, fam-
ily, lust--all were now abstract concepts that seemed only to distract her from what
she had begun to accept as her destiny beyond the blackness. She tried to leave, to
go beyond the void in which she now floated, but something or someone held her
back. She was starting to feel contained and claustrophobic by that sensation, and
though not quite yet angry at the unseen force that kept her from finishing what
nature had begun, she was annoyed.

*    *    *
"Come on, Goddamnit!" Jason hissed abruptly to no one but the rain, which

had become heavy again. He was fumbling with the rain-slicked catheter as he
attempted to start a second large bore I.V. They were still unable to get close
enough to the woman to determine an accurate blood pressure, but the carotid pulse
in her neck had become much weaker and the peripheral pulses had disappeared
altogether. The wreckage was now bathed in a harsh white light from a half dozen
floodlights, and the roar of the Hurst tool--the heavy extrication tool known popu-
larly as "the jaws of life"--was beginning to give him an excruciating headache. All
their efforts were now centered on keeping the young dying body alive while they
worked to free her from her metal tomb. The body in the other car, which to no
one's surprise had reeked with the stench of stale alcohol, was quite dead and hor-
ribly mutilated, and so had been abandoned for the moment to the rainy night so
that time could be given to the living.

The men working the extrication tool had succeeded in pulling away a large
portion of the steel wrapped around the dying woman. Soon they would have to go
to smaller cutting tools for fear of doing more damage to the victim than the wreck-
age as they cut even closer to her bleeding body.  The roof of the VW was now com-
pletely gone and Thomas had moved behind and above the woman, still diligently
holding cervical traction, but assisted now by the collar in place around the
woman's neck. 

Jason finally managed to insert a 16 gauge catheter into the woman's left
wrist and he immediately opened the tubing to run the fluid into the woman's vein
as quickly as possible, while Mark taped the I.V. in place. He looked for the hun-
dredth time at the screen of the Lifepak-10 portable EKG monitor and saw that it
still showed a junctional tachycardia with a rate of 150, nearly twice what the nor-
mal pulse rate should be. They were losing the battle and he knew it. Even if they
could get her out in the next few minutes, her blood pressure would plummet with
the sudden release of pressure on her right side, and Jason doubted if, in her already
critical condition, the young woman could possibly survive the shock. His profes-
sionalism would not allow him to accept failure, but the practical side of him
already mourned the woman's inevitable death, and these two sides of him grappled
in his mind, vying for his attention. God, how helpless he felt! It was his responsi-
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bility to save this life, and yet all he could do was watch as time and fate conspired
to slowly allow the life to seep out of her battered body--just as the blood contin-
ued to drain from her wounds. 

In his mind Jason apologized a thousand times to the woman for his impo-
tence, but on the outside he continued to fight against the enemy with the meager
tools technology and intelligence and training provided. 

"Have you got the intubation tray set up yet?" he asked, referring to the
equipment to slip a breathing tube into the woman's airway as soon as she was out
and more accessible.

"Yeah. Jesus, man, I told you that a minute ago," came Meyer's irritated
reply.

"Sorry." Jason grumbled. Goddamnit, why was he so helpless!
*    *    *

The force that held her was strong and hung from her like lead weights that
kept her from surfacing in the pool of darkness she felt drowning her. Above her,
she sensed, was light and warmth, and she knew she should go up, but something
pulled at her and held her firmly suspended in the void that had become so lonely.
She was helpless, caught between now and then--between her past and her destiny.
She was no longer afraid and it frustrated her to be solidly locked in transition. The
decision had been made--as much by fate as by her--and it wasn't fair that she was
not allowed to swim up to her future. She struggled with every bit of will she had
within her to break free and move up and out into forever.

*    *    *
"Shit! Jason I've lost the pulse!" Thomas searched frantically in the

woman's neck for the pulse that had beat faintly there only moments ago. The
forced ventilations they were providing with the bag mask now went on unassisted.

"Goddamnit, we've got fib!" exclaimed the young paramedic as he watched
the chaotic line dance across the EKG screen where the organized, rhythmic trac-
ing had just been.

"Watch out! I'm gonna try and zap her!" commanded Jason as he grabbed
the defibrillator paddles from the Lifepak. He dabbed some conduction jelly on the
shiny metal surface of one of the paddles, rubbed the two briskly together, and then
slapped them unceremoniously onto the young woman's bare chest.

*    *    *
The woman felt a sudden rush of freedom and reveled in the sense of escape. It was
at once painful and beautiful and almost sexual in its release. She spread her arms
and allowed herself to drift upward and away from the blackness. As she rose she
felt the sounds and light she could neither hear nor see. She felt something grow-
ing within her. Something beautiful and exciting and not at all frightening.

*    *    *
"Clear!" The paramedic commanded. All hands immediately left the woman

and the car, none of the firemen wanting to share the 200 joules jolt of electricity
with the dying woman. After assuring himself that hands were indeed clear, Jason
depressed the buttons on both paddles simultaneously. The woman's body contort-
ed grotesquely for a moment and then lay still again.

The monitor beat out seven wonderfully normal beats and then deteriorat-
ed back into the chaotic ventricular fibrillation.

"Damn! Watch out, I'm gonna hit her again!"
*    *    *

Just as the warmth began to spread like a blanket from above, the woman
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felt another insistent, downward tug from the blackness of the void. Her upward
motion stopped and she again hung there motionless, suspended cruelly between
the light above and the blackness below her.

She didn't feel it at first because of her blind determination to break free
and move upward into the peace above her. She concentrated only on the fight,
struggling to be free and float up. But then she felt it and she stopped.

There was warmth radiating up at her from below, as well. Tiny and weak
compared to the warmth a light above her, but it was there. It was compassion.
There was a deep, genuine, and somehow desperate sense of caring reaching up at
her from the blackness and she hung there motionless, alone in her confusion.

*    *    *
"Do you want me to start CPR?" Dave asked doubtfully. He looked at the

woman's beaten, upright body, nearly vertical in the seat of the steel coffin.
"No…no, not yet," answered Jason anxiously. He felt control rapidly slip-

ping away from him. "Just let me shock her again and we'll…uh…we'll see what
that does." He felt alone and naked on the dark bridge in the rain, surrounded by
his friends. "I am so fucking helpless," he muttered quietly to himself as he
recharged the defibrillator paddles. He felt the sword of the enemy above him and,
powerless to defend himself or his patient, he contented himself with placing the
paddles as textbook perfect on the frail white chest as possible.

"Clear!"
*    *    *

The woman began slowly to realize that what she left behind, that place
that she could no longer picture or imagine, was not the horror that her mind sup-
posed. It was, however, a different reality, a reality of her past. She knew the feel-
ings that returned to her at that moment, but they still felt alien to her, somehow,
like the memory of a long ago dream. They were no longer a part of the existence
she had accepted and yet there was a familiar comfort in them. Her acceptance of
what lay ahead for her in the light above had become an eagerness to ascend to the
peace she knew waited above her there. But below was another reality that demand-
ed her return and with that force was a deep compassion. Something in the darkness
below genuinely loved her.

The woman knew that her destiny was above her, but somehow a unique
bond now existed between her and the love she felt somewhere below her, and she
was grateful for the memory of emotion it had provided. But now it was time to
move on, upward into tomorrow. The force below was so desperate for her attention
and she wanted very much to make it understand.

"Please!" she felt her own plea that she could not hear descend into the
blackness.

*    *    *
"Please!"
The single, crystal clear word cut through Jason's mind like a bullet, pierc-

ing his head and rearranging his brain. He stopped and looked around. The woman's
face was still gray and lifeless. The eyes were half open and staring obliquely into
infinity.

All the noise around him had snapped off and the rain fell silently in slow
motion. He watched in fascination as the events around him continued without
sound. At first he thought he had acutely lost his hearing, but then he noticed he
could clearly hear the now slow and steady sound, incredibly loud in the silence, of
his own breathing, and the muted, far away beating of his own heart in his temples.
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There was no other sound until…
"Please!"
He stared again at the woman's body, frightened and intrigued. Even his

own breathing stopped as he struggled to understand.
Had he finally snapped?
A hand on his shoulder caused him to reel around in terror. He looked up

into the concerned face of Lt. Thomas Ives. His lips were moving but no sound
came from him.

"What?…What?"
And then it was as if someone disengaged the mute button and the sound of

the rain, of the generators and equipment, of the voices of his friends, all snapped
back on.

"I said are you all right?"
"Uh," he hesitated, "yeah…yeah, fine."
The memory of the silent plea echoed through his racing mind and he

looked down at the dead woman's body. He hesitated only a moment.
"There's nothing more we can do here. Let's stop. Tell everyone to stop and

let dispatch know."
Jason did not expect the sudden sensation of peace that spread over him

then. He had seen a lot of people die and had many different emotions in those
moments from anger to dread to fear and even apathy. He had never, however, felt
such contentment. It felt out of place with the obscenely twisted body lying just
feet away.

It scared the shit out of him.
*    *    *

The woman ascended more slowly now. The desperation had left her as she
felt the blackness release its hold on her. The warmth that surrounded her was more
intense and more beautiful than anything she had ever imagined. She felt complete
as the blackness faded to just a dot beneath her and she found herself giggling
silently like a child.

"Thank you!"
*    *    *

It was nearly a half-hour later and Jason was sitting next to Dave in the
ambulance as they drove slowly back to the station. The rain had slowed again to
the drizzle of earlier and the empty street of Gandy Boulevard slipped by in haunt-
ing quiet.

He had not yet sorted out the things he was feeling and he knew that if this
was typical of the calls where he watched someone die, it would be weeks before
he did. In the drivers seat Dave was droning on about how it just didn't figure, and
it was so unfair--loudly coping with death in his own way.

Jason felt the anguish growing inside of him, the same anguish he always
felt and always kept inside so well. He had almost shoved the thought of the voice
completely out of his mind, dismissing it as a product of acute stress. But then he
felt another silent voice growing inside of him. It was faint at first, and difficult to
understand, but it rose quickly to a clear, silent sound.

"Thank you!"
Jason smiled widely in the darkness and closed his eyes.
"You're welcome!" He thought loudly in his mind, and he felt strangely at

peace. Somehow he knew that tonight would not haunt him and he sensed that what
he learned in that moment had taken away the nightmares forever.
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I was quiet, for once, as we walked through the drizzle to the car.  As the door
opened to the aging brown Mercury and I began to crawl in, I took one last look up
the hill and asked my aunt Dorothy, "Do you think Mommy is going to get cold up
there?"  With tears in her eyes and an exasperated tone she said, "Joanie, I already
told you that your Mommy is in heaven now and she is happy and without pain, and
certainly not cold."  Well, I am sorry, but a four-year-old just might have a hard
time figuring out how her Mommy could be in heaven when her body was up on
that hill.  She had only a tarp to shield her from the rain, a tarp and a casket, with
just a thin, cotton, white dress with red stripes on, and I was not even warm enough
with my wool winter coat, muff and all.

Grown-ups had recently been saying a lot of things that I hadn't made much sense
of.  Just 4 days ago, I was playing in the yard with my two older sisters, in the last
few piles of dirty snow, waiting for Daddy to come home from the hospital.  We ran
to him as he pulled into the drive.  That day he got out of the car very slowly.  With
his head down and shoulders sagging he said, "Mommy passed away today."
"Mommy passed away," I thought to myself, and then exclaimed "Well, where did
she pass to?"  He didn't answer and walked into the house sobbing- a broken man.
That's when I understood what "passed away" meant; it meant Mommy wasn't com-
ing home this time.  My Mommy was dead.

I guess I should have been expecting it, right?  I mean, this nice old man, with a
white coat, who worked in the hospital, had explained to my sisters and I that our
Mommy was "pretty sick."  I hadn't listened, though.  The only thing I could think
of was, "why did my sisters not take a piece of chocolate when he offered them one,
and why did I do the same."  I just wanted him to offer us another piece, and this
time I would take it even if my sisters refused.
I should have known she was sick, but I hadn't been around other Mommies very
much; I thought it was normal that Mommies take naps and sometimes stay in their
robes all day, after all, when she was in bed she still let me jump on it, and she still
read me my favorite story, "Cheese, Peas, and Chocolate Pudding," from my bed-
time storybook, (you know, the big, blue one that has a story for every day of the
year), and she still played Candyland with me, and she still let me win.  Sometimes,
when she wasn't tired, we'd set up our irons and ironing boards in the kitchen, and
we'd iron together.  I had my own little ironing board with a plastic toy iron.  She
would give me one of Daddy's postal shirts to iron and then hang it on a hanger
when I finished.  "You do such a good job; you're Mommy's little helper; Daddy
will be so proud when he sees his shirts," she would say.  She never re-ironed the
shirts in front of me, and I was always so amazed at how crisp my Daddy's shirts
looked when he wore them.  When she was tired she'd lay on the couch and watch
Sesame Street with me or sing "Itsy Bitsy Spider," or we'd get out her nice-smelling
cedar jewelry box, and I'd decorate her with beaded necklaces and brooches, or

Missing You
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she'd just hold me and tuck my hair behind my ears in long, soothing strokes. 
However, there were a couple of things that I thought a little strange.  She had this
funny plastic tube that ran from under her robe to another plastic container that
hung off the side of the bed. She told me that it was to help her "go to the bath-
room."  Sometimes I would hold the tubing and watch the pee run through it, then
I would pinch it tight to try to stop it. She never wanted me to hold the tubing, but
it kind of became my favorite toy.  After awhile she just let me do it anyway.

Another weird thing was the day she was lying on the couch and all of a sudden she
told me to go get Daddy quickly.  I dashed out of the house and yelled for Daddy,
and he came running. Mommy said she had to poop but she couldn't get up.  I don't
know why she couldn't get up.  She couldn't hold it and went on the white furry rug
on the couch.  She started crying then.  I just sat and stared at her, and I became
afraid, afraid that something was really wrong with my Mommy.  Daddy told my
sisters and I to run to the neighbor's house. About 10 minutes later we heard sirens,
and then an ambulance pulled into our driveway to take Mommy to the hospital.
My neighbor yelled at us not to go out in the cold and watch, but we ran outside as
the medics rolled her out of the house and into the ambulance. As they carried her
away she looked over at us and said "girls, be good for Daddy," and then we start-
ed crying.  My sisters cried so hard their shoulders shook.

We cried at the funeral too.  Everybody cried, but I have never cried a sadder, more
desperate cry than when I stood in front of her coffin and saw my Daddy pull out
his white, monogrammed handkerchief to wipe the tears from his eyes.  How could
my Daddy cry?  He was a big, strong man. Couldn't he do something?  Here she was
laying right in front of us.  If only I could reach out and touch her then I know she'd
open her eyes and smile, and everything would be okay.  Oh boy, how I wanted to
touch her (a thousand times more than I had longed for that chocolate the nice doc-
tor had offered me).  Lots of people stood around with sad faces saying things in
hushed voices.  "Thirty-eight, that's so young to die," and, "How is Harry going to
raise these 3 young girls by himself?" and "Isn't bladder cancer rare at such a young
age?"  I just kept my eyes on the coffin waiting for a chance to lay my magic hands
upon her.  I couldn't though, and I didn't.  Several years later, I still believed that
if I had touched her before they had shut the coffin, she would have woken up. 

After the funeral, I just waited for her to come home.  I bargained with her and with
God every day.  "Today, if I am really good, and do everything Daddy says, she will
be in her bed when I wake up," or, "if I run around the house three times in under
one minute, then she will be home by summertime."  At Christmas I asked Santa to
bring my Mommy back home to live with us again.  He brought me a Weeble ranch
and a Barbie Doll.  The next year, as the leaves began to fall, I was sure she'd be
home in time to take me to my first day of Kindergarten.  She didn't come.  I was
the only child whose Daddy brought her to the classroom on the first day of school.
I was mad at her then.  I thought she'd gone away and done this on purpose. 

Nine years later, almost to the very day of her death, I celebrated my confirmation
with a large family dinner at the house.  At the end of the evening, when everyone
had left, my Dad walked into my bedroom, handed me an envelope, and quietly
slipped out.  I opened it and my eyes welled with tears as I noted the date, February
1, 1974. 
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My Little Joan,
You haven't even started school but all too soon you'll be half-grown up. You
always were a little spitfire and I'd be most anxious to see you now, you getting
confirmed.  Today doesn't seem possible (my baby).  Believe in your confirmation
vows with all your heart and be faithful; you never know how much you need him
(Father, Son, and Holy Ghost).  I suppose you are talking a blue streak and can't
sit still.  I'll bet you are so pretty and your Daddy is so proud. Be a good girl for
Daddy and give him a hug from me.  Although I only had you a little over four years
I pray you remember me a little.  You always wanted me to wash your hair and cut
your bangs.  Do you still have bangs?

Tell Shari and Lauren I love them, and give Daddy a big hug from me.  Have a big
day darling.  Congratulations.

Love Forever,
Mommy 

I missed my Mom on my confirmation… and on the day I won the 3rd grade
spelling bee, and on the day I got a 1st place singing at the Wisconsin State Solo-
Ensemble Contest.  I missed her helping me pick out my Junior Prom dress and
watching me from the stands when I graduated with honors from high school and
then again from college.  I missed her on the day I got accepted to the Toulon
Conservatory of Music, and again when I bombed my competition in front of the
jury 2 years later.  I missed her on my wedding day, and I am sad that she will never
have the chance to meet my husband.  Mostly, however, I know I'll miss her when
I have, and raise, children of my own.
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It was odd, really. Sitting there, listening to the tears of my friends and family,
sharing their pain, but somehow removed from the raw emotion of grief. Her death
had been a painless one, in her sleep, an uncommon hereditary slowing of the heart.
It was shocking, though.  Who expects a woman of 51 to die in her sleep? Curiosity
somehow swept aside my tears. It wasn't that her death meant little to me, or that I
wasn't still mystified by the greater questions of life and death, questions that
before always pulled me closer to my faith. Something has shifted, subtly, and my
questions of "Why?" are no longer answered by my faith in God, but my burgeon-
ing faith in medicine. 

Looking at her lying there, why wasn't I remembering the good times, the laughs,
the dinners, the picnics, the birthday parties, the road trips, the dance recitals? Or
pondering more profound questions about eternal life, purgatory, heaven, and all
that jazz? How had I become such an automaton that I was formulating questions
for a history of present illness? History of heart disease? Noticeable symptoms?
Her father died early from heart problems, why didn't that make her go see a doc-
tor? Could I or anyone have convinced her to go to a cardiologist? The unanswer-
able questions that make grief so unpalatable. True to the new path I am now walk-
ing, I am forced to say my farewells in the language I have recently learned, a lan-
guage that suffers from so many errors of omission.

This patient was a 51 year old white female, presenting today in a casket second-
ary to failing to wake up. There is no indication of heart disease, pulmonary dys-
function, or endocrine disorders. Pt does not complain, well, of anything, really. Pt
was a healthy, outgoing, cheerful woman, suffering only from infectious laughter.
Family history is significant for her father's death at age 52 due to unspecified car-
diovascular problems. Pt was married for 34 years, and had three daughters, ages
26, 24, 20. The family is known to this medical student. She was employed as a
sales associate at a local department store. Recent hobbies included planning for
one daughter's wedding, and preparing for the birth of her first grandchild. There is
no significant history of surgery, hospitalization, transfusions or trauma. Known
toxic exposures include joint ownership of a pest control business with her hus-
band. She wears her seatbelt, and there are no guns in her household. Pt is seen
today with her family, she will be sorely missed.

Instead of tears
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Somewhat esteemed writer Edgar Allen Poe, so recently dead and buried,
arose from his crypt without fanfare, tottering uneasily toward a nearby bus termi-
nal.  Fixed with resolution he bought a ticket to county C-, seat of University X-
(which as everyone knows has of late lost much prestige)-though how a century-old
corpse managed to do so is anyone's guess.

His arrival at campus stirred up muffled surprise.  The English department,
when duly apprised, refused to meet him.  Such was the vogue in academic circles.
Professor J-, language instructor, was later rumored to have blushed deeply from
her window as he lurched by.  I happen to know she studied in Paris.  Several stu-
dents tittered to themselves giddily upon his approach, though I have surmised this
was mainly in tribute to the vintage clothes.

Poe stopped outside the imposing doors of the cadaver lab.  He knocked on
it several times.  He tapped impatiently on the frosted glass.  

Sometime later, strolling with characteristically haughty self-importance,
Dr. M- approached the door. He regarded Poe with a cursory glance.  Then coughed.
Then asked, "Why the racket?"

Poe responded by pointing a bony finger at the door.

"Inside?" Dr. M- queried.

"Inside," Poe croaked.

Several minutes later a truly odd scene was being staged in the old dissect-
ing theatre (or slab lab, as the students were wont to call it).  Displaying surprising
strength and agility for a stiff, Poe had managed to restrain Dr. M- on a table.  The
latter put up a poor struggle, restrained as much by his deep sense of decorum
(cited years earlier by the selection committee upon his appointment as anatomy
chair) as by several tight strips of gauze.  

Puffing himself up as fully as the restraints would allow, Dr. M- inquired
about his captor's intentions.  Did he think himself an anatomist?

"Indeed."

"Show me a sign."

In response Poe removed a scalpel from his overcoat, and proceeded to
trace small arcs over the prostrate figure. 

Poe’s Vanity: (or “You Can’t Keep A Good Man Down”)
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"In my more carefree youth I read some of your work; I seem to remember
your tone less marked by such casual formality," Dr. M- observed.

"I have accommodated my tropes and diction to this new age."

"Wonder of wonders.  But what will you have with me?  Surely I have
offered you no insult.  Furthermore I have done good in the world.  My work has
often been praised for its humanity . . ."

Poe's blade nicked the professor on his right arm.  First a sharp pain, fol-
lowed by a dull throbbing one, and the professor quickly clamed up.  

"It is time to be quiet now.  I have business.  Forgive the cut."

Later in the day the first year class entered the laboratory.  They did so with
some apprehension, having heard that Edgar Allen Poe disappeared into its recess-
es sometime earlier with their course director.  Artsy types unnerved many of the
students.  While waiting in the antechamber Joe V-, whose lame wit exemplified the
declining quality of University X-, was the first to speak.

"Of course he is well preserved, in life he pickled himself with drink . . ."

A few students chuckled.

No sooner had their laughter subsided than with artistry proper of the high
gothic the theatre doors were flung open.  The forlorn visage of the late author
appeared before them.  Covered with dull crimson paper, the bright phosphorescent
lights highlighted his withered face with a ghostly glow.  Over his pauper's suit was
fashioned a dirty apron.

"Greetings students."

They entered silently, huddled together.  The many dissection tables with
overlying cadavers had been pushed to the extremes of the room.  At the center a
single spotlighted table remained.  Poe walked over to it and bade the students
come closer.

Many feared the worst.  A whimper leaked out, then a moan.  Eventually
the curiosity was too much to bear.  Several of the students moved en masse to the
table.

"Your course director has done a poor job with this dissection," Poe com-
mented.  "Subsequent to my death I became a man used up, mens et corpus.
However, during those years I lay writhing in the ground, watching the worms do
their work, I found I could intuit a great deal we may find of use.  I think I am
admirably suited for this postmortem métier.  Allow me to share with you some
observations . . ."

What followed was the most marvelous lecture any of the students had ever
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heard.  Using his unique ear for cadence and tempo, Poe's perfectly modulated
voice rang out in the ancient room.  He was logical, informative, straightforward.
His examples of the bizarre were a perfect counterpoint to the ascetic rigors of the
science.  He was so successful at holding his audience that by the end of the hour
no one wanted to leave.

Indeed, by the end of the semester the course had become the talk of most
medical circles.  Dr. M---'s disappearance went hardly noticed.  The English depart-
ment, understandably, did not understand the fuss.

Several months later a new professor entered the austere auditorium that
served as a lecture hall for English 101.  He was somewhat ragged, somewhat
weather-beaten, with a faraway look in his eye that bespoke of having experienced
unimaginable horrors.  He turned to his class and demanded they open their books
to page 407, mid-eighteenth century American writers, Edgar Allen Poe.

His voice rolled out like it was carrying the weight of the world:  "You, in
the first row, do you like Poe?"

"Yes sir.  I find him evocative, provocative."
"Indeed?  May I see by a show of hands who else agrees?"

Most of the hands in the auditorium responded.

"Excellent.  Then we shall eviscerate the work.  We shall cut it in pieces,
and we shall give those pieces names."  

The English department was very proud of its new hire, considering him a
sane, sage, and sober man.  Needless to say, all but the most lifeless students dis-
agreed.
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After I graduated medical school, I planned to be a plastic surgeon.  If I had
known then that I was to become an expatriate, I would have never bothered.

It started with a grant from a notorious foundation some where in
Washington D.C. I was to take my skills and pay back the generous government
with acts of selflessness in foreign countries. For my service, I would receive a
stipend and some relief from my student loan.  I always wanted to see the jungles
of Borneo, or so I thought.

It wasn't long after graduation, I spent the majority of days before leaving
for Borneo with my girlfriend. Giddy from finishing medical school and proud of
the plastic surgery match, it was hard not to feel the pride.  I thought of asking her
to marry me right there in the airport.  She was crying when I waved goodbye and
stepped on to the plane.

It seems like a lifetime since that day.  I don't even remember the flight
over.  I just remember waking up and seeing mountains poking through clouds.
Wispy cotton fibers sticking to green sponge mountains.  There were no paved
roads.  Most of the people on the roads were driving ox and goats and I don't know
what.  Bamboo huts and smoking chimneys.  Everything was soaking wet.

As we approached Banjarmasin, I was beginning to think in gracious ideal-
ism.  I knew how much I could help these people. They needed me. Skimming
across the coastline, I could see the carved wooden fishing boats with little figures
pulling webbed nets as they bobbed on an emerald sheen.  I remember the plane
landing. The airport consisted of an open warehouse with carts and people and live-
stock and smoke, everywhere.  It was raining when I stepped from the plane.  It's a
good thing-the temperature was º105.  I haven't stopped sweating since we left the
plane.  It's been three years . . .

A delegate of the Indonesian Medical Outreach program met us.  Our orig-
inal objective was to stay in Banjarmasin as our hub, and travel to the nearby vil-
lages and towns to do physical examinations and treat whatever walked up with
whatever we had.  We were told that a series of mudslides had taken place in the
interior of Borneo, about 200 miles northwest.  It was a dire situation, and doctors
were needed to treat the impending cholera outbreak. It would take three days by
boat up the Kahayan River.  There was a transport leaving the next day at dawn.
We slept at the delegate's house, an amazing structure of ornately carved mahogany.
Our delegate had a family of twelve living on his property. They handled every-
thing from the laundry and cooking to the gardening (which was extensive) and
protection. Our delegate traveled with a cadre of five armed guards. A doctor is a
valuable hostage commodity to the guerilla warriors. Extortion and hostages make
for a nice supplement to the opium exports.

In the morning, we loaded our gear, had breakfast and took the entourage
to the river. There, we joined a barge piled two meters high with a variety of
"humanitarian aid."  The rain came and went, and before long, we were on our way
up the river Kahayan to the village Tewah.

Borneo
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The river was a chocolate brown swirling mess, swollen with the hard
rains. Whole trees were flowing down stream with chunks of thatch. There were
recognizable household items all the way up river, with an occasional body drifting
by. The captain was busy dodging what he could.

On the barge, I met a young man about fourteen years old named Merah.
Scrawny, and pocked with thick black hair and skin the color over ripe squash, we
practiced what little English he knew.  He tried to teach me the basic Indonesian
terms that could get me around, but they weren't taking very well.  He explained
that he worked for a shipping company, as a deckhand. They hauled rice and fruit
from the mountain villages, and brought basic commodities back upstream.  He and
seven of his brothers worked for this shipping company, just like Merah's father
and uncles.  In fact, of the seven men working on the boat, five were related.
Merah showed me different trees and animals, spider monkeys and exotic birds.  He
even showed me how to change fuel filters on a Detroit 471 motor.  Merah was
quick, and glided around the barge.  He was happy and always smiling.

I didn't know this at the time, but on the second day, in a town about 25
miles outside of Tewah called Sepang, I came face to face with my fate.  Sepang is
widely understood to be sympathetic to the indigenous guerilla rebels.  Merah told
me not to worry, but a barge of this size carrying so many supplies makes for a very
tempting target.  Merah told me about his relatives that lived in Sepang, and offered
to introduce me.

Along the shore were a variety of men, all squatting in the mud, watching
us, and the barge. Merah waved to some, and they waved back. We started off the
barge, I was told we would leave the village soon, and that I should be quick.
Merah turned to me and explained that his uncle, Jenu, is a shaman and that he is
highly regarded in this town.  He wanted me to meet him-professional courtesy.
Merah took me through the village.  We slogged through the brown mud, in
between thatched huts and playing children.  I had never smelled so many new
things. Smoked meats and smoldering fires kept the village in a haze.  I was lost.

We finally approached what looked like any other hut in the village, when
Merah gestured.  We were there. 

Merah shouted something, and a sound from inside shouted back.  Merah
pushed the thatching to the side and slid into the hut.  There we greeted his uncle,
Jenu.  He was a small man, with great arms.  He wore no shirt, and his back rippled
with muscles and scars.  He was mumbling, or chanting swaying back and forth,
slowly. He was crouched over a small figure that was huddled under a pile of blan-
kets. Jenu didn't look up when we came inside.

Merah said a few quick words and disappeared back out of the hut. This
surprised me, and I turned to follow him when Jenu spoke:

"So, you are a doctor, eh?"
It took me a second to realize he was talking to me. 
"Yes . . . are you?"
Jenu didn't answer.  He stood up and walked to a large wooden chest on the

ground.  He reached into his black pants and produced a key.  He turned and ges-
tured with the key:

"Did you bring medicine?"
I looked around for Merah who was still missing.  I held up my arms, as if

to say I don't have anything when I noticed we weren't alone. Behind Jenu, in the
shadows of the small hut I could see the outline of a figure smoking something.  It
glowed and moved from his mouth to his waist.  He was holding something else
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that I couldn't make out.
"I have lived for over seventy-five years in this village," Jenu spoke.  "I

have seen all the revolutions come and go.  I remember when I didn't know there
was a world beyond our jungle.  We lived with the jungle, and the jungle gave us
everything we needed.  One day, a man comes.  He wears bright colors, and carries
something to keep off the rain.  He is clean and smells like soap.  He wants to talk
to chief of our village, he ask for our young boys.  He says that there is a fight
between good and bad and every one who can fight must join.  I didn't understand.
He was not asking for our men, he was taking them."

Jenu turned to the chest and fumbled with the lock.  He pulled it free and
opened the chest.  Staring into the chest, Jenu started to pick something up.

"I think I need to get back to my boat.  I don't want them leaving without
me," I said.

"We told the man that we weren't fighting any war, we need our men to stay
here, to farm and hunt," Jenu said.  "The man in white told us if we didn't let the
men go, he would make us all regret it.  We didn't know what he meant.  We found
out later . . .

Merah burst into the hut, dripping with water.
Merah spoke to Jenu, again quickly.  Jenu walked to me and looked into my

face. He said:
"Take this."
Staring me in the eyes, he placed a smooth stone vial into my hand.  He

took my fingers and rolled them closed, forming a fist around the vial.  He hissed,
"This is medicine."

He turned around slowly, moved to the blanketed figure and resumed his
moaning and rocking. The shadow in the corner was gone. Merah grabbed me by
the arm and pulled me through the doorway into the rain.  I stood there for a
moment, holding my hand open inspecting the vial closely.  It was made of dirty
clay, old and weathered with a cork stopper.  Mareh shouted over the rain, "You
take it.  Take it to Tewah.  Some one need it . . . he like you!"  He put his fingers
to his lip, making the hush sign, spun around splashing and sliding between the
huts. The vial went into my pocket, and I ran after him.

The last part of the trip upstream was more rainy than the first.  It poured
the entire time.  I didn't sleep at all that night.  The river was becoming twisty, with
more hazards floating down with all the rain.  Every now and then I would reach
into the pocket and rub the cracking cork top of the vial.  

Tewah was a catastrophe.  There was nothing but earth-giant clumps crush-
ing everything.  Eight years ago, the Brander Company came and "bought" the
mountainside from the town.  They cut every tree there was, and paid the town $25
per person.  About four hundred meters above the town, the mountain gave way.
What was now a shear cliff was once a jungle mountainside.  A gradual decline
from the top of the mountain, is now a shear drop, straight down into village, noth-
ing left.  Four hundred million tons of Brander earth clogging off the river, form-
ing an oxbow that flooded the opposite side.  There were pieces of huts and tree
roots sticking awkwardly from the earth pile.  The people were in groups standing
on the mound shouting and digging. 

I remember the lead doctor saying something like, "We should look for the
ones who could use us to stay alive.  Think triage.  Odds are, if they are alive under
all that . . . Take this.  Do what you can."

He handed me a backpack with a giant red cross on the back. No mistake
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what I'm here for, I thought.  People started moving towards the boat.  Some had
scrapes and makeshift bandages.  Mareh turned and said, "Jenu, jenu, follow," he
tapped my pocket, "Jenu."  The doctors were trying to shout orders to the deck-
hands.  The deckhands were trying to push people back who were trying to climb
into the boat, while figuring out how to anchor the boat to a dirt pile.

Mareh pulled my hand and jumped from the side. The pile was taller than
the boat in the water. The slope was steep.  Mareh slid as he kicked to the top. I
threw  him the pack and jumped.  He handed me the pack and started skipping
quickly across the piles, barking for me to follow.  I moved as fast as I could.  We
were heading to the edge of the pile, where the mountain and the new cliff met. I
looked back and saw the doctors huddled close shaking their heads.  Their eyes
were wild, about to panic.  The people around them were gesturing wildly, scream-
ing, and pulling at the doctors.  The boat pivoted away from the pile-shore, and
people where falling into the current and pulled down stream with boxes of sup-
plies.  No one knew where to start.

Mareh yelled, and I followed him away from the shore, towards the jungle.
We came to the end of the dirt pile.  Mareh slipped through the trees, but I could-
n't keep up, and he came back and grabbed my hand.  I didn't know where I was
going, but Mareh was certain.  We kept up for at least an hour.  We ran under a
canopy of giant tree branches that broke the rain into mist.  I could smell smoke.

In a clearing, Mareh stopped and looked into the jungle.  He waved and
yelled.  From right in front of us, a man stepped out of the bushes.  There were
twenty or more men, appearing right out of the jungle.  It started making more
sense now.  These men had been watching us for a while.  Two of the men were
dragging what looked like Indonesian infantry.  Both tied at the wrist and shot in
the head.  The farthest man yelled Mareh's name, and pointed at me.  Mareh said
something back to the man and it was clear the man with the cigar was unhappy.
He turned and we followed him further into the jungle in silence.  As night was
falling, I was wondering what was going on.  I remember thinking about my fiancé
and school and surgery and food.  We had hiked for what seemed like hours.  All of
the men walked through the trees in silence.  Every now and then, I could smell the
cigar.  I wondered how it stayed lit in the rain.  Just as I was about to lose my cool,
we stopped.  All the men slowly sank down into the bushes, so I followed suit.
Mareh crawled back towards me.  He held his finger to his lips.  He whispered over
the rain, "Soldier in village.  You go with me to village.  You bring medicine.  Jenu
medicine."

He motioned me to follow him.  We crawled through the bushes and ended
at the edge of the village clearing.  We were very close to the back of a hut,
obscured from the village soldiers.  Some of the soldiers carried flashlights.  We
could only make out hints of the soldiers in the darkness.  They were moving from
hut to hut shouting.  I could smell the smoldering fires in the huts.  Mareh tapped
me, and I followed him as we slipped from the jungle towards the opening of the
hut in front of us.  We slipped through the thatch, into a dark smoky room.

The hut was only 3 meters or so in diameter. There was laundry hanging
from suspended lines and a small fire with a large pot sitting on the embers. An old
woman sat behind the pot with a stick poking at the embers. Mareh pointed to a pile
of clothes hanging in a basket. I stepped towards them, and noticed that a child was
among them. She said something to Mareh, and Mareh answered softly. Mareh
turned to me and said, "Give her medicine."
I looked at Mareh, he wasn't smiling.  That was not a good sign.  I reached into my
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pocket to get the vial.  That's when it happened.  The shouting outside was getting
louder.  It was only a matter of time before they made it to our hut.  The way Mareh
was looking over his shoulder, I remember thinking that I was setup.

A loud shout from outside the hut, and then the thatch separated to reveal a
gun barrel with a shouting soldier attached to it.  The old lady threw up her hands
and cried out.  The soldier yelled over his shoulder to the other soldiers and ordered
the old lady to stand up.  He pointed his gun at us and gestured sharply to the out-
side. Other soldiers came up behind him carrying flashlights.  As Mareh and I were
leaving the hut, one of the soldiers with the flashlight shined it in my face.  I was
an American then, and easily distinguishable.

They were being hard on Mareh, kicking him to move him, and pushing the
old lady around.  They had gathered the people of the village into a group.  I
noticed there were no young men, just women and old men.  The soldiers were
shouting, encircling us and pointing their guns in our faces trying to back us up.
One of the soldiers in charge came up to me and gestured for me to come forward.
I hesitated and he started to yell at me.  Another soldier grabbed me by the shirt and
threw me down into the mud.  That's when I met him.

Colonel Panopah came out into the open.  He had a subordinate holding an
umbrella for him.  He was dry. He walked up to me and in perfect English said,
"You're a long way from home."  I looked up from the mud. Colonel Panopah was
smiling down at me, "What are you doing in my village, mister?"

"That's doctor to you, and I'm delivering medicine," I said.  
Colonel Panopah continued to smile.  "Is some one sick?  Who is so sick

that they need medicine, doctor?"  Colonel Panopah turned to the soldiers and
shouted commands loudly.  The soldier that dragged us out of the hut came forward.
They had a short exchange ending with the soldier pointing to the hut we were
pulled.  "Who is in the hut, doctor?  Do you know?"

I didn't say anything. I wanted to get up from the mud.
"Show me your patient, doctor," the Colonel said.  A soldier pointed the

gun at me and gestured for me to rise.  It wasn't fast enough for them, so they gave
me a good poke in the chest with the gun barrel.  I walked to the hut, Colonel
Panopah followed behind me.  I pulled the thatch to the side, and walked in.  The
soldier with the gun was right behind me.  Colonel Panopah was behind him.  Once
we were all inside, Colonel Panopah asked, "What is wrong with her, doctor?"

I said, "I don't know."
The colonel looked at me with a puzzled look.  "Then what medicine did

you bring for her?"  I remember thinking there wasn't going to be right answer for
this.  I waited.

"Do you know who this girl is?  She is the daughter of a known terrorist
and enemy of the state.  This girl is a travesty to our sovereign nation.  She does
not deserve treatment.  We've been looking for her for some time, doctor.  You see,
in this country, we don't try to heal the cancers of our nation, we remove them."
Colonel Panopah shouted a command and two soldiers entered the hut.  The colonel
pointed to the hanging basket and gave another order.  The men took the basket
from the ceiling and carried the girl outside.  Calmly, the colonel said, "Let me
show you what we do to enemies of the state."  The two soldiers emptied the bas-
ket into the mud.  The girl poured from the basket.  She was thin and naked, no
more then seven or eight years old.  She was so weak that she couldn't hold herself
up.  She lay in the mud.

As the villagers watched this take place, they were becoming more agitat-
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ed.  People started shouting and the soldiers were working harder at keeping them
in a group.  The colonel took a rifle from one of the soldiers and stood next to the
girl.  He announced something to the entire village that made everyone wail.  He
turned the gun to the girl. Suddenly, the old lady burst from the crowd
screaming and ran towards the girl.  She was a step away when the colonel coolly
raised his gun and shot her once in the chest.  The old women went silent and fell
in the mud next to the girl.  The village went wild.  The colonel panned the gun
over the villagers, as if to say, "Who's next?"

At once, the jungle around us was lit with gunfire. All the villagers fell to
the ground and the soldiers started to run with their guns blazing.  Colonel Panopah
ducked behind a hut, his umbrella holding assistant was dead, next to the old lady
and girl. I fell to the ground and started crawling towards the girl. She was
crying and clinging to the old lady who was motionless.  There was gunfire all
around and people shouting and running. I covered the girl with my body and tried
my best to get out of the line of fire.  I dragged the girl and myself back into the
hut.  I took a rag and wiped her face clean.  I found whatever rags I could and cov-
ered her.  She was emaciated and shivering.  The gunfight outside raged.

I laid on the ground with the girl.  Holding her tight and brushed her hair
out of her eyes.  I felt the vial in my pocket and remembered Jenu.  I reached into
my pocket and pulled out the vial.  I shook the liquid inside and pulled the cork off.
I placed it to her lips and tilted it back.  She closed her eyes and let it pour into her
open mouth. I pulled the vial away and she swallowed hard.  She opened her eyes
slowly and smiled just a little.

Just then, Mareh burst through the door.  He was holding a rifle.  He looked
down, saw us, turned back, and left.  The firefight was slowly ending. Sporadic
gunfire was moving further and further into the jungle and away from the village.
Occasionally, I could hear something that sounded like screams or pleas punctuat-
ed by gunshots and then silence.  Mareh came back to the hut.   I was sitting up with
the girl in my lap. She was sleeping, I think. 
Mareh said, "You okay? She okay? Medicine?"  I nodded.  Mareh smiled.  He
shouted out the door, and some one shouted back.  Mareh held the door while the
man with the cigar moved into the hut and sat down across from me. His cigar was
out.

He looked at the girl for a long time. Then he looked up to me and said,
"This is my daughter.  She is very sick.  That man, the colonel, killed my sister.  He
has killed many people in my family, but he will never kill me.  He will never kill
again.  He held out his arms and I gave the girl to him.  He held her tight and start-
ed to rock her. I watched for a second, and then I got up and left the hut. 

Outside, there were rebels walking and dragging bodies from the forest.
Some of the villagers were lying in the mud, innocent victims.  Next to the old lady
was the colonel's body.  He had been shot many times. His uniform was soaking
wet.

After that day, I never went back to Banjarmasin.  I am a wanted man.  I
was implicated in the excursion, which the Bornean government is describing as a
CIA sponsored village massacre.  Since then, my country has disowned me, and I
have come to the understanding that I may never get home.  I've spent the last three
years running from the Bornean government, and hiding with the indigenous rebels
in the mountains.  I've become useful, I take care of the wounded and help villagers
with whatever I can.  I've been studying the native medical techniques under Jenu
and I've come a long way.  The girl, Curup recovered. I haven't yet.
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Trauma Surgery pre-rounds at 4 or 5 AM to prepare work rounds starting at 6:30
AM.  Our team is still going strong at 2:00PM.  Ahh . . . the glamour of surgery
clerkship.  We finish Afternoon assignments just before what should be a warm
November sunset, and I finally enjoy the opportunity to avoid studying, and do
something for my favorite "rock" instead.  She no longer remembers the number of
days that she has been here, and simply counts the months that have passed since
being confined behind the tinted windows and yellowing walls.

So, up I go to the OB floor to borrow a wheeled recliner, as a traditional wheel
chair will not work.  Abdominal walls covered only by poorly healing skin grafts-
oozing whatever brownish-green stuff the intestines and body copiously produce-
complicate sitting upright, even when the binder is on.  The staff ignores the med
student.  If I told them my plan, would they believe me, or care what I am doing?
Does it even matter?

Next, I check out a couple of utility closets for a bottle with enough O2 to give me
3 liters/minute for an hour.  The tank I find has no wrench, so I cut a wrench off an
empty one.  Another closet supplies a wheeled oxygen caddy; as wheeled recliners
don't have those convenient bottle racks.  The floor nurse rolls her eyes as I make
my final equipment run into the patient's room.

With my makeshift gurney cobbled together, it's time to load Her on.  Now to
parade through the corridors, pushing the chair and dragging the air, trying not to
ram doors or step on the plastic line blowing oxygen in Her face.  Quizzical stares
follow us along.  I worry about each of the bumps and ruts along the way.  I worry
whether Dr. Flint will chastise me for risking my patient's life.  I see new meaning
to the expression "busting a gut."

We sit on the deck of the rehab center for about 30 minutes as the last rays of the
setting winter sun warm us slightly.  The view is of the Hillsborough River and the
various buildings and stacks that surround the hospital.  It is very peaceful; there is
no linoleum or fluorescent bulbs glaring harshly back, only the sounds of everyday
bustle.  Cars hum in the distance, a powerboat roars along the river, the seagulls cry
out.  We chat about all of this and how nice it feels to relax outside the confines of
the hospital.  The puff of cigarette smoke, diesel exhaust or fry grease occasional-
ly mingles with the fresh breeze, tantalizing our brains, which are dulled from the
chronic assault of disinfectant and excrement wafting through hospital corridors.

She seems radiant as the lengthening shadows and the last rays of light dance
across her silver hair, framing a visage at peace, no longer strained by the months
of struggle.  She is smiling.  She is vibrant.

Clerkship Payday

BROOKE WILLIAMS

UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH FLORIDA

MEDICAL STUDENT
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The cooling night air sends us back the way we came all too soon.  Going back is
faster.  The bridge to the rehab center slopes gently downward.  The return is much
more painful.  The afternoon ranks of patients, doctors, families, and others thin.
The bright corridors of day are now replaced by the gray ones of night. I leave Her
in the lonely cell She once again occupies.  Will She ever leave again?  Will She
ever live again?  These questions haunt me as I pad quietly out…

The white Toyota cruised purposefully through the dimly lit TGH parking lot on a
February evening.  It slowed.  The darkened window began to open jerkily as I
approached.  She looked out.  I smiled with recognition.  I remembered Her.  As I
tried to stammer out a greeting and come up with Her name, she said, "You don't
remember me, but you saved my life."  We chatted for a moment as the traffic
backed up behind us.  She motored slowly off.  I called "Thank you." 

Sure… I know I did not save Her.  But I felt encouraged.  She was no longer just
alive, but really living again.  I will continue to study.  But sometimes, I will not.
Although I cannot spend what She gave me that night, I am so much richer for it.
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For those in the academic arena, the word mentor is a familiar term.  Many
students see a mentor as someone higher up on the academic ladder that can serve
as a role model, providing guidance in the pursuit of their academic and career
goals.  However, the etiology of the word demonstrates that a "mentor" can mean
far more than that.  The word mentor - or Mentor - is derived from the name of the
trusted counselor to the Greek adventurer, Odysseus.  Mentor's role was not limit-
ed to that of a simple role model or advisor.  In fact, Mentor played an integral role
in every dimension of Odysseus's development, instructing him in politics, philos-
ophy, life, travel and dealing with others.  Mentor did all that he could to ensure
Odysseus's success, and when necessary, he provided protection against those who
wished his failure.  In return, Mentor received gratitude from Odysseus and respect
from all who knew him.  His reputation and impact were so highly regarded that,
when Odysseus left his Ithacan homestead to fight in the Trojan War, Athena took
on the guise of Mentor and became the prudent counselor of Odysseus' son,
Telemachus.

Although many people journey through life without the assistance of such
an individual, I am one of the fortunate few who has not had to navigate alone.  For
the past three years I have worked with a mentor in the field of medicine.  Like
Athena for Telemachus, this person has adopted the traits of Mentor.  By allowing
me to watch him visit patients, he has served as a role model and example of the
type of physician I aspire to be-one who has respect for patients and a love for
learning.  In addition, he has certainly given me ample guidance in academic and
career planning.  However, his true role as a mentor has been much more than that;
his role more closely parallels that of the original Mentor.  It has involved motiva-
tion to study for that organic chemistry final, encouragement to write that paper,
and insistence to speak up to that professor.  This motivational role was played by
the original Mentor when he encouraged Telemachus to stand up to the Suitors who
were squandering his wealth and pursing Odysseus' wife in his absence.  When I
needed to speak up to a professor who had erred, my apprehensions were much like
those voiced by Telemachus when he went to meet with Nestor: 

"Mentor, how am I to go up to the great man?  How shall I greet him?  Remember
that I have no practice in making speeches; and a young man may well hesitate to
cross-examine one so much his senior."  
Mentor responded to Telemachus: 

"Where your native wit fails, heaven will inspire you.  It is not for nothing that the
gods have watched your progress since your birth."

Likewise my mentor insisted that I could maintain my composure while facing my
superior.  Another role of the original Mentor was that of an intimate advisor who
instructed Telemachus on the details of his journey to Sparta and Pylos to obtain

Mentor

CHERYL SLONE

UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH FLORIDA

UNDERGRADUATE
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information concerning his father's whereabouts.  My mentor fulfills this role today
in his advice on coping with college roommates, suggestions on dealing with over-
ly concerned parents, and even recommendations on where to get a good meal in
Miami.  His mentorship has included piloting lessons, a deep-sea fishing experi-
ence, and advice on where to find the best surfing in Costa Rica.  Through our rela-
tionship as mentor and pupil, we have become friends, feeding each other's desire
for adventure and learning.  Most importantly, he has shown me my own strengths
and weaknesses, always reminding me of my potential and instilling in me the self-
confidence that is required to reach that potential.

True mentors such as this are rare, however their legacy is lasting.  It is
through them that knowledge is dispensed to the next generation.  Although I may
never be able to repay my mentor personally for all that he has taught me, I can
assure that his efforts are not in vain, for they are evident in all my actions.
Transcending my debt to him is that which I owe to my own future pupil when one
day I, like Athena, take on the role of Mentor.  It is through the instruction of that
upcoming pupil that my mentor's teachings will endure.





The Journey
Stephanie Goff



Poetry



30 • MEDLENNIUM

i have butterflies in my stomach right now.
i'm about to turn around, look you straight in the eye,

and tell you a story that is mine.

no, it's not exactly a comfortable thing,
but you see I dared myself.

i double-dared myself.
and there is a thrill in the vulnerability of such disclosure.

see, i've been leaving places that are depleted of joy lately--
places where souls once entwined in reverent embraces

disentangle, disengage, de-animate, and devolve.

there had been a downward spiral that began with the color of my hair.
there was a significant "other" on the opposite side of a nearly insurmountable fence,

splintering me as i straddled it,
scaring off a few loved ones as i jumped it.

i fled the negativity that attempts to overwhelm
and began anew the search for what beings my soul joy:

a life unframed by limits to potential,
a life framed by the radiance of supportive kindred souls.

as an adjunct to my travels
away from one set of circumstances and towards another,

i decided to take a drive...
of fifty-four hundred miles.

planning to disappear for a spell into the wild blue yonder,
i gathered my courage around me and prepared

to face new places and experiences alone and happy.

i was planning to use this courage, this audacity to take my hands off the wheel,
you know, let universe steer for a while,

breathing into all the pain and pleasure that might come,
recoiling from neither.

healing with distance the harm that had also been done by distance,
i entered the cocoon of my car, turned up the music,

and took the advice of a wise friend who once told me,
"create what you want, girl!"

enter state solo
First Place

CHRISSIEOTT

BAYLOR UNIVERSITY

MEDICAL STUDENT
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from the comfort of my car, i took in some remarkable sights.
did you know a small herd of camels is grazing a pasture in the middle of texas?

that in california they call their prisons "men's colonies"?
that their actually is a roadside bates motel in western idaho?

did you realize that it's butterfly season on the interstates of america?

they're flitting through deserts that could easily kill,
and flirting with disaster as they playfully dodge cars,

like their game's goal is to make eye contact with the drivers
before being carried by the windshear to safety...

well, usually.
there are occasional casualties.

but what is death to them?
just another metamorphosis...

relinquishing old states, embracing new ones.

what is it about entering new states anyway?
that compulsion to pose with silly grins

next to less-than-clever signs like "welcome to colorful colorado,"
as we cross those seemingly arbitrary thresholds,

near giddy as we anticipate the acquisition of a new snow globe, or spoon, or shot-glass...

i'm getting a bit antsy now.
ready to emerge from my carcoon...

wondering if i'm going to feel like a social butterfly
or an antisocial one.

i'm passing some of my fellow travelers,
being passed by others.

trying not to judge in either case.
some of them are using me as a pace setter.
i wonder if they see me as a human shield

or as a leader.

i'm tired of the obsessive game i'm compelled to play,
constantly dividing miles by minutes, minutes  by miles.

what's the fascination with making good time?
when making a good time is so much more the point

in fact, as a gesture of choosing to pursue that point,
I HEREBY RENOUNCE THE HARSH CRITICALVOICE THAT HAUNTS ME AND

MY BODY.

i may not change the world,
but i will change my perception of it.

i will choose to recognize the vast wealth available to me,
the awesome landscapes, impossibly beautiful stars...

trees and mountains that feel like family,
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and a tribe of souls with intriguing stories
and intentions that are Pure, Powerful, and Good.

like the butterflies, this family of souls embraces metamorphosis.
unassumingly they challenge the world's assumptions with their

facile shifting of states,
their transformations...

challenging my own assumptions always teaches me something.
(usually to be less assuming)

so, here i am,
challenging assumptions,
mapping new approaches,

learning to navigate the inter-state solo.
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It would be
So easy to say

That by what I do 
I care

Yet one day 
I walked into her room

Looked into her 
Deep silent stare

And forgot all that I thought
I knew.

Fear as old 
As human beings

Sliced through the room
Paralyzing my heart

Stomping my racing thoughts.
She,

Those eyes,
Crumbled my professional
Educated mind
And asked me if 

I dared
To step inside
Her pain and burdens,
To cross the line

I was told
"Never cross"
It was then
My caring slipped
Over the threshold,

Stripped of its outward 
Bearings of skills and 
Bombastic understanding.
It arrived in land
Which drenched me

In scalding light
There I stood
Open as the sun
Listening free
Doing nothing

Just caring.

Caring
Second Place

PATRICIA DELATE
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Alone she sits and warms the nest
waiting for the newborn guest
Her heart beats fast, her hopes abound
a lonely heart, a deafening sound

From the warmth, the bird emerged
the mother's loneliness  is purged
To love, protect, nurture and teach
hopes and dreams are within  their reach

Little red has spread her wings
a lonely heart begins to sing
together they explore the sky
eventually days and years go by

The preacher said  "kiss the bride"
Overwhelmed the mother cried
The nest is gone 
The bird has flown
Look how beautiful the bird has grown

Red Bird
Third Place

DIANE ROGERS
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Aching Muscles 
beg for me to cease
as I cross Hanna Road.
They speak silently
of their struggle. 
Once, I knew them-
by nicknames-as quads, lats, and traps.
This year we were more
formally introduced.

I would like to go further.
My black and white companion
is a fur covered blur
at my side.
Is it our speed
or the astigmatism 
warping my left globe?

I'll encourage her with,
"Good girl, Maddie."
Trotting on effortlessly
she shows me 
fleeting flattery is not needed.
So, I'll tell myself, "Good girl."
And hope I keep going.

I feel that pounding 
in my chest 
(radiating down my left arm? no.
i'll survive).
Wishing to stop,
I'll move on.
Wanting to stop,
I'll move on,
traversing every bump in the road,
for this is not 
the first new thing.

One New Thing

FRANCINE FRASER
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Beneath an overcast of ashen trees,
I dreamt of walking through vanilla fields
Again, where Frosty and I played that day,
Before giddy gnomes kidnapped him away
Like stolen fruit returned to the garden.
I lay listening to whooshes of wind
Hurdling through as the tempest gave chase
To native ghosts once all so commonplace.
Next, I lent my ears to the echoes of
Raindrops crashing to ripples of pond,
That doused my curiosity ablaze,
Not to mention an evening of charades
I'd played with the siren who asked me to
Tickle her luscious firs and lonely loins
Before treading upon her demure fallow.
Now, ambivalent forces swept o'er me,
Like a tsunami of storied battles
Between wishful thinking and reality.
A crestfallen mood I found myself in,
Now awakened by an epiphany-
My nocturnal fixations have come to an end.

A Dream Sequence

JEFFREYLIN
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Shot before noon on a Tuesday...
Thirteen years old,

Female.
Perfect breasts now to be cradled by scar…

Sternum cracked,
Vessels penetrated.

"It's Halloween," I am thinking from across the room
As I watch helplessly the scene before me,

As I lean cautiously against the cold, tiled O.R. wall,
As I try my best to tap into something bigger,

And send it to her.

"Why and How? Why and How?"
Is what I keep hearing inside my head.

But only inside my head.
Is it that these questions are assumed ever-present here,

Or is it that they are never asked?

I am thinking the fact that I wonder this now
More than I ponder her damaged anatomy

Indicates I am not cut of the surgeon's cloth.
Good for me.

Good for them.
I am a poet-doctor then.

Whipping out my palm computer in the O.R.
To capture and record elusive prose

Rather than to look up something "relevant."

All before noon on a Tuesday.

Before Noon on a Tuesday

CHRISSIEOTT

BAYLOR UNIVERSIRTY

MEDICAL STUDENT
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Quivering flame on windowsill sputters,
Billowing puffs of white smoke into sky.
Hollow eyes stare outside hidden shutters,
Suppressing urges to meet him on high.
Gray skies pour drizzle to cool her hot cheeks,
Engraved with rivulets, laden with years.
Dark forest ahead holds the soul she seeks,
Silent on satin, reflection of fears.
Slow feet trod the path to her loved one's side,
Wrinkled creases over unbending hands,
Reminders, age, allows no one to hide.
Stopping, with daisies, before stone she stands,
Memories bittersweet under cold rain,
Sad smile, he's at peace, unchained from the pain.

Grieving

LYNE SCHAEFER-ALFONSE

UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH FLORIDA
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He was a sailor in the U.S. Navy,
Was there at Pearl Harbor.
Then he was a sharecropper,
Then a farm owner.

He taught me how to fish,
How to call the cows,
Before the stroke got him.

Now he's one with a wheelchair,
A little lost, anxious, confused,
And angry at the people only he can see
Who won't answer his questions.

Uncle

KIMBERLY MAYS DE PEREZ

UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH FLORIDA

MEDICAL STUDENT
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See me morning,
Green at dawn.
Cloaked and void,
Blind in the glow of noon.
I must seek shade
To tend my wounds.
Awake at sunset,
Scared and pregnant;
Resting neath the lunar
light.
See me mourning,
Gold at night.

See Me Morning

ONEITH SUBA
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her name was Henesse
a beautiful nine year old child
she walked to the clinic alone
because she had an ear ache

where were her folks, I wonder

she is unlike the others
what pride she carries within
quietly complains of her ear ache
and so I take her in
I look in her ear
bright red it is

I step back and think
what a beautiful child she is
she wears a simple white dress
with big black eyes and dark brown skin
her hair in braids
smiling shyly at me
as I try to communicate
with what little Spanish I've learned

I thought, I will never forget you Henesse
for years to come I will remember
how you touched my soul
and changed something within

random thoughts at a clinic in Jarabacoa

SHERENESHALHUB
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There is a leaf stuck to the gum on the bottom of my shoe
It can't help itself-- stuck there, or not

A living object lacking will of it's own.
This leaf has become a permanent passenger

It will go where I take it
Then where the wind takes it

Or the trash
It stuck to the gum on the bottom of my shoe as it had no 

Choice
Or voice

My voice is finding me these days,  weeks,  years.
It occasionally raises itself, emphatic but not harsh.

When angered it quiets, leaves me alone
When elated it drives me like a nail. 

Forcefully I am propelled-a passenger on my own breath

I am learning the power of voice 
Independent of word, yes.

The power of passengering with will
Intention calls forth the needed guides

And inspiration throws itself on my path 
Everywhere and anywhere that I am

Passenger

CHRISSIEOTT
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As I stood at his side wide-eyed and amazed, I heard the high-pitched buzz of the
drill at work.  How delicate his hands had to be to maneuver in such tight spaces,
each move more demanding and graceful than the last.  A little drilling here, some
hammering over there, another shot of Novocain, a polishing with the brush, and
finally the end product.  Out of the chair rose the patient, smiling crookedly and
drooling a bit, but satisfied nonetheless.   For the dentist, my father, another suc-
cessful root canal was complete.

Much like the skills required of the dentist, craftsmanship has been in my blood for
many generations.  In the latter half of the 19th century my great-grandfather start-
ed handcrafting piano cabinets in New York's Lower East Side.  Following his lead
my grandfather started his own business delivering nuts and bolts for a hardware
company, and at the age of 80 still does handiwork for his condominium neighbors.
Currently my younger brother is pursuing his master's degree in computer engi-
neering and robotics design.  To me it only seems logical that I would be drawn to
a career working with my hands as an Otolaryngologist-Head and Neck Surgeon.

I was first exposed to the field of Otolaryngology as a research assistant at the
University of Virginia.  Although I was a novice in the field, I found myself drawn
to both the precise technique and intellectual demands of the research endeavor.
While long nights with sick rats in a miniature sound booth is certainly not the
practice of Otolaryngology, it nonetheless opened a window into a field of medi-
cine that I found unbelievably fascinating.   As I prepared to enter medical school
I knew in the back of my mind that specialty medicine with a focus on such anato-
my and pathology was extremely appealing.

The experiences through my third-year clerkships confirmed these very suspicions.
I learned much like the master craftsman, the handyman, the dentist, and the engi-
neer had before me, I was drawn to the gratification of working and solving prob-
lems with both my intellect and my hands.  However, I also realized I needed more.
Not only did I desire the cerebral and technical challenges that surgery offers, but
also the humanism and patient-physician relationship that is often diminished in
other fields of medicine.  To me Otolaryngology offers a unique blend of medical
management of a wide variety of complex pathology with the opportunity for direct
intervention-- to surgically render a cure.  More importantly the ability to interact,
communicate, and form lasting patient-physician relationships with a diverse
patient population of all ages is extremely appealing.  I believe no other medical or
surgical field offers such a myriad of patient presentations, compelling anatomy,
stimulating research opportunities, and gratifying long-term outcomes. 

Throughout my life I have enjoyed the privilege to serve as a leader among my
peers. The multiple leadership positions I have held are not important for what they
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represented, but rather for the experiences I gained.  Such exposure taught me to
act responsibly and hone my decision-making skills, while reacting and responding
to others' ideas.  Likewise, my research experience has taught me to work inde-
pendently, to constantly revise and question my initial approach, and to tackle
obstacles that at times seemed insurmountable.  I like to think of myself as a per-
sonable, good-humored, well-rounded, and self-motivated individual, yet also the
consummate team player.  I am diligent in my work ethic while caring, compas-
sionate, and empathetic toward my patients and colleagues.  I believe these quali-
ties will benefit me most during the arduous yet rewarding road ahead filled with
interesting patients, long hours, and the emotional challenges inherent in any med-
ical career.

As Muhammad Ali, a master craftsman in his own right, once stated, "Service to
others is the rent you pay for your room here on earth."  I honestly feel prepared to
dedicate my career as an Otolaryngologist-Head and Neck Surgeon to my patients.
I am aware that Otolaryngology is a demanding career choice, however "Challenges
are what make life interesting; overcoming them is what makes life meaningful."
To me, nothing could be more meaningful.  In 50 years I hope to look back at my
life and be able to say two things: I made a difference in this world and I made the
craftsmen before me proud.  
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postage costs so we can solicit national participation and provide all writers
with contributor copies.   One fee permits multiple entries.
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To ensure receipt of the next issue of MEDLENNIUM, or to make a contribution
toward our future success, please make a check payable to:

MEDLENNIUM

University of South Florida
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