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 Cover: Unti t led
Even though I’ve had this picture for
15 years, I have yet to come up with a
title (reader suggestions are
appreciated!) This was my final project
for a basic studio painting class taken
in college, and my first experience
painting a live model.

By John McGready

Inside Cover: Lovin’ Life
This brother and sister living in rural
Afghanistan were my neighbors and a
wonderful source of laughter and fun
as they returned from their daily
chores.  The image was taken in
Badghis Province, Afghanistan during
the Taliban regime.

By M aureen Mayhew

The Stew gratefully acknowledges the contributors for their time and creativity and the Student Assembly for their financial support.

The contents of The Stew do not reflect the opinions of The Bloomberg Johns Hopkins School of Public Health or the editors.
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About the Edi tors

in first grade, sufia was caught selling off  parts of her lunch for
others kids’ milk money. she was saving up for tickets to madonna.

aliza was a criminal jaywalker at a young age. she knew the
crossing guard wasn’t joking about calling the cops on her, but
she just didn’t care.

bamini is not willing
to divulge any of the
many things she did
in her childhood in a
publication where it
may be held against
her...

1



View of East Baltimore

I. View of East Baltimore from

Johns Hopkins School of Public
Health, 9th Floor

November 30, 2004

construction crane
turns imperceptibly
holding taut the wrecking ball

poised
Johns Hopkins
waits for East Baltimore to crumble

when he is finished
only the prison & university
will be left standing
shoulder to shoulder
brick to brick

II.  View of East Baltimore from

the Public Defender’s Office,
Baltimore City Detention Center

February 26, 2005

pigeon shifts outside the window
rustling a leaf stuck in the grate
no light comes through
pane’s painted over
know the noise by
flashing shadows
fluttering wings

the only natural light:
a crack in the opaque plastic
lining the stairwell on the southside
the view: a pile of concrete rubble,
parked cars and barbed wire
the women duck down to see,
“what’s the weather like?”

third floor smells of jail food: greasy
and acidic
one woman pauses during an
interview
conspiratorially she says “don’t look
now, but
there’s a mouse right underneath
you. look at him go!”

another woman has so much pain it
hurts to sit up
doctors said she had “a abnormal
uterus”
wanted to take out a little piece and
have a closer look
got arrested before her appointment
hasn’t told the guards yet
afraid they won’t believe her
“but why would I fake that?
I’ve bled five times this month
that’s never happened before.
I’m worried.
That’s not normal, is it?”
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III.  Where am I in this?

When I first got to Baltimore I had never seen anything
like it. The segregation. The rows upon rows of abandoned
houses. In San Francisco, property is too valuable to be
left boarded up. The kinds of desperation I was used to
stemmed from prohibitive housing costs. To see so much
poverty that no amount of housing could alleviate unnerved
me.

During my first week at Hopkins, the security briefing,
in which students were warned not to walk alone at night
or venture out of sight of the two hundred plus security
guards on campus, conjured up images of an ivory tower
surrounded by fire breathing dragons and a moat with a
tightly closed drawbridge. How could school of public
health be talking about the residents of its surrounding
community like they were bloodthirsty savages, searching
for a way to breach our moat? I wanted to ask the speaker,
who protects the people of East Baltimore from the police?
from interpersonal violence? but in a room of four hundred
people, on the first day of school, I knew it wasn’t the time
or place. I talked afterwards to one of the presenters and
said he might want to check the racism underlying his
language. It helped some but the reaction of a woman who
overheard our conversation about how she never walks
alone in East Baltimore served as a reminder that I was not
in San Francisco anymore.

In Environmental Health class I quickly outed myself
as a troublemaker, asking where capitalism as an economic

system fit in the web of disease causation. (I remember
Elana saying “I didn’t even have to look Rachel, I knew it
was you.”) It wasn’t until Professor Samet talked about all
of  the scientific objectivity in the world failing to protect
him from industry henchman tearing apart his research
showing the link between environmental tobacco smoke
exposure and lung cancer that I began to see another
perspective. Maybe the instructors at Johns Hopkins weren’t
the apolitical, status-quo-promoting conservatives that I
thought. Maybe their work was so inherently political that
they had to feign objectivity and indifference in order to
be taken seriously at all. I began to appreciate the subtlety
and importance of the work people do, (of course still
taking issue with the reluctance to take stances that explicitly
promote social justice).

I left San Francisco because I wanted to step outside
of  my comfort zone, shed the ease that comes with wearing
your politics on your sleeve. (Yeah, right!) I may not have
learned the art of  subtlety just yet, but I will leave inspired
by the fierce dedication of other students who put
prioritized the voices of formerly incarcerated people,
fought to improve medical conditions in the Baltimore jail,
and worked to increase equitable access to HIV drugs, both
at home and abroad. There are some incredible students
and faculty here (Dr. Sherman!) who are trying to build the
kind of world I want to live in. Hopkins stands to learn
from them. I know I already have.

By Rachel McLean
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The Women Made It Happen
The Johns Hopkins School of M edicine

Shortly before philanthropist, Johns Hopkins, died in 1873, he bequeathed $7 million to endow a top-notch university,
medical school and hospital.  The Johns Hopkins University opened in 1876 and The Johns Hopkins Hospital opened in
1889.  Hopkins thought his Baltimore & Ohio Railroad stock would fund the medical school, but he was wrong.  The
value of the stock plummeted after his death and the trustees of the University were losing hope and desperately looking
for a benefactor.  Mary Elizabeth Garrett and Martha Carey Thomas developed a plan.  They were both born in Baltimore
and were life-long friends from childhood.

Mary Elizabeth Garrett was the daughter of John Work Garrett, president of the B&O Railroad.  During her years
as his assistant, she developed a keen business mind and learned how to negotiate.  She inherited a fortune and became
a generous philanthropist.  Ms. Garrett had a strong interest in higher education for women.  Her large gifts of cash
became avenues of social change—she opened doors for women into previously male-dominated arenas.

Carey Thomas wrote in her journal at age 18, “…I have to see thousands of boys enjoying and often throwing away
the chances I would give anything for…” She graduated from Cornell University in 1877, bucking her father’s objection
to women pursuing a college degree.  She studied at the University of Leipzig, but was refused a degree because she was
a woman.  Hopkins told her she could enroll in graduate school, but not attend classes with the men; she could be
privately tutored.  In 1882, she was awarded a PhD from the University of Zurich, summa cum laude.  When she returned
to America, she was appointed professor of English and dean of Bryn Mawr College in Pennsylvania.  She later became
president. Carey Thomas well understood how it felt to be rejected on the basis of gender.

In 1889, when Garrett and Thomas heard about the financial problems the Hopkins trustees’ were having in opening
their medical school, they seized the moment.  Thomas met with the University president, Daniel Coit Gilman, and told
him that she and a committee of women would raise the $100,000 needed to endow the school, if  women were admitted
on equal terms as men.

In 1890, Garrett and Thomas formed the Women’s Fund Committee, which became a national fund raising campaign.
The photograph shows the key members: Surrounding Garrett (from bottom left) Thomas, Mary Gwinn, Julia Rogers,
and Elizabeth King. They raised the $100,000, $52,212.50 of which was from various donors.  Mary Elizabeth Garrett
kicked in $47,787.50 to make up the difference.  The trustees accepted it, but stated the medical school could not be
opened until they had $500,000.  On Christmas Eve, 1892, Ms. Garrett, again, opened her purse and pulled out $306,977,
which she gladly gave to bring the total to the required $500,000, enabling the School of Medicine to open.
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The money from the women, however, came with three stipulations:  1) that women be admitted to the School of
Medicine on equal terms as men; 2) that the School of Medicine be a graduate school with a four-year course for a degree
of  Doctor of Medicine; 3) that applicants have a bachelor’s degree with courses in physics, chemistry and biology and a
reading knowledge of French and German.  At that time, no standards existed for admission and graduation requirements
at American medical schools.

Garrett and Thomas—together, their collective brains and bucks bullied the Board of  Trustees of The
Johns Hopkins University and opened the doors to higher education for women.  They also set the academic
standards for what became one of the finest schools of medicine in the world.  The medical school enrolled its
first class in October 1893 and admitted three women.  It
would be over 100 years before enrollment reached 50%
men and women. In the early 1880s, women were not
accepted in the workplace, college or graduate schools. They
had little education and no economic power.  What these
women did in that era is phenomenal.  The odds were against
them.

For men of that era, it was easy to become doctors and
found medical schools.  The odds were in their favor.  John
Singer Sargent painted the portrait of The Four Doctors who
founded the School of Medicine: Welch, Halsted, Osler and
Kelly.  It is world known.

The photograph of The Five Women should be just as
famous—because the women made The Johns Hopkins
School of Medicine happen.  A sculpture of the photograph
would be stunning in marble or fiberglass, placed at the soon-
to-be new entrance to Johns Hopkins Medicine on Orleans
Street. And, it would be poignant.  A sculpture garden could
be created with sculptures of Mr. Hopkins, The Five Women
and The Four Doctors.  Mr. Hopkins’ sculpture could be
done from his full-length portrait in the Billings Building.

Photos The Alan Mason Chesney Medical Archives of The Johns Hopkins Medical Institutions

By Signe Lauren

5



Arakara (200 1)
This is a sharpie on vellum paper drawing of a Dogon proverb that translates to: “Give to the smoke your message for
the sky.”

By Perri Sutt on
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The stadium belonged to me.
It was my discovery,
my Parthenon of pretend.
It could have been the Colosseum
for all its heart-pounding silence
before the clash of gladiator swords,
the crash of spectators through the gate,
for all the heart-stopping silence
of  the emperor’s raised hand
before eruption of the roar,
and oh the lions, the pacing lions,
oh the lions in wait below,
but I possessed a stadium.
I was unafraid then. I was bold.

By Barbara Westwood D iehl

Homewood Field, 196 2
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Contrary to popular belief among most medical school
faculties, there are no longitudinal studies which lend
credence to the educational value of watching someone
read text off  Powerpoint slides for eight hours each day in
a dark room full of 200 sleeping students.  Nevertheless,
this technique is valuable, worth at least $35,000 per year
in tuition loans, which can be easily repaid by retirement
age if the former medical student can persevere without
future trivialities such as children, home mortgage
payments, and food.

Recommended or required textbooks are expensive and
don’t help very much when you never open them.  Having
them in your collection on a prominent shelf, however, is
one idea for a really neat hobby.

Contrary to the TV show ER, the majority of the surgery
clerkship is spent by the medical student standing in
absolute silence for six hours at a time while holding a
spatula-type thing in an unconscious patient’s abdomen and
praying that the attending surgeon will not ask him or her
any questions.  “I think I have a deep vein thrombosis in
my leg” is an insufficient excuse for leaving the Operating
Room at lunchtime or when nature calls.

Speaking of surgery and nature calling, there is no “Bladder
of  Steel” sequel work-out video to Denise Austin’s “Abs
of  Steel” and “Buns of Steel” exercise videos.  I looked
for it, its not there.  But if it was, Denise, medical students
would buy it and put it in their collection, part of  a hobby.

It’s the nurses who really know what’s happening on each
floor.  It’s the attending physician who is leaving some
illegible form of Sumerian cuneiforms in all the patient
charts.  It’s the residents who are too scared to ask the
attending physician if the note says “Viagra,”   “Vicatin”,
or “Vasectomy”.

The 80 hour work week does not include medical students.
We are not ‘working,’ we are ‘learning’, which can be roughly
equated to free labor 167.5 hours per week.  If  you find
yourself napping at stoplights on the way home from the
hospital, you probably should have left the motorcycle in
the hospital parking garage and hopped on public
transportation.

In obstetrics, you learn that at each birth, each infant that
comes out is a miracle.
In general surgery, you learn that each gallstone that comes
out, well, that gets old pretty fast.
I had a patient who asked for her gallstones to be delivered
in a jar the morning after surgery.  Apparently the hospital
gift shop ran out.  Besides they don’t deliver.

I once had to scrub out (“leave”) the operating room twice
in one day due to natural causes.  Upon returning the second
time, the chief surgeon asked me “Did you finish the
crossword puzzle?”

Even if you never itched in your entire life, when you are
scrubbed in you will itch every 1.35 seconds, predominantly
because you cannot scratch anything.  You can still lick

Some Things I Learned in Medical School
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your nose, but only under the mask and only if you were
able to lick you nose before medical school.  The Operating
Room experience imparts no special and really useful skills
like nose-licking.  And speaking of licking, no one can lick
their own elbow, not even surgeons.

In physiology, if  someone is talking about “Umami,”
RELAX.  They’re not messing with the wonderful woman
who brought you into this world, they’re talking about your
taste buds.  Umami, as med students will tell you, is the
gustatory neural response activated by Sanka instant coffee
at 3AM.

 The only biochemistry pathway worth remembering is the
one that describes what the caffeine in coffee does to your
cAMP and energy levels, and how studying is impossible
once that pathway gets screwed up, which only occurs
everyday by about 10:30 AM while a middle-aged white
guy is talking to himself and you are one of 200 sleeping
students in the dark abyss of Powerpoint inferno.

When the national medical examiners say “you may not
bring a watch or an alarm into the testing room,”  they don’t
count on anyone trying to take a nap after hour four of the
exam and needing a personal wake-up convenience call.
Boy, I surprised them.
I think that’s also why they don’t provide travel-size pillows
like some airlines do.
There are a number of great options for re-paying one’s
medical school loans after graduating.  Probably the most
efficacious is faking one’s death and moving to Greece.

If  at 3AM the hospital cafeteria food looks too good to be
true, it is.  If, at 3AM, the hospital cafeteria food looks like
crap, it is.  It is notable that Crap, even when not thoroughly
reheated, can actually be quite palatable, particularly when
accompanied by a hearty Styrofoam cup full of luke-warm
Sanka instant coffee.  Taste buds love it, I hear.

Don’t nibble on the patient’s lunch tray selections when
the nurses are watching.

Each day I learn something, I realize there is even more
that I have yet to learn.
Each I day I learn something I realize there are twenty things
that I forgot to remember.

There are two main types of medical students: 1) smart
ones 2.) me.

Be nice to the janitors and maintenance staff.  They are the
only ones who will never get pissed at you if you treat
them with respect.  They also are the ones who know how
things REALLY work.  They know the vital information,
like how many weeks have passed since the sloppy joes
and manicotti in the hospital cafeteria were first cooked.

I’d like to Sanka everyone who read this.

By Kevin Badolato
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Penguins
Today we went to Cape Point. It's the southernmost point of continental Africa. On the way, we stopped at Boulders,
a little national park on the coast. Thousands of penguins were hanging out on the beach.

By Sufia D adabhai
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My Roman armor

Big backpack and baseball cap

Shield me from their eyes
 

 

By Steffany Haaz
 
 

American Girl i n Italy



Love is a concept that permeates human society. It is ever present in religion, music, cinema, poetry, literature –
life.  But what is this thing, love.  Is it an emotional state, a social construction, something you feel, something you do...?
Regardless of how we define love, most of us would probably agree that having it in our lives is crucially important to our
happiness.  So given the centrality of love to the human condition, and its key role in making us happy, why does it play
such a minimal role in our models explaining human behavior?  I propose that love is the great missing independent
variable in understanding what motivates us to engage in both healthy and unhealthy behaviors in our lives.

Loving someone is an emotional state of being, an intense feeling that one possesses with regard to others. It
descends upon us almost mystically with the receipt of cupid’s arrow thrust upon us.  We “fall in love”, and are then
overtaken by an entity that changes our entire worldview. Loving makes us ultra-altruistic. It is such a strong force that
many will sacrifice their own life to save the life of a loved one. It knows virtually no bounds. Loving also sometimes
makes us do dysfunctional things, accept the unacceptable in others, and tolerate intolerable cruelty. Being in a state of
love is the ultimate high, craved by all but the sociopathic, and sought with intense passion.

Being loved is the reciprocal aspect of loving, and is likewise an intense motivating factor in human discourse. To
feel loved reinforces our sense of self-worth, validates us socially, and gives us a sense of belonging and acceptance. We
take great strides to illicit love from others, and, as with loving, it promotes both constructive and destructive behaviors
in our lives. Seeking love from others fuels a thousand websites, keeps bars and dance clubs hopping, and is a considerable
engine of a large part of  the economy.  Being loved also has utilitarian functionality, as being loved by another mitigates
risk in life by having someone you can truly count on available to help you through the most severe crisis imaginable.

If  loving and being loved are powerful independent variables, you should consider the interaction effect! The
ultimate positive state of being is concurrently loving and being loved. Yet, harmonizing these two forces is a delicate and
precarious art. Unrequited love is, unfortunately, the supreme negative state of being. Love unreciprocated motivates
people to make great life changes, to pursue relentlessly, and internalize self-doubt. Finding reciprocal love is sought
incessantly.

It seems that many of the most intense destructive human behaviors can be linked to the quest for love, or the
lack of love in life. Drug abuse is certainly frequently driven by the desire to feel good about ones self, to feel loved; or,
to snuff  out the pain of lost or unfulfilled love. Co-dependence that tolerates or indirectly supports drug abuse by a
loved one is often grounded in an overarching love of the person, a love that transcends the destructive behaviors of the
loved one.  Intimate partner violence, and the unimaginable tolerance for it by the abused, often has its roots in intense

Love as an Independent Variable
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love for the abuser, and the intense desire to be loved. Is not sexual excess frequently predicated on a desire to establish
loving intimacy? Yet a fleeting series of sexual conquests only temporarily satiates the appetite for what fills in for love,
like drug addiction, never completely satisfying the need for the fix. Even chronic behavioral pathology can to some
degree be explained by the desire for love. Our lexicon of “comfort food” and “reaching the heart through the stomach”
connote the symbolism that nutritional sustenance is somehow connected to emotional sustenance. Thus, overeating
often symbolically fills the void of missing love. Under eating and its associated distorted body image also conjures up
images of someone desperately seeking to be accepted and loved – to be perfectly thin, and thus lovable.

So if love is such a powerful force in human relations, why is it so absent from our academic models of behavior
change?  The major theories of behavior are loveless. Devoid of even a hint of recognition of the role of intimacy,
manifest in the emotions of love, in driving our behaviors.  People often say that behaviors are difficult to change, and
they are. To some degree I blame love for this, and our inability to incorporate love into a cogent theory of behavior
change. Advertisers have caught on to the missing link of love in what drives behavior. They know that people respond
strongly to behavior perceived to precipitate love. Cook Kraft Macaroni for your family and be loved. Give a DeBeers
diamond for your anniversary and be loved. Feed your dog Purina One and it will love you. If  we want to truly have an
impact on behavior we must first recognize the powerful role that love plays in our lives and behaviors.

This leads us to a more complex question, how do we engineer interventions that incorporate love?  We could
start by making strides to incorporate love into our behavioral models to examine the role it plays in affecting behaviors.
Certainly we could devise measures of how much people perceive that they love others, and are loved by others. We
could, as well, attempt to measure the quality of this love, and how different types of loving relationships affect us, both
positively and negatively. Moreover, we could examine the factors that facilitate people to establish truly reciprocal loving
relationships. This would help to establish an empirical base for developing interventions that recognize the role of
loving relationships on our behaviors, and open the door to testing interventions that facilitate establishing such relationships.
Call me a romantic, please.

By Michael Sweat
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SANITY

in drunken dreams I stumble
wandering aimlessly in the fog with no light to lead the way
sudden bursts of clarity reveal what was always plain to see
how I waxed proud chasing mirages under the desert moon
I know nothing, having known much

pleas go unanswered except for the footsteps of my past racing ahead of me
the hour has come and gone though I tarried but a little
alone among the many
clothed only in regret

By Julie Samia M air



This is a picture I took of Eriti (my adopted sister) while in the Peace Corps.  It was taken at the
Nonouti Island airport, waiting for the plane, before a flight to the capital.  At first, Eriti would act
shy. But, the shyness would fade and I’d become her personal playground. 

By John Francis
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War Comes Close

War comes close
over information highways,

inglorious, not poetic,
the bloody lessons of boys

on screen, in color, antenna adjusted
for good reception.

I press power off
but war is still there,

live, fired over cable wires,
seeking entry points.

 
We are not allowed

the luxury of illusion
that war is orderly, clean,

waged behind control panels,
terminal screens,

by remote control,
the illusion that all the boys

are unbroken,
even handsome

in their uniforms.
 

We are not allowed
the comfort of  war as history.
There is no time to record it
with style, a fresh eye,
to delete the parts
the audience may not like.
The scenes of bloody boys are not
reels on stainless steel shelves,
archives, edited out
of  the mind.  They are live.

By Barbara Westwood D iehl
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“Tiger, Tiger Burning Bright”
Born in Sri Lanka and raised in Britain, M.I.A. is a talented M.C. who is quickly emerging as a major force in

the music industry.  M.I.A. has incorporated her lived experience of Sri Lanka’s twenty year-long civil conflict into her
lyrics and has further broached the issue by referring to the conflict’s main rebel group, the Liberation Tigers of Tamil
Eelam (LTTE or more commonly, the Tamil Tigers), in her album’s visual imagery and interviews.  Whether as a
response to the curious music press or something of her own desire, she has created a musical identity that is very
much intertwined with her own politics.  As such, the conflict often surfaces in her profiles and interviews.  However,
music journalists often eschew a fair and informed depiction of the complex situation in Sri Lanka in favour of a
naïve and simplistic one.  Without delving into M.I.A.’s own opaque political viewpoints (as she herself has made
known in interviews), I wish to highlight and analyze the unnecessary glorification of conflict that journalists have
presented in many articles.

The conflict in Sri Lanka has been a protracted and bloody one.  In a few words (which still manage to
underscore the intricacies of the situation), the roots are embedded in rising tensions between the main ethnic groups,
the Sinhalese-Buddhist majority and the Tamil-Hindu minority in the post-independence era of 1948 onwards.  When
the Sri Lankan government installed sweeping legislation on language and education that strongly bolstered newfound
Sinhalese nationalism, unrest in minority groups erupted.  In 1976, the LTTE formed as an armed guerilla group with
the goal of designating a separate Tamil territory called Eelam.  The conflict has endured since 1983, leaving in its
wake 64,000 dead, atrocious human rights violations committed by both sides, well-publicized campaigns of suicide
bombing and recruitment of child soldiers by the LTTE and, the displacement of more than a million Tamil,
Sinhalese and Moor people (Global IDP Database, 2005).  In 2002, the two factions signed a permanent ceasefire
agreement and entered the now-deteriorating peace talks. 

Rather than echoing the true fragility of the situation, journalists covering M.I.A.’s music are often fixated on a
romantic and abbreviated version of the conflict.  With language being such a powerful means of communication,
many journalists have delivered an aggrandized account of the conflict based loosely on M.I.A.’s own perspectives. 
Terms such as  “rebel muse” (Strock, 2005) and as Christgau (2005) has noted, “fr eedom fighter”, have been thrown
around liberally, while references to the “jungles of war-torn Sri Lanka” (Mangla, 2004) create a Duran Duran/
Hungry Like the Wolf-style image of a war-lite that belies the ugliness and cruelty of survival in civilian warfare.  This
image was solidified by a headline for a recent article on M.I.A. which appropriates the first line of a well-known
William Blake poem:

“Tiger, tiger, burning bright”
- Joshua Ostroff, Eye, 2005
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M.I.A. is undoubtedly a proud Tamil-Sri Lankan who has chosen to display incendiary visual imagery which clearly
stylizes conflict, but she has never publicly presented an overt, pro-LTTE political agenda.  In actual fact, at which
point did M.I.A. identify herself as a Tamil Tiger?  It is essential to consider that M.I.A. may be using these visual
devices as a highly dubious, but provocative component of her public image; therefore, journalists ought to be more
concerned about their choice of language, which may ultimately offer blind commendation to a violent cause.
       

This wordplay lies at the core of the dilemma of quick, under-informed portrayals of conflict in realms where
conflict is not the focus of the dialogue.  Too often, journalists convey the war, its antecedents and consequences in
an overly simplistic manner.  The Tamil minority group is too easily aligned with the dominant rebel group and all
Sinhalese are lumped with the political will of Government, while the important interactions of the Moors and other
minority groups are not factored into the picture.  In reality, support for the opposing factions has been incredibly
dynamic and has not necessarily been drawn along ethnic lines.  And even if this has been the case in the past, a
glance at the recent literature shows that today, several political divisions of the LTTE and the Government exist, each
with differing goals and lines of support.  In the end though, it is difficult to perceive whether journalists truly want to
deal with the complex and dynamic nature of the conflict, or (like their frequent references to her idiosyncratic
musical mix of Brazilian favela funk, Jamaican dancehall and UK grime), whether journalists merely want to reveal
some sort of  struggle in M.I.A.’s life in order to elevate her sense of otherness.   

“The vertiginous excitement of pan-ethnic identity, so unlike the purity the Tamil Tigers kill for, imbues every
pieced-together track…”

- Robert Christgau, Village Voice, 2005

“What makes this genuine world music, aside from references, is the weaving of the political into the fabric of
what are still, basically, dance tunes.  Any division of life into personal and political halves is absent.”

- Sasha Frere-Jones, New Yorker, 2004

But does a political dialogue truly exist, or is there any real focus on bringing a meaningful discussion to light? 
This type of reporting does not appear to help readers consider the nuances of the conflict in any complexity and in
this way, tends to both de-politicize M.I.A.’s personal message and water down the current thought.  And with this, the
conflict dialogue fades into the backdrop of the folklore surrounding M.I.A.; it is a fetishization of the very real
struggles that many Sri Lankans have endured. 
       

Music journalists covering M.I.A. should begin to question whether they are dramatizing aspects of the conflict
in their analyses (at least one has – see Robert Christgau’s current writings in the Village Voice).  And besides, a Globe
and Mail journalist has recently observed that politics have little to do with M.I.A.’s appeal in Sri Lanka itself:
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“…people in Colombo wear MIA t-shirts.  Of course, in that city, they’re all either Sinhalese or Muslim…her
politics warrant almost no discussion…In actual Tamil [Tiger] territory, north of the firing line, nobody’s heard
of  her.”

- Doug Saunders, Zoilus.com, 2005

Only time will tell if M.I.A. has an enduring philosophy similar to Underground Resistance and The Clash,
groups whose synthesis of politics and diverse musical styles has always been well entrenched in their musical ethos. 
But when the dialogue is brought back into the political realm, it is vital that journalists try to present fair and
informed perspectives so that readers themselves have some tools to engage in critical evaluation.  If not, they
invariably run the risk of undermining the rights of the dead, displaced and affected to have their story heard.

Sources and further reading:

Robert Christgau, 1 March 2005, Right, the Record: I got brown skin but I’m a West Londoner, educated but a refugee still, Village Voice:
http://www.villagevoice.com/music/0509,christgau3,61609,22.html

Robert Christgau, 1 March 2005, Burning Bright: let’s think for just a moment about how much M.I.A. actually supports the Tamil Tigers, Village
Voice:
http://villa gevoice.com/music/0509,christgau1,61607,22.html

Sasha Frere-Jones, 22 November 2004, Bingo in Swansea: Maya Arulpragasam’s world, The New Yorker:  http://ne wyorker.com/critics/music/
?041122crmu_music

The Global IDP Database, 7 March 2005, Sri Lanka: Response to tsunami crisis must also target conflict-affected IDPs.   http://
www.db.idpproject.org/Sites/IdpProjectDb/idpSurvey.nsf/wViewSingleEnv/Sri+LankaProfile+Summary

Ismat Mangla, October 2004, Not-so missing in action, Nirali Magazine: http://www.niralimagazine.com/features/0410_mia.html

Joshua Ostroff, 27 January 2005, Tiger, tiger, burning bright: Tamil pop provocatrice M.I.A. wages war on the dancefloor, Eye Weekly:  http://
www.eye.net/eye/issue/issue_01.27.05/beat/mia.html

Doug Saunders, 4 March 2005, Zoilus.com: http://www.zoilus.com/documents/news/index.shtml

Owen Strock, 2005, M.I.A.: Rebel Muse, CMJ:  http://cmj.com/articles/display_article.php?id=3547519

By Ruwan Rutnayake
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Seascape
Ink on paper

By Marlis
Gonzalez-Fernandez
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Stopped into the used book store on the corner in my new neighborhood
and found a book called
How to be White.
 
Left behind by someone who
Figured it out or
Changed his mind.
 
I bought it.
 
Just in case I start to forget.
 

By Steffany Haaz

Assimilation

21



The Bush Administration and 108th congress have invested unprecedented financial resources into the global
fight against AIDS. Through the President’s Emergency Plan for AIDS Relief (PEPFAR), the administration has
promised a five-year, $15 billion initiative to fight the global AIDS pandemic, primarily in Sub-Saharan Africa where the
epidemic is fueled by unprotected heterosexual sex. Although the region accounts for roughly 10% of the world’s
population, it is home to 75% of all people living with HIV/AIDS.

There are glaring omissions on the list of countries slated for PEPFAR funding- those whose epidemics are
largely driven by injection drug use. Without effective and extensive prevention interventions, countries such as India,
Malaysia, Indonesia, and Russia could be facing the next wave of HIV/AIDS pandemics. But there is a solution: a
scientifically proven, cost-effective response that has demonstrated its success in reducing the spread of HIV to
injection drug users and their partners – syringe exchange programs (SEPs). SEPs are low threshold HIV prevention
that to link drug users with drug treatment and are often first point of contact for a marginalized population.

Scientific integrity and research has been under attack for the past four years, with morality and politics, rather
than science, informing the priorities of many government regulations, research initiatives, and public health programs.
A prime example is that of  the Administration’s funding abstinence based programs both domestically and internation-
ally. Although the abstinence-only approach is rejected by major HIV/AIDS-prevention organizations in the country
and the President’s Advisory Council on HIV/AIDS, the Administration’s 2006 budget seeks $192.5 million in funding
for sexual abstinence-based programs, a 50% increase since 2004.

Throughout Europe and in Australia, national drug policy agendas have embraced harm reduction, a philosophy
aimed to reduce the adverse health, social, and economic consequences of mood altering substances to drug users, their
families, and their communities. SEPs are a central component of the rest of the western industrialized world’s efforts
to fight drug abuse and HIV/AIDS. But in the U.S., conservative political circles have demonized harm reduction and
publicized it as simply a thinly veiled effort to legalize drugs and support drug use.

On Wednesday, February 16th, Rep. Mark Souder (R-Indiana), chair of the Government Reform subcommittee
on Criminal Justice, Drug Policy and Human Resources, is holding a hearing entitled, “Harm Reduction or Harm
Maintenance: Is There a Such Thing as Safe Drug Abuse?”  Over the past three years as the Subcommittee Chairman,
Representative Souder has stridently expressed his disdain for any response to drug abuse other than encouraging
abstinence. Specifically, he has attacked SEPs, through misrepresenting scientific research findings and extolling
abstinence-based treatment as the only answer. As with many stances of late, the United States stands alone in the

Att acking Effective HIV Prevention:
Why Americans Stand Alone
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western industrialized world with this moralistic, one size fits all response based on narrow morality not scientific
evidence.

The deleterious effects of drug use in America are irrefutable. Addiction not only can ruin the lives of drug users
but those of their families. But what is at issue is how we respond to drug use. In the U.S., our response can be easily
measured in dollars- with the largest percentage of drug war expenditures spent on drug interdiction and the incarcera-
tion of drug users. There are more drug users in prison than in drug treatment, with drug offenders comprising 63% of
federal prison populations.

Even members of the Bush administration have admitted the failure of the ‘war on drugs.’  In 2000, a reported
commissioned by the Drug Czar’s office, the National Research Council found little evidence that drug prohibition
works. It concluded, “...existing research seems to indicate that there is little apparent relationship between the severity
of  sanctions prescribed for drug use and the prevalence or frequency of use....”

Increasingly, U.S. researchers are needing to defend such scientifically-informed, cost effective, public health
interventions such as SEPs. Drug users are heterogeneous and merit a diverse range of solutions to reduce the harmful
effects of drug use and reduce drug use – including the provision of comprehensive drug treatment and comprehen-
sive services that reach active drug users. International and domestic research has consistently demonstrated that SEPs
not only reduce rates of HIV and Hepatitis C virus transmission, but serve as a conduit for drug users to reach drug
treatment. But for the past 15 years in the U.S., there is has been a ban on expending federal funds on SEPs.

Wednesday’s hearing is just the latest of a growing list of federal efforts to propagate narrow and short-sighted
solutions to diverse scientific problems. Shortsighted solutions not only fail in their intended goals, they can have far-
reaching injurious consequences at home and abroad. While debates continue on the morality of providing of condoms
and syringes to help slow the HIV/AIDS epidemic, people continue to contract this entirely preventable disease.  An
estimated 4.8 million new HIV infections occurred worldwide during 2003 – which is roughly 14,000 infections each
day. More than 95 percent of these new infections occurred in developing countries. In the United States, approxi-
mately 40,000 new HIV infections occur each year which translates to roughly 110 people each day.

The Federal government’s commitment to the fight against the global HIV/AIDS epidemic is truly commend-
able. But if SEPs continue to meet with such fierce and ideological opposition, we will need an endless amount of
resources to fight the next wave of the global HIV/AIDS pandemic.

The US’ expansive and expensive ‘war on drugs’ is pyrrhic battle that, in its current form, will never be won. How
a society deals with its most marginalized populations is in fact a barometer of the very heart of  that society. In the
future, how will our actions be judged?

By Susan Sherman
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M ischievous Contemplation
This little girl had moved into town from a village several kilometers away because of insufficient food caused by a 4-year drought.  Her
contemplative state was transient, soon followed by a mischievous twinkle as she invented her next game for us to play.  The image was taken in
Afghanistan during the Taliban regime.

By Maureen Mayhew



N o me digas
No me digas que no sabias
que son pocos quienes comen las frutas de tu país
y la mayoría para quienes
no basta el maíz

No me digas que no sabias
que se mueren de hambre
mientras que tu
te emborrachas de su sangre.
 
No me digas que no sabias
que cuando dices que a los niños les darás educación
ellos también
a la junta se esclavizarán.
 
No me digas que no sabias
que los techos naranja te dan publicidad barata
solo para alimentar
el apetito de tus ratas.
 
No me digas que no sabias
que mientras que promueves el fin de la corrupción
su ejercito desde la carcel
recibe su dirección.
 
Y no me digas que no sabias
que cuando cortas su algodón
un paro te darán.

D on’t t ell me
Don’t tell me that you didn’t know

that they are few who eat the fruits of your country
and the majority for whom
the maize does not suffice.

Don’t tell me that you didn’t know
that they die of hunger

while you
get drunk on their blood.

Don’t tell me that you didn’t know
that when you say you will give the children education

they too
will be enslaved to the junta.

Don’t tell me that you didn’t know
that the orange roofs give you cheap publicity

only to feed
the appetite of your rats.

Don’t tell me that you didn’t know
that while you promote the end of corruption

your army
receives its orders from a jail.

And don’t tell me that you didn’t know
that when you cut their cotton

they will strike.

By Michael Johansson



My fingers rub against the pads of his with the familiar roughness I’ve always known.  I could feel every ridge
of  his fingerprint as if reading it by brail.  Just then I feel a sharp pain, he clinches the hand I offer tight and I notice my
hand is now almost as big as his, but not quite.  I don’t know if  it ever will be.  My eyes drift to the heel of his hand and
I follow it down to the bare arm resting on his knee, the borders shooting out thick black hair from the underside
invading the ordered pattern on his pants.  I can see a tan lump of his muscle bulge out from his arm as he squeezes my
hand even tighter and then loosens and tightens once again.  I try to find a rhythm to prepare myself for each squeeze but
there is none.  It’s just as erratic as his thoughts now.

I continue to the crease of his elbow where his skin begins to lighten but appears darker because it’s pinched
together at the bend.  Above, I see the beginning of a bigger lump on his forearm, smaller than I remember though.  I’m
curious to see the whole thing but it quickly disappears under the blue trim of the hospital gown.  It’s easier to ignore the
shouting if I don’t look directly at him so I stare at that blue trim hoping for a pause because an end is too much to ask
for.  I want to order a relaxant, but he’s not my patient.

My hamstrings are burning as I continue to squat beside him.  I want to sit next to him, palothi style, but I’m
embarrassed.  If  he knew I was embarrassed he’d slap me.  So I feel guilty for being embarrassed.  He’s perfectly content,
and oblivious, with his back against the wall, knees bent in front, and nothing between him and the cold hallway floor but
the thin blue pants.  Suddenly he barks at me and I see his face once again.  I know this face.  I’ve memorized every line,
every curve, and every imperfection.  But something’s different.  Each wrinkle and scar looks deeper, or longer, or wider
or maybe more crooked.  I don’t know.  The stubble has gotten longer than I’ve ever seen now but I won’t let him have
the razor in this condition.  There’s more white than black each year.  Before I know it I’m speaking to him again.  Or
pleading with him again - to stand up, to stop shouting, to stop pulling at his IVs, to walk back with me to his room.  I
want to call my attending for assistance, but he’s not my patient.

He either shouts back to me or whispers to himself, only occasionally comprehensible, moving from subject to
subject, from whatever his eye catches to whatever thought flies through his mind.  I try to answer all his questions
thinking it will keep him appeased.  I can’t keep pace, but it doesn’t matter, neither can his attention.  He commands me
to get his wife.  I tell him she’s coming as she disappears behind the elevator doors unable to see him like this.  I never lie
to my patients, but he’s not my patient.  He soon forgets.

Unti t led
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For the next few seconds his attention turns directly towards me.  I peer into his eyes, bordered on top by the
frenzy of his bushy eyebrows, the same ones I’ve inherited, and on bottom by the dark bags of lost sleep.  So close to him
I can see the blackness of his eyes are actually a very dark brown.  They finally express what his mind has been trying to
send through his voice but fails to fight through the swarm of other competing manic thoughts on their way to his
tongue.  The dark brown pleads back to me, asking me to remember the man he was.  Is.  The man he was a few days ago
and the man I know he will be again in a few more days.  But right now, in this moment, as we crouch together in a
hospital hallway, we’re a long way from sanity.  Both of us.

Still, his eyes are comforting.  They fill in, shorten, squeeze together and straighten every wrinkle and scar on his
face.  Then suddenly a lucid thought finds its way to his tongue.  “I’m confused!” he shouts angrily.  The dark brown
pleads again, telling me to take care of him.  These words will never fight their way to his tongue though.  They’re bound
down by his pride more than his psychosis.  But after every shout there is an echo that whimpers, audible only to myself.
And just as abruptly as I caught his attention, I’ve lost it as he whips his head around.  I want to tell him now more than
ever that I won’t let go.  But I can’t pierce his mind the way his eyes can mine.  My words are lost in the jungle of thoughts,
sights and sounds attacking him.  So I stand up finding myself shoulder to shoulder with the doctors and nurses that had
surrounded us.  But he’s not my patient.  I eventually follow the footsteps of his wife to find my mother sitting pensively
in the cafeteria.  We drive home knowing I’ll be back that night and hoping the chemicals penetrate his mind better than
my words by the next time I see him.

Anonymous
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Like the Sun

I dropped you off  at the airport
and noticed the sun was in the clouds
in that unusual way it can be:
tempered by the horizon,
so that you can look directly at its shape
and study it painlessly.

The sun was beautiful.
It looked like a pink candy disc,
like a perfectly round petal.
It looked like if you could eat it
that it would taste soft in your mouth.

I had been thinking all week that being in love
is like listening to the radio.
I had a long ridiculous theory that incorporated
station selection, volume, musical genre

but after leaving you at the airport
I feel less romantic.
I think love is like that sun:
fire disguised as candy.
When we eat it we burn from the inside out,
we are ashes before we hit the floor.

By Ellen Beckjord

28



A  lone fisherman is immersed in life’s simple pleasures against the dropping of an Indonesian sunset

By Alex Vu 29



Generation Gap
I was struck by this image of a Mongolian woman and her young grandson outside of their traditional dwelling, or ger, while traveling through
the central plains of the Gobi desert. As members of a nomadic family, they were about a day’s journey by horseback from their nearest
neighbors. When we asked how old the woman was, her family said they did not know, but guessed she was about 65. With such rapid
development in Mongolia, it was hard not to wonder how different this baby’s customs and way of life would be from his grandmother’s.

By Lauren Karp
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Most days I don’t start until sunset, after the day has past its prime and darkness begins to fall.  Reflect,
introspect, relax:  to change the commands of the day to nouns, I pour the first of several glasses of my nightly
poison and let observe fade into observations.   It wasn’t always this way, of  course.  There were several years in which
I followed the herd and heeded the widely accepted command form of society twenty-four hours a day.  I’ve always
been friendlier with nouns, though.  I like how they maintain a polite distance between me and what they represent.
They don’t demand any kind of interaction or response; they sit a few seats away and wait, allowing me to decide if
I’ ll invite them closer.  Commands, on the other hand, are so intrusive.  They have no sense of personal space, like
that annoying, slightly socially inept person next to you in the bar who just won’t take no for an answer.  Why should I
have to put up with that when I know exactly how to adjust the unseemly “invite to converse” to the substantially
refined “invitation to conversation?”

I am well aware that not everyone sees things my way.  I recall in particular a discussion of this crucial
distinction with my former supervisor, who not only didn’t appreciate the nuances of grammar, he strongly objected
to my attempt to modify commands to nouns while on the job.  That moment years ago marked my formal departure
from the world of commands, my embrace of the noun as more my speed.  It hasn’t made it easy, for sure, but I don’t
need much these days, just enough to watch the sun dip low in the sky and nod a greeting to contemplation as he
slides into the bed a few down from mine.  Mornings are the hardest, when I have to be out and about, looking for
the means to ensure that my syntax will be correct by evening.  It makes it infinitely more bearable, though, when I
think that I don’t have to live anymore; instead, I just have a life.

By Kelly A. Skrable

SYN TAX
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A Tatt le Teller’s Tale

     Call me Keren.  I turned five years old last November and no-one in my family seems yet to understand why I am
able to read, write or do calculus.  It’s easy, I tell them:  focus.  Papa says I am an ogbanje, which means I am a re-born
soul, and that my real age is eighty.  I am either the youngest, or the oldest, of  us nine children.  Papa sometimes asks
me for advice, and sometimes I am able to help.  I’d rather be out playing!

     Our hut is on the banks of the mighty lagoon.  I live to run and dip my foot in the water.  Well, not really:  I also
like to suck mangoes, kick footballs, and draw pictures in the sand.  The neighborhood kids see my pictures and they
laugh.  Jude’s a bully—-he wipes out my pictures with his big feet.  Then he laughs and the others laugh too.  They call
me stupid.  I told them I was trying to prove the length of a cycloid is a rational number independent of pi.  I
explained that waves have cycloid properties to Ola, but she pulled my hair and John laughed.  They never listen to me
and call me a tattle-teller.  David calls me a word which I cannot ever say right.  It means ‘the big mouth that never
shuts up.’

I don’t know many adults, but I do know a few and the name they call me most often is ‘genius,’ although our
pastor calls me ‘God’s miracle.’  My schoolmates say I am a ‘little mouse,’ and some of them, like Jude, like to smack
me on the head and bully me, but most want me to help them with their homework.  I am the smallest in the class, by
far.  Would you like to switch places with me?

Yesterday was the first day of the wet season.  I woke up feeling dull and heavy from head to toe, but mostly in my
head.  Food tasted terrible.  My skin was on fire.  It seemed like all the waves were laughing.

Someone wrapped my head in a wet towel.  Time flew.  I woke up and there was sunlight;  later came the
moonlight.  I was in the back of Dad’s truck.  I heard someone say we were going to the district hospital.

The small waiting room was like an oven.  It also smelt of disinfectant and vomit.  So much of it, everywhere!
Screams and wails came from all directions.  Voices chattered like crickets.

“My child’s drip has finished.”   “Why is she that colour?”

“Must all patients live solely on jelly?”  “If  there is a hell, I want to go to the hell in your damn country.  There’ll
always be something missing.  If  there’s enough wood, there won’t be a match.  If  there’s a match, there won’t be enough
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wood.  If  there’s enough wood and a match, the match won’t work,”  said someone speaking with a strange tone of voice,
like he was from a different world completely.  It sounded like what my parents call an accent.  It was a funny sound he
made!  How could I make myself laugh, when I hurt all over, with an ache in every single joint?

The nurses hurried by.  The doctor came up. I remember he wrote down on his pad before he left.  We waited.  We
waited so long that I started to cough.

Two nurses arrived and one of them asked me to breathe deeply.  They listened to my lungs and said, “Needs
oxygen.”

My chest itched.  I coughed until I nearly burst.

“T here’s a dry cough for you,”  said one nurse.

They stared.  I saw worried looks and the other nurse said in a low voice, “What now?  We have only a couple of those
oxygen masks to spare.”  They looked at each other and at me.  One whispered to another.  I heard what they said because
they were close.

“Bah!  Leave her alone;  the man’s not exactly wanting.  Look, he has eight other children already.  Let her be,”  one
said firmly.  “He ought to be able to cure his sadness in the flick of my eye—”  They turned on their heels and left.  My
head felt like cotton wool.  Just then I noticed Pa looking at the floor, and Ma too;  when they looked up they were crying
and pretending not to.  Pa was crying like I do when Jude hits me!  I was very afraid.

Why not ignore them?  I tried to focus on something else completely.  I imagined a sound, calm and pleasant;
there was one that came to mind immediately.  It was not one sound but many;  it got louder and louder, and louder
even still;  it drowned everything.  Aha, there was no cause for alarm!  It was the nonstop monotony of the waves
smiling on the seashore beside our house.  How patient the shore was!  Still the waves continued their familiar
murmur.  It was a cheeky coincidence that their message was uttered in the same humdrum lingo everyone, as usual,
would forget to pay attention to, once they got back home from the hospital later tonight.

By Abidemi Adegbola
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bay area bugs;
while gilda fumigated,
i watched her orchids

By Joanna
Hellmuth
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With knees slightly agape
Eyelids like drooping lilacs
Hands nestled in a welcoming lap
She moves.
Tilts her head.
Raises one taffeta shoulder and rolls it back.

Across the room
A powdery pfefferneuse
Lips painted bubble gum-pink
Standing against the train timetable
A fluffy watchdog at her ankles
Behind his ear, a run in her stockings.
She shakes her locks of gold
Adjusts her fur and oyster fruit.
Her chest rises.
She sighs.

Two women boxing.

By Aisling McGuckin

Two Women Boxing



A Black woman’s hair is a serious discussion. It is a symbol of a long journey full of joy and pain, shame and
dignity, struggle and liberation. My own hair journey has been characterized by all of these emotions and because I am
adventurous by nature, it has been an especially entertaining experience. I love to do all kinds of crazy things with my
hair; twist it up, braid it tiny, dye it golden blonde. My hair is very open to interpretation.

It all started in the late 70’s when I came bustin’ into the world with a full crown, perfectly round curly Afro. I was
born with a head full of hair fresh out of the womb, and   all that was missing was a “Black Power fist” afro pick tucked
in the back of my head to make my look complete. My mother crowed about my hair to her friends because my older
sister had been born totally bald. “My baby got good hair! Look at all them curls!” my mother raved proudly. Little did
she know, she’d spoke too soon.

A revolutionary in the rough, my ‘fro’ quickly manifest itself into kinky knots, around age 5, that instantly succumbed
to my mother’s 150 degree pressing comb. True to form, the hot comb, as it is affectionately called, burned! Those who
are familiar with having their hair “hard pressed,”  white-girl straight in Grandmama’s kitchen for the Lord on Sunday
morning know, “hell hath no fury like Mama with a pressin’ comb.”   My childhood was marred with weekly encounters
with the hot comb.

My hair had its first taste of freedom at 13! Or so it seemed when I traded the torture of the hot comb for
imprisonment by getting my first “no-lye” relaxer, Gentle Treatment. And let’s just say the process was a little less than
gentle. It started with a tingle, which turned into an itch and escalated into a full blown, head on fire burn that literally had
to be extinguished in Miss Irene’s rinse bowl. She took my hair virginity!, my stylist, Miss Irene, but when she was all done
I had hair that was water resistant, bounced when I walked and swiveled when I giggled!

My joy was short-lived however when I discovered that chemical straightening makes hair very fragile and, if  you
discontinue its use, yields major hair damage. My long, flowy hair soon began to break off  worse than a Kit Kat candy
bar. So badly in fact that Mama had no choice but to cut it-SHORT! Being a black, female teenager with short hair was
horrible. The first thing your best friend yelled at you in a petty catfight was, “You maybe high yella but you ain’t got no
hair!” Unfortunately, being light skinned wasn’t enough because I went throughout middle-school without a boyfriend.
My self-confidence about my appearance crumbled inside myself and died. Then, just when all hope of salvaging any
vanity was almost lost, some genius invented the “Jheri Curl”  and salvation was born. My mother was reluctant to allow

All Truth and “No-Lyes”:
A Hair Story

36



me to use any chemical on my hair after what happened with Gentle Treatment. But I begged and begged and after my
new stylist, Miss Stephanie, said “curl make your hair grow!” my mother finally relented. She allowed me to get my first
“Curl.”  It was curly, wet and wild. And most importantly, “Curl make your hair grow!” To make a long story short, my
hair did not see my earlobes for the remainder of middle school and I only ended up ruining my mother’s couches with
the drip.

High School hair was mainly uneventful, although I returned, in vain, to the straight perm. Sometimes I got my
hair braided in long African braids because I loved the weight of hair on my back and it was just so beautiful. I’d also
heard it “allowed” your hair to grow undisturbed. But going to a predominantly white high school and trying to respond
to their accusatory questions of how my hair grew 10 inches overnight was embarrassing and demoralizing. It amazed me
how shamelessly they always felt expressing their like or dislike of my hairstyles. As if I’d done anything to my head with
pleasing them in mind!

By my junior year of college I’d given up on trying to grow, strengthen or even love the hair on my head. I decided
cut it –ALL and I was terrified! People read many different things about you when you are a black woman with only about
half an inch of hair on your head. Some read an illness and sympathize; others read your sexuality and scorn your
audacity. Then there are those rare sisters in black womanhood who read your pride and rebellion and smile.  When I cut
off  all my hair, I felt such a burden lifted that I vowed to never let a chemical touch a kink on my head again. If  that meant
being nappy and happy, so be it. My hair was a born again virgin!

At first, I was a little apprehensive about meeting my hair again. After all, the last time we’d been together in its
natural element, I was just a baby.  But as it grew, my anxiety about going natural lessened. Each inch was a step toward
my re-emergence, each kink a cause for celebration.

Today, the pathway to true liberation spreads above me in a mane of unruly, onerous hair that only likes to be
washed. Now I’ll be honest, it doesn’t always look the way I want it to or lay like I’d prefer. It hates to be combed or
braided, it’s finicky and headstrong and many days just a big pain in the butt. But it remains the one totally true thing that
defines me- no-lye.

By Mieko McKay
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February morning,
Shining, crisp.

A skater greets the empty ice.
She pauses at its sheer perfection,

tentatively ventures forth.

Swinging into fluid motion,
Etches arcs and chains of commas,

Glides into the candle-flame of  sun on frozen
lake.

Above, the hum of two propellers
blends with notes of slicing blades.

A pilot shares the waking day.

Circling wide in graceful turns,
Inscribing giant figure eights,
The plane engraves the sky.

Wave of arm,
Dip of  wing.

Duet.

By Susan Baker

SOLO
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Snow    By Aliza Monroe-Wise
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Conduct is the final thing
 

I mourn the ocean and her shattered constellations.
Her profound solitude cannot be shared, cannot be touched.
Living off  the eternal tears that join mine, she approaches land only to pull back, protecting her

lamented mind.
Obscuring the abyss she veils, her waves dance delicately, attacking each other in a perpetual waltz

of  birth and death.

By Michael Johansson
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Unspoiled Relics by the Arabian Sea
This a picture that I took while I was in the Sultanate of Oman on a UNICEF project documenting the leap to good
health for Omani children. Oman is laden with old relics, untouched and devoid of any tourists, situated on very
dramatic geographic locations flanked by stark mountains and deserted valleys facing the Arabian Sea. This particular
stucture faces the sea near Old Muscat. 

By Adaline Z. Muyeed
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I support a scientist who is researching HIV/AIDS.  On the weekends, I’m in the Visitor’s Center/Harborplace,
telling people how to have fun.  Signe Lauren (you can call me Hon).

Steffany Haaz is a dancer/choreographer, yoga teacher, research coordinator, runner, doctoral student in the
unnamed department, interventionist, list-maker and co-founder of The Village co-op.  She writes poetry and grant
applications, laughs loudly, lifts heavy objects, meditates occasionally, sleeps 8 hours most nights and is rehabbing a
rowhouse in Patterson Park.

Aisling McGuckin, RN, BSN is currently in the process of completing a Masters in Public Health and Masters in
Community Health Nursing. She writes as a means of digestion, particularly vital in extracting the nutrients of
ordinary life experiences.

Mieko McKay is an MPH student. She is from Amarillo, Texas. Before Baltimore, she waited tables in Texas, drank
tea in Senegal and danced with White Mules in Maine. Her Motto: You never know what roads life might lead you
down, so have lots of different shoes. After graduation she would like to work with an organization that focuses on
improving women’s health and status in the developing world or underserved populations in America. She is pleased
to be a part of  this issue of The Stew.

Rachel McLean came to Hopkins wanting to start a revolution and left starting a multiple logistic regression. Or
maybe it’s the other way around. She’d like to give a shout out to all the other revolutionaries at this school who made
her year possible. For more rantings and ravings email cookiesrnice42@hotmail.com

Please visit the soon-to-be running www.screamingrubberchicken.com website.  Kevin Badolato is an MD/MPH
student, and more notably a struggling musician and poet who has spared the readers from the drudges of his serious
side in favor of an honest self-deprecating rant.  I live for the little people.  Peace to all of you.    

Barbara Westwood Diehl is founding editor of The Baltimore Review; her short stories and poems have appeared
in various literary journals.  In her Hopkins life, she devotes time to department reviews and faculty searches,
appointments, and promotions—not the stuff  of  poetry, but language skills are a must.
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Michael (Johansson) likes to ride his bicycle.

Abidemi Adegbola is a first year child and adolescent psychiatry resident. He is interested in the relationship
between cognitive development and diet.  He will not divulge what he eats, but admits that any kind of broccoli is
rarely included.

Kelly Skrable’s piece was written in honest recognition of the dichotomies with which we all live daily.  In gratitude
to Chris and LCL: no hay ni una palabra, pero si tuviera que escoger una, seria ”gracias”.

Julie Samia Mair works in the Department of Health Policy & Management and her research focuses on violence
prevention and the use of law as a tool for the public’s health. 

Michael Sweat is a faculty member in the Department of International Health.  He lives in Alexandria Virginia (yes,
it is a long drive), has two miniature dachshunds, is good at ping-pong, and likes Whit Stillman films.

Ruwan Ratnayake is a student, DJ and former biased observer. He has a research focus on conflict, suicide and
mental health in Sri Lanka and graduates in May with an MHS (Mental Health) and a Certificate in Humanitarian
Assistance from CIEDRS.

Professor Sue Baker has given up ice skating, thinks that flying is safer; she loves teaching and dancing with Professor
Tim Baker.

Marlis Gonzalez-Fernandez is a Physical Medicine and Rehabilitation physician who is in the process of completing
her PhD as part of  the Graduate Training Program in Clinical Investigation.  Drawing is her way of relaxing and
letting others know that everything, as basic as it may be, is essential to what the rest of the world is.

John Francis is one of the many Returned Peace Corps Volunteers at JHSPH.  Frequently missing the central pacific
nation of Kiribati, you will likely hear him telling a story starting with, “This one time, in Peace Corps…”

Perri Sutton was a Peace Corps volunteer in Mali from ’98 - ’00. She returned home, and spent much of her time
thinking about the proverbs she learned from the people who live in a village named Koporokenia-pen. She will soon
complete her MPH and looks forward to spending some time back in Seattle with her family.  

John McGready has been on the biostatistics faculty for five years.   When he is not doing statistics he loves to ride
his bike, cook, play guitar, reminisce about his short-lived painting career, and most importantly spend time with his
family. (wife Roni, sons Emmet Asher and Micah Teagan)
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Yael Susanna Hoogland is currently a fulltime MHS hoping to graduate.  She has been lucky enough to have
journeyed far, and seen much, preferring solo travel because only then can one interact with the environment around
them.  We are the fortunate, to have the luxury of dreams.

Maureen Mayhew:  I am a Canadian family physician who after traveling to my hearts content, hiking all mountains
in my path and cycling on as many continents as I could, decided I should grow up and switched my career to become
a dedicated public health practitioner.  I worked in Afghanistan with Medecins Sans Frontieres doing various public
health projects during the Taliban Regime and afterward.

Joanna Hellmuth’s spring projects: spinning more wool; contemplating careers...international medicine or addiction
psychiatry?; finishing a bowl made o’ sticks; trying to understand statistics;
using her JHMI shuttle time more mindfully.

Adaline Z. Muyeed, M.Sc. Ph.D. Candidate, Department of Population and Family Health Sciences. I was born
in Michigan while my father was pursuing his Ph.D in the 60’s...spent my childhood galavanting in a
remote mountainous region in Comilla, Bangladesh (where the schools were deemed not good enough for my
mother...so I happily galavanted some more).  I spent my adolescence in Paris (where I finally went to school), before
returning to the US for college and some more! The three worlds that I come from still bring out different sides of
who I am.

Ellen Beckjord is an MPH student and Cancer Prevention Fellow. Her favorite poets are T.S. Eliot, Andrew Zawacki,
and Angela Echiverri.

Alexander Vu is an aspiring photographer, but currently he is just a physician working at Hopkins Emergency
Department and at CIEDRS.

Lauren Karp is an MPH student and budding nomad from South Pasadena, California.  As the grants coordinator for
the Ulan Bator Foundation in Los Angeles, she helped to develop health care programs in Mongolia.  She gives a
shout-out to her peeps at the Carriage House...Hey Arj, what’s for dinner?

Danstan Bagenda is a student in International Health/Infectious Diseases who hails from a small town in Uganda,
spent  the earlier part of  his life traveling with his grandma (who was the tribal princess that could not keep still.)  
and,   as in those travels with his “jajja” (granny) , still finds everything about life and people everywhere  charming...
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Uganda                                                    By D anstan Bagenda



Inside Back Cover: A Fish

By Aliza Monroe-Wise

Outside Back Cover: Unti t led
In 2000, I had to revisit Mr. Mitu of Mitu’s world famous
spice tour.  Unfortunately he has franchised out his name,
nonetheless somewhere in the heart of  the touristic spice
lands of Zanzibar, this gentleman requested that I take
some snaps of him, as he was fascinated by my digital
camera and the immediate reward of seeing himself on
“f ilm”.  It is impossible to take a bad picture in Africa,
especially in Zanzibar where the pace of life is beyond
relaxed and a Safari Lager is never far from reach.

By Yael Susanna Hoogland






