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The World Is White

The world is white

and I'm a black speck,

struggling against a tide of needs unmet.
Wandering to and fro

in a whirlwind of snow,

hoping to find home before my sun sets.

The world is cold

and I burn like fire,

breaking the darkness

and melting frigid hearts with my desire.

The world is white

and I could be white too;

denying my very being until I am someone new.
Twisting and turning until I can’t be recognized—
staring in the mirror at someone I despise.

I could change my name and change my dress
all in the name of becoming a success.

But that’s not me—

I could never do that

because I know having a black speck

is what makes the white worth looking at.

Danielle Andrews
Medical Student




Black and White Sand Kosha Soneji

Playa Avellana, Guana Caste Medical Student
Costa Rica
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Forgiveness

Tell me what you're thinking
Let me justify my fear
This piece, once broken
Into a shadow disappears

A great divide
The separation of our kinds
A time for feeling -
Not the place for lines

Victors stand alone
Enemies draw the line
Tracing through the steps
The mystery of each find

Catch a broken promise
Mend a shattered heart
The wreckage of the wounded
Forsake - the hardest part

Ashleigh Menhadji
Medical Student



In Storm’s Wake Tiffany Ynosencio
Acrylic Painting Medical Student
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Atisa Beihaghi
Medical Student

“Persepolis, Iran
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Fretboard Climb Kristen Giambusso
School of Public Health Student
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My Way

He stood proudly, his soiled boxers around his ankles, one hand
gripping the bed railing and the other offering up a jar of urine. At
83 years old, Dr. B was full of knowledge, bursting with advice and
unable to contain his many anecdotes. His body, more aged than his
mind, was also wearing down, as he was quickly losing control of his
bodily functions. But he didn’t seem to have a care in the world. He
showed no sign of shame or humility either. Instead he stood proudly,
with nothing left to lose and hence nothing left to hide. At life’s end,
maybe there isn’t anything left to share aside from body and soul.

Once a renowned physician who ran a major hospital, Dr. B was
now a dying patient, of course still intent on being the doctor. He
refused scans to check the progression of his cancer, refused IV treat-
ment for his dehydration, even refused having his vitals checked. But
he knew what he was doing. He was already on hospice care for his
terminal cancer - it wasn’t necessary to go through the risks of drink-
ing contrast fluid just to assess the stage of the disease already insis-
tent on killing him. He didn’t need to put an obvious source of infec-
tion into his body by allowing IV fluids to be administered since he
could just orally hydrate himself with juice and soup. And he certain-
ly did not need his vitals taken if his blood pressures were fine before
and he felt well enough to be worried solely about the whereabouts of
his eyeglasses. He was a doctor for longer than even the attending had
been alive and he knew what he was doing,

Dr. B did not want a straight catheter. He asked me if [ knew how
many bugs get into the system that way. He wanted to simply give a
urine sample in a jar. For anyone else, it would not have been a prob-
lem, but with urinary retention, it was an ordeal for him. In an effort
to bypass the nurse’s wish to insert a straight catheter, he had got-
ten out of bed, stripped down and urinated into the jar standing up,
ignoring his recent trouble with fecal incontinence. His roommate’s
wife had rushed out to inform us of the smell, mess and horror of the
situation. I had walked in to find a man resembling a skeleton draped
with flesh colored cloth and ornamented with large black rimmed
glasses proclaiming his victorious feat with a urine-filled jar as proof.
At that moment, Dr. B looked more like a venerable figure of author-




ity than another geriatrics patient who had lost control of his bowels.
Seeing him stripped to the bone almost, wastes voided but knowledge
still flowing from the opposite end, made me feel as if he was the doc-
tor in his birthday suit and I was the infant in my white coat. He was
the most confident person in the room, invoking Sinatra’s “My Way”
to further prove he was not wrong in making an unsanitary mess,
declaring his independence and role as his own primary caretaker.

It wasn’t until later that night that I listened to the song and real-
ized maybe Dr. B wasn’t only applying the title to his incident, but
the whole song to his life. The song is written from a dying man’s
view, letting the world know he lived his life his way with no regrets.
And then I saw that I may have been one of the last people that Dr. B
tried to pass along his message to - to always look at the big picture.
It didn’t matter that we had to clean up a mess; we had managed to
avoid risking a urinary tract infection and we had gotten our urine
sample. For a patient with not much time to live, it was important to
assess the big picture for him as an individual. As a doctor, it’s neces-
sary to treat the patient, but also treat him as an individual. Physi-
clans are trained to evaluate a patient as he comes into their care by
diagnosing a problem and then applying the appropriate methods of
management. But as Dr. B relayed to the team repeatedly on his day
of discharge, we need to treat the problem according to the individual
it presents in, not the other way around.

[ had never seen a body in that state before - the expression ‘skin and
bones” had never been so literal. But it was the stark contrast of his spirit
that made me admire rather than pity Dr. B. It was as if the more his
body wore down, the more his soul bore through, making it very clear to
see the individual inside the patient. As a student, it’s still a difficult con-
cept for me to apply, but I know the image and words of Dr. B will stay
with me as I learn to care for my future patients as individuals.

Swathi Gadangi
Medical Student
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Bonfire Nights Tanya Donahou
Badlands, ND Medical Student
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Echo

silence!

i force my fingers’ compliance
yet

still aching, yearning to touch
the glistening keys set before me

what to do?

there is no sound, yet melodies
echo

echo in my mind

waiting to be brought into reality

fingers skim keys

yet still

no sound,

no sound can be heard

as i merely touch the surface

strings wait to reverberate
patient, so patient
in spite of my reluctance

head falls
down,
down into the black glistening coolness
of wood against skin.
breathing stills
in recognition of the silence in the air

inhale

exhale

fingers to keys

mind to soul

swept away

muscle memory only a part
of this abounding joy

eyes flutter open
and over the silence

is the compelling echo Shireen Heidari
of My clear sweet tones. Medical Student




Boston Public Library James Yeh
Medical Student




sy e B

Q;éﬁ‘;lvnglﬂ%ths ; ‘ < : s i George Agh ha |
3 - R ' MedzmlS ud I

4




:3§> \N\:\t\\s o . . S TR LA RO ,oum.ua:m%:«m

i!“r £~ | - 3 -, T . - . -'L'.‘

SIIpE-PAAUTE ]

Snuan_...........a..... m

,_ e
| 1 l
/ |




UIPIISVIPI]
‘Aearepy Ty

Sk




Exposed

Twisted feelings
Not my choice
Suffocation — lost my voice

Eyes are liquid
Head is brick

Over & over — doesn’t click

Keep trying harder
Breathing is deep
Struggle — secrets to keep

Complicated living
Justify make-believe
Now — the time to leave

Perplexing logic
With convoluted thought
Guidance - yet to be sought

Growing quickly
Changing hands

Determination — that’s the plan

Almost over
Truth be told
Trepidation — break the mold

In an instant

Over time

Different — not that kind
Ashleigh Menhadji

Medical Student
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Standing Tall ‘ T . George Aghla
White Mountains, NH Medical Student
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patricia

precious earth time
danced
with her soul
loquacious eyes
tenacious vitality;
life
has faded to another energy.

like a simple rose

hued

distinct

eloquent

captivating.

blooms

for all to see.
the wind blows
parching
pedals
forever.

gone.

as you feel suspended
lost
consumed in vast emptiness.
demolished
devastated
in spirit
as if you have been bulldozed over
left with sad-minded gloom.
like the world stopped
you climbed off
and it started to spin again ...

James T. E. Chengelis, MD
Department of Psychiatry




time aches

all you hear,
feel.
is your heart,

broken.

no longer whole

but holed.
you are left with time
that makes you love her
more than before,
afraid of fading memories ...
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