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This Spring, The People of The Stew are happy to present to You a Limerick

There was an odd fellow named McKaz
he was a Prince in the Land of Jazz
the piano he played
he knew not what it weighed
he could lift it with mere razmatazz



No Food Outside

We drove through cascades of mountains before approaching the place where the Indian and Atlantic Oceans
meet. There were signs all over the tourist center instructing visitors not to feed the baboons. Apparently, baboons can ge
quite vicious. Once a tourist was carrying her baby at the Cape, and a baboon thought that it was food, so it snatched the
baby away. Can you imagine the horror the mom felt about this? They later found the baby decapitated, probably
because it would not stop cryin@his is no joké.didn't believe the story until | saw a little boy eating a sandwich. He was
skipping along merrily, enjoying his juicy ham and cheese sandwich, trying to catch up to his mom. A baby baboon saw the
food, jumped on the boy’s back, and ate the sandwich. The boy cried but he didn’t know how lucky he was to still have his
head.

When we got hungry, we stopped and went into the Blue Oyster restaurant. Kasai and his grandma were lying
down in the car, as he was feeling too sick to get up. After | finished my food, | ordered some chicken for Grandma — she wa
from the South and loved her friend chicken. | told the waiter | wanted it to go and he said, “You want this to go where?” |
had to say ‘take away’ to get the point across, and after 20 minutes, he brought out the chicken in a large bag. | was
walking past our table with the bag of chicken when the waiter said, “Are you sure that you want to bring that outside?” |
told him, of course | was going to bring it outside.

As | approached the door of the restaurant, the host told me, “I don't think you should bring that food outside of the
restaurant. The baboons will get you.” | told her there was a person outside waiting for this food. She nodded and gave me
a sharp smile. | thought to myself, | need a plan. If one gets too close to me, | will protect the food and kick the baboon like
afootball. It was probably the size of a gremlin anyway. | walked outside, looked up, and saw two men in uniform hanging
out a window with slingshots. They smiled down at me and | began to think that South Africa was a strange, strange place.

As | walked towards the van where Kasai and his grandma were, | looked across the road — and saw a baboon! It was
nothing like what | expected. It was huge! About 5 feet tall, with fangs about 4 inches |dfayv this is a scary creaturke.
couldn’t stop staring. The baboon looked at me, and as it looked at my bag, it opened its mouth and let out a hiss that |
could hear across the street. The baboon then began to gallop towards me like a horse on all fours. Now | knew what the
waiter and the host were talking about. Now | knew why those men were on the roof with slingshots. And now | knew | was
in for some trouble.

When the baboon started running, | started running. | knew | had to beat the baboon at its own game and get to the
van before it got to me. | was getting closer and closer to the van, but the baboon was gaining on me. | could see the hair on
its face and the determination in its eyes. Thankfully, | reached the van before it did, but | looked inside and saw that Kasai’s
grandma was lying down in the front seat. | looked back and the baboon was right behind me, and he knew he was going
to have me soon. | had no choice but to open up the door and jump on this resting woman’s white-haired head, while
simultaneously closing the door. | heard her say in her Southern accent, “Brandon, you crazy? What are you doin’?” | told he
what happened as | caught my breath and she saw the baboon right outside her window. She believed me, laughed, and
thanked me for the chicken dinner. 1 felt like a hero that day, a hero that almost peed his pants running away from a
baboon.

Brandon Brown



Intimidation

"Until we stop clinging to the concept of good and evil, the world will continue to manifest as friendly
goddesses and harmful demons." Pema Chodron

Alex Ergo



. On a table sits a basket of fruits and vegetables and hanging
KItCh e n Party behind and overhead are laundry detergent, strainers, and

gourds.

We see the hair and makeup, dresses and high heel . . ' .
shoes. | look down at my faded black t-shirt and wrinkledePhe plastic chairs are filled and Eddah and her maid of honor

khaki pants and curse that | didn’t go home to change. Butmake an entrance and take their place on the kitchen stage.

there is nothing to be done about it so | climb into the Rav 4§ fpaezﬁgg:na;e T;r?:ri??hrenursollcj pzﬁggﬁr Ig:}"g rsup:gatl)(:r:f’r;f”
and watch as we leave the city and the land changes to hill g group P

The trees to form a line. The power goes out and the crackling
of green. music stops. A woman starts to sing and the others sing in
We arrive before the other guests so with &4ribu PS. g 9

kiti, karibu chakula’ we are told to sit down and eat. Warm response to her calls. Theycgrr::nﬁ]e :: itlz)nre,aiacra;/vsc;r:an
water in a red plastic pitcher yngap pan, g )

is passed around and we and S mlcrov.vaver,-]. F.?tm”yd
wash our hands. | watch the n;emk er:s receive tTeth slan

dirt and dust of the city run t ank the gu.ests. e plates
into the basin. A pot of fried are piled behind on a wooden

chicken is passed down the table and the microwave 1S

table. carefully wrapped up in the
More women in box.

kitenges,brightly colored

dresses, come walking down

the road, picking up their

skirts to avoid the dust.

Eddah is ushered inside to

make her last preparations

and Michelle, Amanda and |

are led down the winding

path.
When | was first

Igna\(tlrtgdretcci) iarl1 ﬁltﬁngﬂezairr:yslolr;n:c?r:g?: #jmoer égc\r/]v;:;]ei: ifts. I turn to Amanda in fear and say, “I'm not dancing up

; ; : here with just the three of us.” Three of our Tanzanian co-
T . . .
upperware and gossip. All knew about kitchen parties WaSvorkers agree to join us and | run behind Iddah so that she

that a girl has one before she gets married and the gues . .

are supposed to give a gift for the kitchen and a bit of advicetﬁas _to gto 1t‘|rst\.NTh3nk GO% t?% po,\tNEr IS tt)ack. on ang the

on how to be a good wife. So far, | had a gift. music starts. We dance, but dont have 1o sing, and are
But instead of moving into the kitchen we are led greeted with cheers and laughter.

away from the house past banana trees and bougainvillea.

In the distance, women dance in a circle and make war cries,

sounding like children playing at cowboys and Indians. As TraCy Kaye

we continue down the road we come to rows of one-hundred

white plastic chairs set in front of a stage designed as a kitchen.

This continues until all of the
women give their presents.
Amanda and | look at each
other, our gifts still clutched in
our hands. Then it happens.
The power comes back on
and the woman holding the
micro-phone announces that
now the guests from Kisarawe
(the town where we are conducting our study) will give their
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Night Out

I’m out on the street again,

With the van,

And the pamphlets,

And the coffee,

And the condoms.

The working women leave the curb for a moment,
To come eat the sandwiches,

To get a hug from the outreach workers,
To take the condoms,

And to sometimes even get their blood drawn.
| stand too close to the curb,

The cars slow.

Luxury cars,

Company cars,

Cars with child safety seats in the back.
When they look at me,

| shake my head no.

| am not working.

In fact I'm wearing jeans,

And a tee-shirt.

But it doesn’t matter,

Because | am an object,

Not a person.

The packaging isn’t important,

I've still got the goods.

Rachel Weber



Traces of You

haunted by

handprints

on my rearview
window

the day after
they were pressed through raindrops
i see them
shining
through pollen in sun

a week later
passing street lamps
reveal them still
clinging
through more rain than sun

haunted by

handprints

placed deliberately
for me

haunted by

wanting

hands

placed deliberately
on me

Agusta
Callaway
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Dorry
Wheel Segev



Happy

It's funny that I still remember after all these years that afternoon when | had a conversation with
my aunt. It couldn’t have lasted more than five minutes and now, seven years later, | still find myself
asking myself what answer there is in this. If there is something that lies at the bottom of the conversatior
that | have left unfound all these years.

“Are you happy,” she asked me, on a visit with my mom.

“Sure, | guess” | stumbled upon an answer. “I don't really know how to answer that kind of a
guestion.”

She laughed, as if at a private joke. But whatever was funny about it, | knew that | didn’t get it. |
laughed anyways, because sometimes when things are too confusing to explain, that’s all you really ca
do.

My mom had already told me a little bit about what had been happening. But | didn’t know what
to say.

My aunt’s story should have been a happy one. Two kids, both fairly smart, one a little on the
overfed side. Her husband was a manager at some electronics company. She worked part-time too, ac
an insurance agent. It was enough to add some supplemental income to the family, but not too much
that it would prevent her from picking up her children after school and dropping them off for whatever
well-rounding events they had for the day. They owned a house and drove Benzes to work. It was as i
their life was a picture perfect image of the successful Asian family making it in America.

But it seems that behind every image is reality. Reality often defies expectation, which is, | guess
what makes it real.



Her husband had been cheating on her. Supposedly, with a girl that went to a junior college
nearby. She had followed him to her house before, making sure that it was his car at the girl's house
Wanting to force her husband into some final admission of guilt, she called his cell phone and asked hir
where he was. His reply was “work”. If there were some cliché for cheating on your significant other, i
would certainly involve working.

Our conversation of all things ended with my aunt telling me that she hoped that | would find
happiness. It seems now, looking back on it, that it was ironic, her wishing for me what she felt she hersg
could not obtain. Perhaps that is the way all parents feel for their children, wishing on their kids the things
they never had.

Perhaps this was only a rhetorical conversation. Maybe happiness is an intangible goal that we alll
pursue but have different subconscious definitions for. And maybe we never get where we want to be,
but what matters is that we believe we can. Maybe this is the answer.

Maybe my aunt was equating love with happiness. From personal experience, | find that to be
untrue. | think love is more about suffering and pain, about giving up of the self than about personal joy,
although together they make up pieces of love. In her own way, she wanted to fight for her family, to

fight for the love that a husband and a wife share. But sometimes it is too hard, and there is no road to
take, no rescue, when you are lost.

| suppose | will never know exactly what happened. Maybe the answer doesn’t exist. All | have is &
mental picture that only becomes more vague with the passing of time.

It's sad how, in these lives of ours, we have these pictures of what happiness is. But real life is r
like those pictures. And the smiles we make in them, they last longer in memory than in reality.

Erick Chuang



The Long Lines of Brooklyn Avrijit Nandi
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Life’s Concourse

| remember walking in the tiled subway concourse. | remember the walk through the lighted tunnel.
The tiles were white and the tunnel seemed wide but not cavernous. The arch was broad but not grand.
There is a sense that everyone walking from one subway line to the other, is alone, separate. | must hav
been 13, full and blooming. | was 52" and weighed, | think, 107 pounds, well packed. My jeans wet
probably a little too tight, but that's the way I liked them. | don’t remember where | was going; | don’t
know now, 49 years later, why | was there. | remember a conversation | was having with myself - or
rather with the me that was watching: “she is walking down the concourse now; her feet are echoing.” |
can only remember feeling observed and commented on, my presence marked.

Now | walk through the corridors of the hospital, past the statue of the redeemer, down the wet brick
steps, past the pansies and the tulips, just up, red. And the voice insists that | am still the girl | was. | a
still asking the questions that that girl asked as if no time had passed. | have grown up — I’'m adfdost
old; my children have grown up; | have a grandchild, and I still continue the conversation with the same
guestions - questions that | asked my father - who answered with no more than, “Because.” | guess it wa
childish to expect answers.

There are so many things that demand me: real, adult questions that must be answered: the bed and
breakfast preparations, how much money we will have to spend, whether we were foolish to think we
could follow a fantasy; what makes a decision rational and responsible; how long must | be responsibl
and to whom. The seder is coming and there’s the order to go over; the children are coming and there
are preparations to make — | should put all the cleaning supplies out of reach; what will I do with the
boxes; the house we live in now must be readied for sale; the yard cleaned; the roof finished — will w
regret leaving it; how much will we regret it? What files must be organized before | leave this job - what
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neat documents should | gather to prove that | was useful; when will we arrange lunch for T; what did |
hope to accomplish here?

No matter how many times | am reminded, | cannot remember that | do not look sixteen; that my hair
is white and thinning; that my eyelids have settled; that the color of my skin is not even, that my waist is
not defined, that there are fine lines around my mouth. This process has been going on for a long time

Every day | come through here, walking briskly, but still considering the route — will | take the steps or
opt for the escalator, and save the effort. The walk seems longer than I would like it to. Itisn’t very long
— afew blocks. The patients come through the automatic revolving door, and always there is someone:
itis a hospital after all - to remind me that they must be frightened, while | have nothing to be frightened
about — nothing real anyway. | am good at identifying the shape of misery, the odd walk of a retarded
child, the flaccid head in the stroller; distended bellies, missing limbs, fear. | wonder if every able body the
comes through here feels the misery of others as | do, marks the good fortune of coming here to work an
not to seek an answer.

The hospital throbs with awesome activity and my memories of Hopkins. There is so much intelligenc
here; so much commitment; so much frustration; so much pain. I've loved so many people here. | mus
have grown up because I'm retiring soon. I'm moving to a quiet place beside the ocean. No subways
tiled tunnels, vaulted ceilings, only rocks and open sky.

| know I'll miss this place: keep in touch and when you have a chance, touch the statue’s toe for me.

Penny Altman
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K'iche' Maya Woman,

Chichicastenango, Guatemala, November 2004

Adina Rauchwerger
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Looking for Hope Under the Bridge

Volunteering at Sewa Ashram Home for the Homeless, New Delhi, In

| discoveredSewa Ashram&tall on the rooftop café of where they routinely went to pick up the destitute,
the school. Several customers fingered through thieelow one of many expressway flyovers transporting
brightly colored beads, made by the homeless seekinfpousands of cars every day. Tonight everything looked
shelter at the Ashram.Dismantling everything, we clear and nobody was waiting.

packed up so that we would arrive back at the Ashram

before sundown. | wondered if they had expected mordn the Ashram people were lining up for the bathroom

sales. and washing clothes. New homeless people turned up
regularly. Ton showed
But low sales were the least me around the ashram.
of our problems. The ashram A boy had run away
office had called up, saying after only four months of
that they had received a anti-tuberculosis
demolition order for the treatment and had
Ashram, which was built on promptly re-appeared
“unregularized land”. Ton, six months later with a
the founder of Sewa tuberculosis  fistula
Ashram, tried to explain to pouring pus out of his

me that this was a recurrent
threat over the past few

years, as the government
tried to clean up colonies in
time for the Commonwealth

Games. That night | called
some people | knew in Delhi

chest. Stories like this
were common.

The next day Ton needed
patient advocates to
accompany the patients
to their hospital

whom | thought might have advice on what to do appointments. Seven ashram residents were going to
about the demolition order. One of the people | called,the HIV testing center. The ashram was short-handed,
a noted academic famous internationally for his studiess one of their volunteers who did most of the patient
on discrimination and poverty, told me flatly — there isadvocacy work was ill himself. “Raju (the driver) will
nothing you can do. It is a court order. have to go then,” decided Ton

| helped load everything into theashramvan. Ton, We left for Ram Manohar Lohia hospital, one of the
asked the driver to go “under the bridge”. This wasest-equipped public hospitals in Delhi. Raju and the
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seven residents going for the testing walked past th&Two months ago.” There was no way Sandeep could
sign, debating which direction to go. | saw threehave spent two months in an intensive care unit.
handwritten pieces of paper stuck on the wall — “STD
clinic, x level”, “TB DOTS, y level” and “ARV clinic, “Ma’am, Sandeep in other building.” The ashram office
level”. . Being illiterate, they could not read the sign. had called Raju. They had known all along which ward

the patient was to be discharged from, but somehow
Our last stop was to pick up a patient who had nobody had told Raju that it was in the “other building”.
elephantiasis at another public hospital, Lok Nayak
hospital. Raju walked up to the guard and showed theRaju started the car, turned it around and started
guard hisSewa Ashramdentity card, and confidently driving towards the “other building”. The patient was
explained he was going to pick up a patient. The guardsitting in the corner bed, huge swollen legs covered in
asked for the patient's name. After a slight hesitationpandages, waiting for us. The young doctor at the
Raju answered “Sandeep”. Meanwhile, ten peopleounter gave Raju his discharge papers. We discovered
slipped into the building without showing the guard that the patient’s real name was Vishambhar.
any documents.

The medicines were not written on the discharge
On reaching the sixth floor, in the intensive care unisummary. | tried to clarify things with the young doctor
Raju could not find the patient. He was about to who appeared to be busy. Then | saw another senior
continue looking at every floor in the ten-storey buildingdoctor, | heard the young doctor calling him “sir”
when | stopped him. Patients could move, so Rajuespectfully. | waited for the harassed-looking senior
should stop trying to remember where the patient wasdoctor to finish explaining something to another patient
the last time he saw him. Raju responded that he dicbefore | waylaid him to amend the summary. Amended
know where the patient was, “on the right in bed 31”.summary in hand, Mr Vishambar was lifted onto a
This continued for a few minutes more, so we asked &olley, wheeled down to the Ashram van, the other
doctor if he remembered a patient with elephantiasisseven residents made space for him and his legs, we left
and a hole in the heart. This doctor patiently tried to the hospital and headed for the ashram and for hope.
help. | asked Raju if “Sandeep” had any other name.

On the way we passed by the bridge. Nobody was
“Nahi nahi, Sandeep serf (no no, just Sandeep)”. waiting.

Age? To learn more about Sewa Ashram, go to
http://www.sewa-ashram.org/

Ting-Hway Wong

Raju paused. “54".

When had he arrived in hospital?
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A woman in mourning

The Amhara region of Ethiopia.

Faraz Naqgvi
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Musicianship

When my father had cancer

my mother couldn’t stop buying things—

un-opened cookbooks, fresh flowers, food that rotted in the fridge
and all five of David Bailey’s CD’s.

If he could survive a tumor to sing his Christian songs,

about us, about being afraid of hope,

then so could my father. Never-mind his raspy voice

like my grandmother’s (who gave it back to god every Sunday).

Our last night in the hospital,

we three lay on cushions on the floor

trying to sleep.

But we really listened to my father’s hard breathing.

| played David Bailey’s songs, believing, like my mother,
that they held some magic which kept death away.

Years later | watched him sing.

In front of me he looked small

on a stool, legs bent into his chest,

curled around his guitar. The blue scarf on his head
covered scars on the flat of his skull—

lines naked without the hair that would never grow back.
He was not a survivor. He sang with his eyes closed,
his knees jerking up with each cord.

When he was done, he put down his guitar and smiled.

And over all of the clapping, | meant to do what | had come for, to shout out,
“No, Mr. Bailey, we are not scared of hope like you sing.

We find it in everything. That's why we can’t stop buying.”

But he seemed too happy.

Jennifer Callaghan
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C 0 I O r C h a.n g erS path leads somewhere,

Although, I’'m not certain of where.
The spring to my right, filled with love-burning red passion,
Sparkles its joy upon my face.
Its rocks, clustered along the water’s edge,
Are merely a stepping stone for what is next.
I let it be and continue my travel.
The love-burning red rain begins to dampen my face,
My hair, and my heatrt.
Its vivid droplets cease not for me,
It knows it will do nothing but calm.
| leave this place, travel further,
And get caught up in the heart of life.
The leaves change from dangerous green
To love-burning red.
The brightest red of them alll,
Falls to the ground and lands aside my feet.
| devour the power at that moment,
Staring intently, reach down, and grab it.
It seems to stare back at me,
Pushing me to keep traveling forward.
I look up from my promising treasure
And find a secluded garden of peace.
I embrace this moment quickly,
Wanting only a second of rest.
But to my surprise,
I am not the only one occupying this spot.
A man-decorated in love-burning red,
Is now standing in front of me.
His childish laugh lures me in closer.
His innocent smile grabs me by the hand.
My muscles begin to lose their tension,
My heart becomes love-burning red.
He takes my small hands into his
Own soft and reassuring hands.
My love-burning red leaf loses its intensity.
A pearl white has engulfed my treasure.
Eternity of love-us forever-so it signifies.
Caught up in separate worlds.
For we were but two shivering souls,

Searching for love-burning red. Lauren R6|gal’t
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My View of
the City

The emergence of colors
of totally different

moods and spectra and
their incredible merging
and gradual marching
towards the city’s
horizon in the evening,
inspired me to create
this picture.

Purvi Patel



Ron’s Ladies

The conductor’s hat is on and the sun is beamingEvery morning.

into my eyes. The gorgeous plain of Maryland

coasts, flashes by me; 45 miles per hour now, an&very morning | sit in the same row, by the

climbing. “That’'s where they make the paint,” he window, waiting for Ron to walk up and start my

says. “And that river is a different color everyday.day. A flirtatious grin, a caring question, and a

| like it when it's green.” request for his own tea as | sip my English
Breakfast. | am teased for being tired at 7:22. But

| never expected to find family on a train. But |  to him, | am beautiful, dark circles, frizzy hair,

didn’t mind his cigarette today. Not this day. Not slowed speech and all. All of us are; we're all

after being welcomed into sacred train conductor Ron’s ladies.

ground on an earlier than usual trip home from

DC. I was on Ron'’s train, and everything would He takes care of us.

be alright now. | never make his train home to

Baltimore, but today was my lucky day. | do see He doesn’t punch our train passes.

this family every morning. | take the earlier train

in order to see and feel and smell and hear this Rather than pay the six dollars each way, it's as if

family. we instead get paid to enjoy Ron'’s attention. We
get paid to spill over about our long days and

Every morning. work brought home and newest love interests.
We get paid to sleep. We learn sparingly of his

Every morning | step into the first car of the wife, of his church-filled weekends, of his wacky

MARC train and begin the trek from my home in co-conductors that are his brothers, and of his
Baltimore to my life in DC. Never mind that the many years making friends of riders.

train’s whistle shakes my organs when it blows.

Never mind that eager DC worker bees interrupt Every morning for twenty-nine years, Ron has
my sleep as they scramble at each stop for the paid women to board and ride and share his
best seat on their way to the pseudo city. Never train.

mind that | ache to remain in the comfort of this

car, of this forced second home, four hours We’ll see you Monday morning, Ron. Every
everyday. The first car of the train is where | morning.

share. Ron, wonderful Ron, is there.

Anisha Dharshi
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Approved or Grant(ed)

Oh, how can | count the ways to

Construct, deconstruct, rewrite, revise
Append, delete, edit, doublecheck spelling, and
Align margins and add footnotes

Just in time for the deadline?

Oh by the way....

Is my CHR checklist handy?

Informed or signed consent

Dissent, resent, misspent

Abiject, reject, object, deject (ed)

But it's only an online/verbal/interview/survey!
Budget due yesterday

Cross-tabulate, crosscheck salaries,
Compensation, cash for subjects

Balance budget

No! Instead

Hand me a mallet!

Cynthia
McOliver
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This | Believe

| believe life is a wonderfgift. | also believe that we are just stewards and not owners of the things
that we have. Our possessions, our careers, our friends, our families, our dreams, our intellect, our
talents, our beauty, and yes especiatlyr time, our time on this earth; they are all gifts given to us for
a period of time.

There is no place that reminds me of this fact better than the Lower Cape Fear Hospice Care Center, &
wonderful place where | occasionally have the pleasure of working. | see men and women of all
backgrounds, socioeconomic status, color, origin, religion, age, each at her/his death bed. Most are olc
but there are some young ones with incurable and advanced diseases of various types. Each room, is
decorated with photos that recall healthier days. | often try to imagine what each patient must have
been like in their “other lives”: strong, beautiful, ambitious, successful, outgoing, independent, and full
of life. Those who can talk, share their stories with me. Not all the stories are filled with regrets and
fears. Far from this, most have come to terms with their conditions and are definitely ready for the

next life. However, each are forced to acknowledge life’s finalities; now measured in weeks, days or
even hours. | have learned so much from them.

In the hospital, when a patient survives longer than estimated he/she is said to be “living on borrowed
time”. It seems to me that we arall living on “borrowed time”. Even people who may seem invincible
are finite beings who will one day relinquish their hold on this life as we know it. There is something
humbling and freeing about that fact.

When | pass by a small pond on my daily walk, | usually stop and look at the calmness of the water,
and the reflection of the trees on its surface. | stop and listen to the sound of quiet, interrupted only by
occasional bird songs, or the rustling sound of the leaves in the gentle wind. It reminds me of how
awesome God’s creation is and how grateful | am to just be alive.

| know now, more than ever, the so-called “simple pleasures of life” are not so simple after all and | am
grateful to my patients who have taught me this valuable lesson.

Sosena Kebede
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Car
Dorry Segev
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The Artists and Authors of This Stew...

Adina Rauchwerger is an MPH student straddling health finance, policy and environmental science. In previous lives
she worked as an investment banker, a marketing director, a tobacco addiction counselor, an interior designer and a
salsa instructor. Alongside a career in public health, her future goals are to save the world from tobacco and partially-
hydrogenated oils and to perform a routine on the flying trapeze.

Alex Ergo, a Belgian PhD candidate, spent three and a half years in Bhutan before joining Johns Hopkins; he was
employed by Danida, the Danish Development Agency, to work as a health economist in the Policy and Planning Division
of the Ministry of Health

Anisha Dharshi is a part-time MPH student and works full-time for the National Quality Forum in DC. She plans to
coat the world with cheesy 80’s songs and make a living writing evites for friends. She hopes to re-learn how to roller
skate by summer.

Arijit Nandi is a 3' year doctoral student in Infectious Disease Epi and upon graduation he hopes to remain
unemployed and live off of his wife’s stock options.

Agusta Callaway : When she’s not writing about unrequited love, Agusta dreams of leveraging her position as a blessed
human in the universe to supply local, sustainable, organic food to more people, in more places, as soon as possible—
dancing all the while.

Brandon Brown is a PhD student in International Health at JHSPH. He hopes to experience further ridiculous
adventures in additional countries, but in the meantime he will settle for contributing to the health and well being of
humanity. Brandon currently has a phobia of takeout food and hairy beings.

Cynthia McOliver is an aspiring environmental scientist in the area of water and health, a cook by necessity, the
daughter of an amazing Nigerian woman, and the mother of an incredible toddler. She is really missing the summer heat

and her family! She is bewildered by all the bloodshed here and abroad, and hopes for sanity in the world.

Faraz Naqvi is from Karachi, Pakistan. He is a second year MHS student in the department of Population, Family and
Reproductive Health.

Dorry Segev, M.D. :when he’s not writing rap about biostatistics, or swing dancing, Dorry is trolling the streets of
Baltimore looking for “the perfect urban image.” He also claims to be a PhD student, but all he ever does is sit at the Daily
Grind and check email. Go figure.

Erick Chuang : thinks that those who claim to take the road less traveled probably only read about it, likes milano

cookies, reads Haruki Murakami’s writing, and hopes to win the lotto and get stranded on an island like Hurley from
“lost.”
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Jennifer Callaghan is an MHS student in international health from Virginia. Her life aspirations (aside from a career in
public health) are to write a book about her grandmother’s depression-era childhood, to start a wedding photography
side business, and to become a Jeopardy champion.

Lauren Reigart is a MHS student in the Division of Reproductive and Cancer Biology in the BMB Department. She
enjoys reading and writing poetry. Her inspiration comes from family, friends, and even strangers. Her poems center
around love and hate relationships.

Penny Altman moved north. She makes art and dinner, and watches the world go by at Mermaid’s Purse Farm B&B in
Maine beside the ocean. Now Penny fantasizes a houseful of Hopkins guests painting, writing poetry, reviewing statistics
and decompressing. She has traded Hopkins pressures for other kinds. The view is better but she misses the angst. Visit
www.mermaidspursefarm.com

Purvi Patel is a physician from India. After finishing her MPH last year, she is now working as a research assistant on a
frailty study. She enjoys music, painting, reading and writing poetry in Gujarati (her mother tongue).

Rachel Weber spends too much time pondering why men are willing to pay her when she can't get a real date. In her
spare time she enjoys drinking wine with housemates, lighting marshmallows on fire, and reading The Economist. Rachel
looks forward to graduating one day so she can afford her lifelong dream of learning to fly a plane.

Sosena Kebede was born in Ethiopia, the fifth kid out of 6, and lived in Tanzania and then Botswana with her family
before moving to the US. She recently decided that she is ambivalent about very few things in life (in fact, the only thing
that comes to her mind is olives). Everything else, she has strong opinions about.

Syed Shahid Abbas is an MPH student. Apart from exploring different kinds of Biryani recipes, his interests are, taking
pictures, talking to friends and reading short stories, plays and the poetry of Faiz and Majaz.

Tina Falle , a native of Austria, is finishing her MHS in international health and is excited to join the do-gooders in
international health programming very soon.

Ting Hway Wong s training to be a general and trauma surgeon at the Singapore General Hospital. In her past life, she
worked with Doctors without Borders and the International Committee of the Red Cross, and has worked or studied in all
continents except Antartica. When not putting her hands into patients’ bellies, she belly dances and writes poetry (last
published in an anthology: “Dance the Guns to Silencd’08 poems for Ken Saro-Wiwaavailable from Amazon).

Tracy Kaye spent five months in Tanzania where she completed her MHS internship. When not attending kitchen parties,

weddings and funerals she worked with the qualitative research team of a community-based HIV prevention trial. Tracy
is in the International Health Department and will graduate in May 2007.
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Back Inside Cover

Protector

The Protector is inspired by my experiences in Nepal last year. | dedi-
cate this piece to Caroline Jacoby, Protector of mothers and babies.
Thank you for your endless generosity and all you taught me!

Tina Falle

Back Cover

Coloritup

A colorful collection of Pickles and Murabba (fruits preserved in syrup)

spotted in a small shop in Old Delhi.
Syed Abbas









