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Cover: Gras
The painting “Gras” slowly developed into
its current stage. It started out with pieces of
a heart and then turned to a more rugged,
brutal image. I named it Gras, adapting the
German saying “let grass grow over it,”
meaning that, with time, things will get better
or more bearable. It deals with the rape and
extreme violence of the Rwandan genocide,
where wounds are so immensed only time
may heal them. Even though grass will grow
back, things might not return to their original
state. Acrylics on linen.

By Tina Falle

Inside Cover:
Una Vida del Amor, Xela,
Guatemala, March 2004

By Emily Christensen

The Stew is grateful to our contributors for
their creativity and their courage to share their
works with the JHSPH community. We also
thank the Student Assembly and the Alumni
Association for their financial support. The
contents of The Stew do not reflect the
opinions of JHSPH or of The Stew editors.

View the Stew in full color at:
www.jhsph.edu/assembly/stew
Email us at: stew@jhsph.edu
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Our Neighbors
The documentary film, Boys of Baraka, demonstrates the power of “place” to drastically alter the lives of the young

men it chronicles.  Most of the boys in the film (around 13 years old at the time) chose to leave East Baltimore along with
its TVs, and more importantly girls, in the hope of transforming themselves at an all male boarding school in East Africa,
the Baraka School.  Within one year, most of the boys had changed, making the honor roll in some cases, and dealing with
their emotions in creative and constructive ways.

In one of the most poignant scenes,  members of the boys’ families are informed that the second year of the two-year
school program has been cancelled due to threats of terrorism in Kenya and their boys will not be able to return to Baraka. 
Several family members break down in body-shaking sobs, convinced that their boys have lost their only chance to escape a
“lif e sentence” of  poverty, drugs and possibly premature death on the streets of East Baltimore.. 

Following a recent film screening with students and faculty of Johns Hopkins Bloomberg School of Public Health,
School of Nursing, and School of Medicine, a question and answer session was held with six of the forty young men who
attended the Baraka School in 2002.  One recurring question from the audience was, “How do we change this place so that
you all can thrive, as you did so well in East Africa? 

Our neighbors face a number of problems apart from the structural decay of East Baltimore.  In 2000, nearly 10,000
residents of East Baltimore out of a total of 100,000 required treatment for drug or alcohol problems.  It was considered
one of the nation’s most violent communities, ranking near the top for reduced life expectancy. It is estimated that three-
quarters of the young men in East Baltimore will not graduate high school and have no chance of employment in the
future. 

It is imperative that we consider the institutional role of the Schools of Public Health, Nursing, and Medicine in East
Baltimore, beyond efforts being made by individual students, faculty, and administration to address these matters.  Should
the Johns Hopkins Medical Institutions’ responsibility to surrounding communities be more commensurate with their
power and influence?   An article published in Academic Medicine, titled “The Johns Hopkins Urban Health Institute: A
Collaborative Response to Urban Health Issues,” described the schools’ commitment to the community.  There have also
been signs of investment in East Baltimore – a part-time primary care clinic and a community technology resource center. 
Furthermore, the Schools have established the tri-school Student Outreach Resource Center (SOURCE) staffed by two
individuals dedicated to coordinating community involvement. One public health administrator recently stated that he was
surprised with all that we do in East Baltimore. I suppose our involvement is relative; we are doing more than nothing.

“For the great enemy of truth is very often not the lie — deliberate, contrived and dishonest —

but the myth — persistent, persuasive, and unrealistic.”  -JFK
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The myth in this case is that the Schools’ current efforts will be enough to elicit any real change. Obviously, our schools,
alone, cannot solve the issues confronting our neighbors in East Baltimore, but I am certain that more can be done. 

According to Geoffrey Canada, Chief Executive of a comprehensive community building initiative in Harlem, New
York (Harlem’s Children Zone (HCZ) – www.hcz.org), “we already know how to save these children, a massive early investment in large
numbers of young people, and then providing the capacity to stay with those kids as they turn eight, nine, ten, and eleven…at the same time,
we need to rebuild the communities in which these kids live. In poor communities where, literally, all of the institutions are failing children,
you can’t do one thing and expect that you’ll solve the issue of scale.” 

This is a huge, almost paralyzing,
commitment.  But, it is possible, and
HCZ has shown evidence of positive
change for thousands of inner-city
children in Harlem.  With this in mind,
it is urgent that we develop an
understanding of the magnitude of
the efforts needed, make a greater
investment, and coordinate these
efforts to systematically address the
issues at hand.  Lives of valuable and
talented young people are at stake.

By Jay Graham
Member of S S S S Students
for PPPPPositive AAAAAademic PaRRRRRtnership with the East Baltimore CCCCCommunity (SPARC)
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Prelude  By Becky Genberg
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Beginning

By Shuvra Dasgupta

I shall travel with you in time and space, from left to right across these pages –
you will see. In reading me, I will write myself. These pages mark my blossoms which I can

not keep, for on the vine they will fade and fall. So I paste them on these pages, where they will keep
their freshness and yet grow older. With them, I will grow wiser, and you, I hope, will understand how

furtively and fervently I begin, in shy excitement. For I know I cannot begin alone, I must journey with you to
start, in preparation, in questions, in dread. And together, I hope we will discover whether my eyes are passionate
enough in vision and my hands patient enough in skill to render my tumult and confusion and clarities into a
single and harmonious whole – a fiction, a fantasy, perhaps a fragment, precise and yet only half comprehended.

You see, for now my words are stilted, ungainly, nervous. But this is all I can do for now. I shall apply
diligence to this task, and of course love. Therein, perhaps, by the last page, which of course will only

be another beginning, I will have a perfect phrase to end with, the labor of which you will
witness.
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Souhanikville Sunset, Cambodia                    By Amy Boore
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My Island in the Sun...Finally Grateful
There are times that I have complained about what should
have been done in my country. But last weekend, I was
admonished to speak about the solutions, and to consider
how I might be a part of the changing times. I am grateful
to have been thus directed. It caused me to stop and think
of how I am a child of changing times. I was born before
we gained our independence from Great Britain. I grew
up in the era of freedom.

My parents were able to send me to  school to and
provided me with the opportunity to pursue higher
education. I had the privilege to grow up in a country in
which my leaders were Black, a country where violence was
not at the forefront of the process of change, a country
that nurtured free speech, a country where women played
a pivotal role in its transformation. What an amazing
country and heritage! I want to give thanks first to
almighty God for the privilege to be born in the Bahamas,
and then I want to thank all those who have gone before
and are still alive today who envisioned the dream of this
country. I want to thank my mother and all the mothers
who spurred their children on with the phrase “Chile the
sky is the limit.”

Initially I was willing to leave and never return. I did not
recognize the richness of my country until I had the
opportunity to be educated in Jamaica, to travel to
Trinidad, to collect medicinal plants in Guyana, and to
work in the United States. I now believe that this
Bahamaland is the land flowing with milk and honey, the
land of the home and the brave. What an incredible legacy,
history, people and culture we possess. I am now eager to
contribute to the further development of my country
home and I know others who are just as eager.

We recognize that we have our challenges. We are neither
first-world nor third-world. I suppose, if our country
could fit into a category, it could be considered a second-
world nation, but placing it in a box does not do it justice.
I believe that we are in our second era of nation building
in which the practice of passing the legacy of change to
another generation must be nurtured. We must continue
to change the way we view ourselves, and then change
ourselves before we seek to change others. We must
recognize the need for a systems perspective, that every
ministry, every community, every constituency, every
nation represented in our island home is connected. Then
we must work together, every man, woman and child to
build a nation that will change the world in which we live.
And I believe we can. I believe we must.

The islands are calling us back home.

Oh, island in the sun
Willed to me by my father’s hand
All my days I will sing in praise
Of your forest, waters, your shining sand

Artist: Harry Belafonte (peak Billboard position # 30
in 1957)

Dr. Calae Dorsett-Henry
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Find Me
She confused me for a past lover,
Or maybe several.
True or imagined, I’ll never know.
His voice, she reminisced,
was dipped in honey.
Not like mine.
His cravings, she mused,
made her feel perfectly vulnerable

Looking through me.
Or over my shoulder,
Wondering,
Who else is here?
As she puts the words Love, You, I in the same breath.

Her fist, lined with iron spikes,
Against my cheek
Could not have penetrated more than her words,
Or her willful absence.

I am waiting,
Dwelling, on my loss of Popularity.
Will she keep looking for me,
In other men, in all the wrong places?
Do I even know where here is?

Detached
The morning paper,

messenger of good and ill;
Usually stepped over.

Anonymous Poetry
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Absinth 2005
The painting was inspired by a blue period

painting by Pablo Picasso. To me, it connects some
of the 19th century fin-de-siecle atmosphere to the

current state of the world. I dedicated this painting
to my dear brother Alex who might not know

Picasso’s work all that well, but happens to think
“Absinth” is cool. Acrylics and tempera on wood.

By Tina Falle
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HIV - Part of the Sentence?
I’ve been inside many times, but this time was different.  There was no mistaking what I saw and no way to
imagine a more plausible interpretation.  In some prisons, I almost forget where I am as I walk from one building
to the next along meticulously manicured pathways that cut through patches of short green grass, spotted with
nondescript shrubbery.  It is as if I were strolling the campus of a meagerly-endowed college, students and all.
And even in facilities where nothing resembles the outside, the stark realities of prison life are not immediately
apparent on the faces or in the mannerisms of the captives as they carry out their daily routines, seemingly
oblivious to the unnatural limitations of their existence.  But as soon as I enter the cafeteria in this particular
facility, I spot him—tall and slender, moving calmly through the line and carefully picking his food as if he were
at an upscale restaurant that caters to a wealthy business crowd who can afford a leisurely lunch.  His light brown
curls fall gently below his shoulders and he wears it behind his ears exposing his delicate, almost childlike features.
If I had passed him on the street on another day in different clothes, I would have guessed him for an artist or
a musician.  He makes his last choice and walks slowly to a table near to me and sits down among a group of
prisoners where he clearly does not belong.  I watch him hand a carton of milk and some food to the much larger,
more seasoned-looking prisoner sitting next to him and a sick feeling comes over me.  I try to see if his arms are
shaven smooth like a woman’s, but I am not close enough.  It doesn’t matter anyway.  I have all the evidence I
need.  As we continue to tour the facility, I ask the correctional officer escorting us if rape is a problem in this
facility. “Not rape,”  he answers, “but consensual sex is.”   I silently question if our definition of “consent” is the
same.  Later, the same officer—small, reddish hair, freckled and looking more like a mid-western farm boy than
a tough authority figure—admits to me that if he were sent to this prison, he would probably kill himself.  Many
try.  Others adapt hoping to negotiate with their tormentors sexual acts that do not put them at the highest risk of
death.  This is America I think to myself—liberty and justice for all.

By Julie Samia Mair
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This picture was taken on a long and winding road in Zimbabwe. In Shona, “chinja” means change.

By Nyasha Bakare
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Impermanence
Impermanence is a principle of harmony.
When we don’t struggle against it, we
are in harmony with reality.
~Pema Chödrön

By Alex Ergo
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Danesh
I realize I can’t remember his name as I am brushing my teeth. I pause mid-stroke, toothbrush in hand, and

struggle to recall the name I had thought that I would never forget. Daniel? David? No, those names are too Canadian.

Danesh.

That is it. The little boy who lay on a stretcher as a multitude of nurses, physicians and aides flowed around him
in an operating room in Islamabad. Mesmerised by his wide eyes, wailing voice, endless tears, and limp body I tried to
hold his hand, offer him candies, a rattle, toys, all to no avail. One of the Pakistani anaesthetists commented that she
had seen many children like Danesh – inconsolable in their sadness.

This is not surprising given the traumatic history of their short lives. Danesh had lived in a village near the
epicenter of the earthquake that had torn through northern Pakistan. In a moment his life was altered inexorably.
Parents, gone. Home, gone. Village, gone. He was trapped under the rubble that collapsed over his small body. In the
confusion and franticness of the rescue effort survivors were forcefully pulled from the wreckage by desperate searchers.

I am introduced to the phrase “degloving injury”- when skin, fat, muscle is torn off the body when being
extracted.

Danesh’s chart reads:  “2-year-old boy. EQU victim. Sister only. Parents dead.”

Danesh’s left leg has been degloved. I am the one to unwrap his bandaging after he has been anaesthetized and
given temporary relief from his pain. The dressing reaches the level of where his skin should start, but yet I continue to
unroll. Finally I reach the end and am confronted by the pathetically exposed tiny muscles of his thigh and calf. He has
already met the instruments of one surgeon, and there are clean incisions at the top and bottom of his leg. Our task is
to assess the possibility of a skin graft which would take skin from another part of his tiny body to begin the
reconstruction of his leg. The surgeon I am with has spent weeks in the operating room, seeing injuries after
amputations after broken bones.

At first his wound (his wound being his entire lower leg) appears clean, and there is hope that the graft can be
started. But then the surgeon presses on the skin at the top of Danesh’s leg and pus oozes out. Disappointingly it is
decided that there will be no grafting today. The infection must heal first. We debride as necessary – the medical term for
removing dead and infected tissue. Danesh continues to sleep and the anaesthetist observes for any twitch or sound as
she does not have the technology to monitor him electronically.
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The inspection of Danesh’s leg finishes and a lotion is lathered along his flesh; it is a mysterious brew that the
crew of Russian surgeons has brought with them. This Russian group is apparently known for its high quality surgical
work in disaster situations. They are also known for their propensity to use emergencies as an opportunity to test new
techniques and apparatuses on horrendous injuries. I too am experimenting as I work as an unsupervised physician
while still a resident, in a country where I have no qualifications, where I can work simply because of the desperate
situation.

Danesh’s time on the operating table is over and he is met by an anaesthetist from my team outside the operating
theatre. He has set up a makeshift post-anaesthetic unit after seeing how children were being immediately wheeled back
to the ward to wake up and recover without monitoring after surgery. Soon Danesh is awake. He is no longer crying; he
stares up at the ceiling and his face is expressionless. He is the last patient I will see during my time in Pakistan, and his
face will remain etched in my mind.

I walk with the trauma surgeon who is wheeling Danesh on his gurney. There is no one awaiting him in the
hallway when his name is called. The surgeon says his name again, and a timid girl, not more than seven years old,
emerges from around the corner. I realize that she is his sister, his only surviving family member.

We take Danesh back to the ward with his sister trailing beside us, staring at the ground and fidgeting with the
hem of her dress which is far too big for her. I feel like I will never forget the sound of her footsteps and the clunk of
the gurney as it is wheeled along the uneven floor of the hospital.

I don’t realize how easy it is to forget.

       By Monika Dutt
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This is the picture I took in the winter of 2005 at the ”Museum of Modern Art”, NYC. To quote Picsworth,
my heart bounces crazy when I behold awesome pieces of art and I could wish my days to be bound each to
each by the artistic inspiration our great fellow artists profusely provided.

MOMA

 By Young Kwang Chae
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Laghman Girls
I took this photo when our team came to conduct a household survey in 2004 in a village in Laghman
Province, in eastern Afghnistan. These girls were in the middle of a crowd of kids from the village and were
very shy and striking. Their elegance and beauty, for me, really captured the incredible diversity of the country.

By Laura Steinhardt
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Pikin’s Christmas Dress

Looping colors of thread in needle
Form whorls of imagination and dreams
On hand-dyed fabric
Yellow tints the edge of purple
Lavender hugs brown
Red on brown

Color everywhere

Young pikin
Proud of her Christmas dress
Such beautiful patterns
Hearts, ovals and shells
Join corners and loop together
In thread.

By Osayuki

“Pikin:” young child (Nigeria)
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Blunt Not Dull

A wailing of Cash
Over hastily tuned strings

Letting out or in

Smirk of nonchalance
Dukes it out with wince of pain

Mystery unhides

Optimizing self
Always arms-length from never

If not vice-versa

By Steffany Haaz
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Beautiful Luna
This photo required no creativity or photography skills on my part.  Just a moment’s capture of
nature’s beauty -  a Luna moth that landed on the side of my house.  When it comes to art, I guess
nature knows what she is doing. We just need to remeber to look.

        By Patti Hawse
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Night is not just a bulk of darkness. Her companion, ‘The Moon,’ reveals a spectrum of colors in various shades by
dissolving its purity into darkness gradually and silently. That inspired me to paint a frozen moment of our beloved earth
immersed in melting moonlight.

In the Melting Moonlight

By Purvi Patel
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The Biostatistricks Obstacle Course:
                 a sturdy study in negativity

Young people have composed fantastic poems
Energetic young people even did the snoop doggy talk
Well, old people tell stories. Hopefully, excruciatingly boring!

This is the story of a former general commander commanding the general commandoes
He wanted to save the world, millions at a time
He came to East Baltimore and had a delicious meal of epidemiological egg salad
This was the last positivity he got, food poisoning.

He felt better like everyone
So he enrolled in biostat 621
The central tendency of the course was mean
He encountered problems in sets
He tried Stata, but was a non-starter
He badly wanted a different mode
But nobody could grant him the status of an independent variable

They had laboratory sessions with no experiments
But they nullify hypothesis to their hearts’ content
They plotted survival from marriage, a real standard deviation
Few people became incident married cases
All because Marie and Scott
Gave Cupid a broken arrow

He decided to define a central limit  to this graphic theory
He was so determined to regain 95% of his confidence
He strapped on his boots and went into his neighbor’s yard
He climbed a tree hoping to be away from others, an outlier

Sadly, he fell. He sustained bruises and cuts
From the stem and leaves
As he regressed linearly to the ground
He ran away before the people could call 911
He escaped by a whisker, jumping over the upper fence
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Fortunately, he only had poisson ivy
With a normal distribution of  rashes all over his body
Fortunately, his wife failed to reject him

Marie learnt of his plight and consoled him
She promised him something nice and complementary
He longed for a Lincom Towncar to be at his command
Yeah right! It turned out to be nothing great
But just a log of another negative log

He decided to sum his residual losses
He analyzed the propensity to score a good likelihood
That he will escape to Nepal with Akaike
But the trip was censored rather than sponsored

Now, he has resigned to fate
He has learnt to celebrate standard errors
Even if he is at a variance to it
He endured the tough “t” test
He survived the “f”  test
He jumps for joy when his P property’s value becomes zero
He relaxes by nesting in the null model
Yeah, he knows that this is odd
But anything else is a relative risk
That could cause him a great hazard

Since the year is coming to an end
He bids farewell to his friends
He said, “We have come to the end of biostat 623”
“Now we can rejoice that we are free”
All that is left is for us to hope and pray
That insha Allah (God willing)
Our results should be negatively skewed.
Alas, he is in epi/biostat concentration, so

Aluta Continua! (The struggle continues!)

By Adeyinka O. Laiyemo
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Shadow Play
This photo was taken on Kehoe Beach,
Pt Reyes National Seashore, north of
San Francisco.  Inspired by miles of
solitary beach and a beautiful setting
sun, we took dozens of photos.  We
ran and played and laughed- all the
while taking photos. 

By Jane Schmitz
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18.2.2005
The post-partum mothers lie quietly on their beds, with

their newborn babies lying next to them in clothes much too
large for their tiny bodies. There is no such thing as disposable
diapers and the mothers place whatever article of clothing
the baby is not wearing between their legs, to be used as a
diaper. During rounds, the same doctor examines the neonate
and the mother. These doctors are truly the jack-of-all-trades.

Here at the Centro de Salud, in the isolated rainforest
village of Requena, Peru, there are no funds for the resources
I have always taken for granted. Patients: bring your own
gloves. Pay for your own medicine. Accept what the doctor
tells you.

I could go on about the poverty that exists here and how
it manifests itself. But I do not want to create a sadness that
lingers. Instead, I write about how incredible the medical
staff  is here. Their means may be meager, but they think big.

The staff includes 3 doctors, 3 nurses, 4 midwives, 2
dentists, 1 entomologist and 30+ technicians and staff.
Everyone does everything. No job is below anyone. And no
one is considered inferior for having less training than the
doctor - everyone is part of this game where caring for the
patient is what matters most.

Dr. Guerra is the director of the Centro and has been
working here for the past 7 years. His family lives in Iquitos
and he sees them 5-6 times a year. He and several other staff
members live in a residence in the actual building of the Centro.
He lives and breathes the clinic. The staff loves him and it is
clear to me that he has set up a great working relationship.

Among Dr. Guerra’s plans for the clinic, is raising funds
for a Hidroambulancia, an ambulance motorboat that can bring
critical patients to the main hospital in Iquitos before they
die. This may sound dramatic—  in truth, I believe the medical
care here is dramatic. To raise money for this ambulance, the
staff decided as a group to each contribute 20 soles to the
cause, about 6 US dollars.

Another project is the creation of a mini-blood bank
consisting of 10-12 volunteers from the clinic’s
neighborhood who are ready and willing to donate blood
in an emergency. On my second day here, I realized the
importance of this goal.

When my classmate, Karl, and I arrived at the clinic, Dr.
Guerra told us that one of the peripheral health posts in
the small villages up the river had contacted him via
transistor radio. A woman had given birth at home to a
healthy baby, but her placenta remained inside of her. She
was bleeding severely. Dr. Guerra told us it should take
approximately 8 hours to get to the clinic from the village.
There were torrential downpours that day and the woman
finally arrived at our clinic 30 hours after delivering. Her
hemoglobin was dangerously low and she needed several
blood transfusions.

In the States or in Israel, where I attended medical school,
this would have been routine; knowing the woman’s blood
type was O+, all she needed were units of the same type.
However, in Requena, there is no blood bank, let alone the
necessary equipment to test potential donors for their blood
type. Facing the woman’s inevitable death, the staff  turned
to her husband. He agreed to give his blood. He did not
know what type of blood he had-- nobody did. So, the
woman was loaded up with antihistamines and steroids in
the event of an anaphylactic reaction.

For me, blood has always been equated with life. Never
before had I been in a situation in which blood could
potentially kill.

I watched in utter trepidation to see how events would
unfold. And luck, G-d, statistics, or whatever you want to
call it resulted in this woman having absolutely no reaction.
She and her husband were truly a perfect match…

By Rochelle Kohen
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Elaine’s View
Bellingham Bay, Washington. My “better half,”  my twin sister, Elaine, a Peace Corps volunteer, and I moved
there to be kayak guides. It is incredibly serene. This picture serves as a reminder to follow her courageous
and peaceful characteristics; to be half the wonderful individual she is.

By Andrea Wirtz
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Karol Bagh Market at Dusk, Delhi                 By Kyden Creekpaum
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Smoker’s Plight
The cold November air swept over his cheeks as the warm smoke slowly filled his lungs.  His nerves were now

calmer, and his mind a bit clearer. A few minutes ago, he had snapped at an employee for no good reason….the cardinal sign
that it was time for a smoke break.   Nobody from the usual crowd is out smoking on “the terrace” this morning.  It doesn’t
matter to Rohan.  He knows the choice well: either a few minutes of productivity lost to the Marlboro man or an entire
morning of edginess towards his employees.  As a manager of forty-five software engineers, he couldn’t afford the latter.
He takes a puff.  His division has a software deadline for next Tuesday and his team is scrambling to finish the project.  He
hates his dependence on cigarettes, but he has no choice right now.  Rohan takes one last drag on his Marlboro and flicks the
smoldering butt in the gravel.  Back to work.

The afternoon is stressful, but he gets through it.  On any given day, Rohan will smoke as many as two packs.  His
cigarettes stay close in his back pockets, with a spare carton in his office.  Without them, Rohan becomes Mr. Hyde.  His
hands start to tremble. His body becomes restless.  Eventually he begins to pace and his attention span dwindles.  The most
harmless of interactions become agitating, and he finds himself lashing out at whomever’s around.  All he needs is a
cigarette to keep Mr. Hyde at bay, a single tobacco treat to mitigate the sequence.  Each cigarette gives him a small window of
normalcy for an hour, maybe two.  En masse, they get him through the work day.

His co-workers could never guess at his epic battle with cigarettes.  To all outside appearances, Rohan is a solid
individual capable of climbing any obstacle.  In his early 50’s, Rohan is an affable type with a penchant for comedy.  His
radiant smile recruits friends before he speaks a single word.  His intelligence is evident, if not by the content of his
conversation then by the merit of his accomplishments.  From his humble beginnings as a penniless immigrant, Rohan
earned an education, raised a family, and rose through the managerial ranks to build a successful career in corporate America.
He’s the kind of guy who can accomplish anything that he puts his mind to.  Except for throwing away his Marlboros.

Soon the day comes to an end and it’s time to go home.  As stressful as work has become in the past few years,
home is often worse.  Since the kids left for college, his wife has re-doubled her crusade to make him quit smoking.  Going
home means listening to her nag.  Just the thought of it makes him want a cigarette.

During the drive home, he sucks on four Altoids and sprays himself with cologne – both are well-stocked in his
glove compartment.  He dreads the familiar scenario ahead.  He’ll walk in through the front door and hope that nobody’s
home.  If  nobody’s home, he can change his clothes in peace and wash up to rid himself of  any evidence.  But he’s out of
luck today.  His sons and wife are all home, waiting on him for dinner.  They’re like bloodhounds attuned to slightest hint
of Altoids, cologne, or cigarettes.
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His older son is the first to notice tonight.  “You know, you really ought to quit, dad,”  as if Rohan didn’t know
that.  Rohan has been trying to give up cigarettes for decades.  He tried the patches, but they were too incognito.  He missed
the feeling of a cigarette on his lips and between fingertips.  He tried the gum, though it makes him feel like some bovine
creature ruminating through ten pieces a day.  Lately he’s been quitting cold turkey…several times a week.  On occasion, he
manages to stay off  of  cigarettes just long enough to give his wife false hope that maybe this time it’s for real.  But he always
relapses.  Nothing can replace his cigarettes.  Every year, Rohan’s doctor tells him to give the gum or patches just one more
shot, as if this time it’ll be different.  His doctor tries to inspire him by pointing out how smoking will kill him or endow
him with emphysema or cause impotence.  And every year, experience thankfully proves his doctor wrong.

So Rohan is left alone with his smoking dilemma.  He would love to be rid of the family tension, the cost, the
dependence, the smells, the awkwardly square bulge in his backpocket, especially the time lost to smoke breaks, cigarette
shopping and hiding.  But he can’t afford a month-long withdrawal.  Not by himself anyways.  It would take a support
structure larger than the one he has.  His wife is hardly forgiving of Mr. Hyde - she can’t handle his withdrawal symptoms
for even a day, let alone several weeks.  If  he has any hope of quitting, she would have to change herself too, and in the past
she simply hasn’t.  He’d get home from work and she’d ask him to help with the dishes.  Within two minutes of his being
at the sink, she’d start criticizing his dishwashing skills.  There are countless examples like that where he has to remove
himself from the room to calm down - hence four cigarettes every evening on his driveway.  And his workplace certainly
would not forgive erratic behavior for very long.  His co-workers might appreciate his efforts to quit for a few days, but the
deadlines are relentless.  He can’t risk getting fired and potentially losing pension benefits for his and his wife’s retirement.
Clearly, logic compels him to keep smoking.   Cigarettes bring him comfort here and now, at the cost of an imperceptible and
uncertain risk of future health problems.  He can wait the decade to retirement and hope that maybe then, he’ll be isolated
enough to finally quit.

                                                              By Sachin Patel



33

At a rally in Baltimore, organized
by Generations for Peace and
Democracy, this young girl
immediately captured my attetion
through her sweet innocence and
subtle wisdom. Since March 2003,
thousands of already malnourished
and impoverished Iraqi children
have been killed or left orphan.

By Halshka Graczyk
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Come and sing a song of joyful love and understanding,
Let us open our hearts and minds and let resplendent melodies ring

From mountain peaks and level plains, from the barren deserts and the fertile seas,
A paean: one voice, united in a song of praise, of  glory, honor, singing these,

The myriad of attributes, belonging to one wonder bean.
Soy, the bean of endless delight, the source of such a rich protein,

Its incarnations, so variegated, admirers wonder: will they ever end?
No other bean, nay, no other plant, compares to soy’s unadulterated blend.

 
The power of soy can’t be underestimated.

It can feed the world, leaving all mankind sated.
Any other bean pales when compared,

Soy’s ubiquitous incarnations can n’er be shared.
How can one bean embody such perfection?
Tofu, soy milk –aptly called Silk-, edamame, and Tofutti: a confection.
Tofurkey, seitan, tempeh, soytzels, soy bean oil, and wax,
Countless in number: soy’s products, n’er waning, they wax.
 
Elusive?  Nay, transparent; though Ponce de Leon’s searching did not reveal it,

Soy, the life-bearing spring shall be obvious herein.
Health benefits abound: possessing essential amino acids,

Heart-helping isoflavones, and hormone imbalances?  Soy will make placid.
 

So rarely in our lives, does such a natural treasure emerge,
Only seven other wonders of the world have thus urged,

Humanity to take pause… and consider the joy
In the natural world, and let us all cry: “Soy!

The redoubtable, inspiring, priceless, humbling ancient bean,
You are the most treasured entity that’s ‘ere been seen.”

Ode to Soy

By Rachel Millstein
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Two Women Boxing

Triathletes, including a few SPHers, don’t hesitate to enter the race waters, despite a “no swimming” sign that
probably designates high pollution levels.

By Sharon Nappier
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The Sossusvlei

Seeing these dunes for the first time, I was convinced that the Namib Desert, in Namibia, had to be one of the
most beautiful places on Earth. It was an experience in understanding the immense spiritual power of Nature.

By Jorge Soler
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Notes from Lattice on Lipstick Jihad
Lipstick Jihad [Public Affairs, © 2005, by Azadeh Moaveni] is a memoir about growing up as an Iranian in America,

and as an American in Iran.  The author grew up in California where her parents migrated when she was a young child.  Later,
as a young adult, Moaveni was one of the few American reporters allowed in Iran during 1999-2001, working for Time
magazine.  During her stay in Iran, she had to learn how the locals went about their personal and professional business.  As
a reporter, she has to deal with periodic calls and interrogations by the censorship agents.  On the personal side, Moaveni
struggles to feel more at home in Iran as a young person; and grows disillusioned by the apathy of her peers.  The book
provides a lot of food for thought about politics and the future of Iran.

Moaveni has difficulties accepting the situation in Iran.  The author is a reporter, but she is also a woman struggling
in a male-dominated world.  She takes issue with the rules about veils, and is particularly critical of conservative clerics.  She
writes, “It was only over time, after repeated exposure to womanizing clerics, clerics who stole from the state and built
financial empires, who ordered assassinations like gangsters, who gave Friday sermons attacking poodles, that I came to
understand the virulence of my father and my uncle’s hate for the Iranian clergy. Perhaps their flaws were no greater than
those of ordinary mortals, but ordinary mortals did not claim divine right to rule, ineptly, over seventy million people.”
Furthermore, the author is critical of the society as a whole: “As the gravity of the Islamic Republic’s hypocrisy revealed itself,
I came to the slow, shocking realization that Iranian society was sick. Not in a facetious, sloganny way, exaggerating the extent
of culture wars and social tensions, but truly sick. The Iran I had found was spiritually and psychologically wrecked, and it
was appalling.”

With Moaveni’s somber depiction of this foreign land, the reader might wonder: Can Iran be really like this?  And
perhaps more importantly: Should it be like that?  The most interesting aspect of the book is its critical approach to the
apathy of the middle- and upper-class young Iranians.  Moaveni is appalled that many young people believe that riot police
hitting women and children may be a normal and acceptable state of affairs; that they don’t care if phone conversations are
being intercepted and recorded; that they accept that some protesters may be jailed and tortured with total impunity.

Her critical opinions force us to confront important ideas about basic rights and freedoms, and how young activists
are a key element of any social transformation.  Although some young people are trying to fight for their rights, there seems
to be much apathy as well.  The new generations just want to be left alone to enjoy their youthfulness and relative comfort
with decadent abandon.  After a particularly rough encounter with the vigilantes of the morality police, Moaveni recounts:
“I dragged my shocked, sweaty body back to the party I had left two hours before, to find my friends sprawled about
watching Friends, the scent of hash heavy in the air. “Someone get this girl a drink,”  one of them said. History rumbled
around them, literally right outside their door, and they were more concerned with what Rachael said to Chandler. “...I took
my drink into the bathroom, filled the tub with water, and let my feet soak as I worked to understand why some of my
friends were so indifferent to the changes in the regime’s political structure.”   The book leaves us the impression that for a
country to be truly democratic, there has to be more than just elections.  A critical mass must participate in a discussion of
what type of country they would like to have; and how they would like to be, and should be, treated by their government.

                                                               By  Lattice, a book club at JHSPH
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The Advisor
This photo was taken in front of Navy Pier, Chicago. I saw a lot of abstract art in the park there and felt
like discussing the thoughts crossing my mind with someone. Free time, open space, great backdrop-
that’s as good as advising gets.

 By Manjunath Shankar
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An Ode

I breathe you in on my walk to the shuttle stop
on 27th and St. Paul

Your aroma greets me at the doors of
Bloomberg

—mmmm,  cigarette smoke!

By Osayuki
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Since 1976, Haroutune Armenian has carried his box of
watercolors on his journey through places and experiences.
He has a book of watercolors complemented by prose –
Colors and Words - in which he reminisces of these
moments of creativity.   He is a Prof. of  Epidemiology &
the President of the American University of Armenia.

Nyasha Bakare is an MPH student who trained as a
physician in Germany and grew up in Zimbabwe. Before
Hopkins, she helped to bring an HIV vaccine candidate
into the 1st human trials. She loves Milka chocolate, flame
lilies and collecting interesting earrings wherever she travels.

As a small-town kid, Amy Boore dreamed that one day
she would be a college graduate and, if  lucky, the 1st person
in her family to see another country.  Now a PhD student
with 15 countries behind her, she is way ahead and considers
herself to be among the luckiest people alive.

Young Kwang Chae, a Korean physician, is one of
the MPH/MBA students at both grad schools: JHSPH
and SPSBE. He enjoys his time at Johns Hopkins in
Baltimore.  His favorites are Jelly beans, Joyful friends,
Julie Andrews, and last but not least, Jesus Christ.

Emily Christensen is a licensed civil engineer in DC who
enjoys designing latrines and village water systems.  She’s
currently an MPH/MBA student and loves the company,
convenience, connection and cockroaches of Reed Hall. She
can almost always be reached instantly at
emilype@gmail.com.

Kyden Creekpaum is a native of Tulsa, OK, who
graduated from the Univ. of  Oklahoma in 2004 with
degrees in Political Science & Piano Performance. He’s an
amateur photographer, his favorite ice cream is mint
chocolate chip, he likes Ben Folds, and he’s still trying to
whistle.

Shuvra Dasgupta is a physician from Kingston, Jamaica,
here doing her MPH. Her field of interest is Emergency
Medicine, and injury prevention and control. She loves to
curl up and read a good novel, especially when it rains. Her
other interests are cooking, dancing and spending time
with good people.

About Our Contributors
Calae Dorsett-Henry is a physician from the Bahamas,
working on her MPH as part of her Preventive Medicine
Residency program. She is also a singer with a soulful voice.

Monika Dutt  just can’t let go of Hopkins…here she is
submitting to the Stew almost one year after graduating
and happily moving back to Canada, where they’re just
putting away their toques. Between trying to learn passable
Spanish and to fly a plane, she’s finishing her residency in
Family Medicine.

Alex Ergo is a Belgian PhD candidate who spent over 3
years in Bhutan before Hopkins; he was employed by the
Danish Development Agency as a health economist with
the Ministry of Health.

Tina Falle is a hibernating artist, currently working on
multiple regressions and finding her way into international
health. She’s from Austria, where she relaxed over
Christmas break, watching the snow fall incessantly. After
spending time in Europe, Asia, and North America, she
now wants to move on to Africa.

Becky Genberg is a part-time PhD student/worker bee
in Epi who tries to find balance in life by nurturing the
right side of her brain.  She is the proud aunt of two
nephews, Gavin and Ayden… No, they weren’t twins in
that beautiful belly.

Halshka Graczyk is a new member of the Johns
Hopkins family. She loves to read, drink tea, explore foreign
countries, and hug trees. Her Minolta remains the
centerpiece of her daily outfit whether she’s at a flea market
or a protest.

Jay Graham grew up in Arkansas, near the Ozarks, and
narrowly escaped a career at one of the BIG THREE
(Tyson, Wal-Mart and JB Hunt Trucking) by the skin of
his teeth.  As a recovering evangelical Christian, he now
enjoys being irreverent towards all things sacred. He is a
member of Students for a Positive Academic paRtnership
with the East Baltimore Community (SPARC).
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Steffany Haaz Steffany Haaz is a rowhouse rehabber,
dancer/choreographer, yoga teacher, and PhD student in
HBS. She is recently engaged to an incredible man, which
does not invalidate the book she’s writing with Andrea
Smith about how much dating sucks for brilliant women.

Patti Hawse has worked at Hopkins for sixteen years in
ophthalmology research and has enjoyed photography for
as long as she can remember.

Rochelle Kohen is an MPH student in the Preparedness
and Public Health Practice Concentration..

Lattice is a book club at JHSPH for reading, exploring,
and sharing cross-cultural and humanitarian thoughts.
More info at www.jhsph.edu/assembly/lattice.

Adeyinka O. Laiyemo, M.D. is a cancer prevention fellow
from NCI. His background is in internal medicine/
gastroenterology. From 1990-3, he was a Friday columnist,
writing about Islam for the Daily Champion in Nigeria.
He is currently pursuing an MPH, and believes that life is
too easy to be lived too difficultly! 

Julie Samia Mair, JD, MPH, is a faculty member in the
Department of Health Policy & Management.  In a former
life, she was a prosecutor in the Appeals Unit of the
Philadelphia District Attorney’s Office.  She left that
position to study at Hopkins and learn about violence
prevention.

Cynthia McOliver  [Osayuki] is a leo, a PhD student in
environmental health engineering, and is known to special
friends as the “African queen.”

Rachel Millstein’s love of soy sometimes troubles her
friends, but in her opinion, everyone should have such a
passion.  She is in the process of founding a soy
appreciation society to promote the wonder-bean, and
would welcome input from any other soy fans at JHSPH.

Sharon Nappier is currently working on her PhD in
Environmental Health Sciences.  When she is not
dissecting oysters, she enjoys biking the Blue Ridge
Parkway, hot yoga, and vegetarian cooking.

Purvi Patel, a physician from India, is just 1 month away
from getting an MPH. She likes to simulate the beauty of
the nature with colors as much as she likes working for the
greatest creation of nature: humans. Besides painting,
music, writing, and traveling are her interests. 

Sachin Patel is an MD/MPH candidate studying Health
Policy and Finance at Hopkins.  His interests include policy,
public ealth preparedness, healthcare quality, access to
education, zoology and wandering aimlessly, among other
things. Best of luck to him.  After Hopkins, he will finish
medical school at UNC-Chapel Hill and begin applying for
residency in Emergency Med.

A Californian by birth, Jane Schmitz is now doing her
thesis research in international health in Nepal.  See her
humble photo website at janeschmitz.dotphoto.com

Manjunath Shankar is a PhD student in International
Health. He is versatile, adventurous and likes to travel.
He reads on varied subjects and is a movie buff.

Jorge H. Soler, born in Colombia and raised in the US,
never misses an opportunity to travel.  Drawing still life is
his first artistic passion but dance and photography
provide less time-intensive forms of expression.  As a
public health person, he focuses on the social and behavioral
aspects of HIV and TB transmission.

Laura Steinhardt, is a PhD student in International
Health. In her copious free time, she likes to play outside,
wander the streets of Baltimore, and assist her cat in her
disarmamentation and reintegration efforts, after years
fighting with the Mujahideen.

Andrea Wirtz is a MHS student in International Health. 
She hopes to further her research career in Latin America,
and is fascinated by HIV and STIs (from a healthy
distance).  She looks forward to visiting new places, trying
new activities, experiencing new cultures, and enjoying
everything life has to offer.
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Opposite Page
Sunny morning in Bielefeld, Germany

It was during a break from the annual Deans’ Meeting of the
Association of Schools of Public Health of the European Region in
May 2005. I sat on the ramparts of the castle that dominates Bielefeld
and painted a post card followed by this more expressive rendition

of the mood of the moment.

By Haroutune Armenian

Back Cover

This picture was taken on the final climb to the Taksang monastery in
the valley of Paro (Bhutan), also called tiger’s nest: the legend says that
Guru Rimpoche, who brought Buddhism to Bhutan, arrived in the
valley of Paro more than a thousand years ago on the back of a

‘flying’ tiger; he then meditated in a cave where the Taksang
monastery was later built.

By Alex Ergo
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