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Cover: An Evening at the Marble Miracle
The Mughal Emperor, Shah Jahan, constructed the
Taj Mahal in memory of his beloved and favorite wife,
Mumtaz Mahal. The Taj, in India, is an “elegy in marble”
or some say an expression of a dream. It seems to glow
in the light of the full moon. The Taj was built entirely
with white marble, but a unique panorama of this love
symbol on a gloomy, lonely evening inspired me to
reproduce it in its opposite color, as a silhouette. In the
painting, The Taj seems to say that everything in the
world has an end, and very few things are truly kept in
memory. Like the structure itself, the strokes of the
painting conceal a love story within them.

By Purvi Patel

Inside Front: Truck Art
Elaborately decorated trucks are a staple of Pakistani
roads and an indigenous form of folk art. Many of
them light up lending color to our streets at night as
well.

By Faraz Naqvi

The Stew family gratefully acknowledges our contributors
for their creativity and courage to share their works with
the JHSPH community. We also thank the Student
Assembly for their financial support.

The contents of The Stew do not reflect the opinions of
the Bloomberg School of Public Health or of The Stew.

Can’t get enough Stew?
Find us online: www.jhsph.edu/assembly/stew
Email us with comments and submissions:
stew@jhsph.edu



Adena Galinsky
Population & Family Health Sciences

Hope, Perri Sutton, Spring 2005 Edition

A Tattle-Teller’s Tale, Abidemi Adegbola, Spring 2005 Edition
I don’t know many adults, but I do know a few and the name they

call me most often is ‘genius’...our pastor calls me ‘God’s
miracle’...My schoolmates say I am a ‘little mouse’...

About the Editors
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“If  you had to choose one visual and one written piece that stand out in your mind from past editions, what would you choose?”

Bamini Jayabalasingham
Molecular Microbiology & Immunology

Seascape, Marlis Gonzalez-Fernandez, Spring 2005 Edition

Buttons, Anne M. Palaia, Spring 2004 Edition
…I knew what you would be even before we met. I hunted the very corners
of  this place, and when you came, it was as a thought unfolding in the hills of Chang Rai.

       Sufia Dadabhai
        Epidemiology

      Uganda, Danstan Bagenda, Spring 2005 Edition

       A Momentary Lapse of Reason: The Story of  Two
      Women, Ashwin Ananthakrishnan, Winter  2003 Edition
        …The phone rang in the Kapoors’ house. “Hello?”
        “Mrs. Kapoor? This is Sister Agnes speaking from the Infant
       Jesus adoption center. I have some good news for you”…



October 2004.
Thanza (Bhutan), a yak-herders village lost in the immensity of the Himalayan mountains, at 7 days
walking distance from the nearest town. Winter is slowly approaching; before the end of the month,
snow will cover all the passes and the village will be cut off  from the rest of the world for at least six
months.

By Alex Ergo
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Fall
Your death

Is a source
of beauty

in which I fall…

into a bowl of cranberries and raspberries.

Specked with vibrant passion
Scattered like children’s marbles
Spattered like an artist’s watercolors.

Soon you will pass
From your precarious existence.
Your dried souls swept afar
By the whispering wind.
A certain ephemeral flight.

Your beauty
Is where I seek

refuge.

So I await your return…

to swim again in the bowl of cranberries and raspberries.

 By Ther Wint Aung
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I am a compulsive farmers
market attendee.
There. I said it. Half of  the time I get up early
Sunday morning to go even if I don’t need much
more than a dozen eggs, something I could easily
pick up at the supermarket for less than a dollar.
I love the egg folks who just started selling green
eggs. Seriously, natural green eggs! I like how I
can ask the people who are selling me my eggs
exactly how they treat their chickens. They ex-
plained to me that they have both caged and free
range hens and reassured me that their caged hens
were treated humanely; not over crowded in their
cages with their beaks clipped, practices common
in factory poultry farms.  Sure, their eggs are
slightly more expensive than supermarket - espe-
cially if I choose to buy the free range variety, but
I will gladly pay more to support their ethically
superior farming practices.
This is just one example of why I love going to
the farmers market. I love how at the height of
tomato season you can stop at one stand and
sample every heirloom tomato available, thick
fleshed and lightly salted. Heirlooms come in over
five-hundred varieties, in all shapes, colors, and
sizes. Some varieties are no larger than an egg,
others weigh in at two to three pounds, some are
various shades of green and yellow, others are a
deep mottled purple, all are delicious. Most people
don’t even realize that there is an alternative to
those pale colored, mealy textured fruit that they

dare to call tomatoes at the supermarket. I once
brought my parents to the farmers market while
they were in town visiting. I’ll never forget the
look on my mother’s face as she bit into a plump
slice of a Brandywine Heirloom. She said it
reminded her of the tomatoes she ate as a child.
It made sense since most produce was available
seasonally and grown locally when she was a child.
Now you can get ‘fresh’ tomatoes at the grocery
store year-round but they are picked immature,
trucked across the country in a refrigerated truck,
and artificially ripened before being placed on the
shelves. You can rarely find heirlooms in the
supermarket and when they are available they cost
an arm and a leg.
I love the first farmers market in the spring when
the stands are full of seedlings, full of promise
for my summer garden. I love the smell of farmers
market in the fall, when the air is crisp and the
smell of all the prepared foods cooking on the
grills makes me think of apple cider and wood
burning stoves. I love how the market is open
through Thanksgiving so I can buy a basket of
apples that I know were picked just the day before
and bake pies so good that they’ve been mistaken
for Mrs. Smith’s (I don’t know if  that’s a good
thing or not, you decide). I love knowing where
my produce is coming from; knowing that I am
supporting the Norman family when I buy their
organic fruit. Somehow I don’t get that same
satisfaction from eating strawberries that were
grown by Driscoll in California, picked immature,
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and shipped across the country.
It’s not just the produce that draws me to farmers
market week after week. I’m also drawn by the
sense of community and the chance to support
the independent vendors that make Baltimore
what it is. My favorite is the Humpty Dumpty
omelet guy whom I have watched over the years
grow from a single gas burner to a full grill. When
I see him and how he has succeeded I think ‘Only
in Baltimore’. There is just something about this

Blessed are they who hunger and
t hirst...they shall be satisfied
I painted this during moments of creative escape
while living as an intern at the Open Door
Community in Atlanta, Georgia in 2003. While
snug and cozy in my basement room, my hunger
and thirst for spiritual rest and nourishment
prompted me to play with color and these symbols
of  wheat and sun. While I played with paint, the
hungry and thirsty, bundled against the cold and
wet, slept on cardboard outside my window.
Blessed...and satisfied. What do these words really
mean?

            By Julie Cook
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city which allows small independent businesses
to thrive.  I love how in just a trip to farmers
market I can run into everyone I know but never
have time to see all in one place. It makes me feel
like I’ve been transported back in time to when
city markets were not only the main source of
food for the residents of the area but also a
community gathering place.  

By Elana Ehrlich



Small Survivor
This small survivor lives in a fishing village devastated by the tsunami in the southern city of
Chennai, India.  The picture was taken January, 2005. 

By Keri Althoff
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William Ford, Jr., Chairman, CEO
Ford Motor Company
P.O. Box 685
Dearborn, MI 48126

Dear Bill,

I want to thank you and commend you for a job well done. You have been a leader in the creation and
promotion of the SUV market. You have always excelled at building and selling bigger and more powerful cars
and trucks. Gone are the days when trucks were just for workmen and Range Rovers and Jeeps rarely, if ever, saw
city streets. Together, we have created a car culture that will be impossible to destroy. When the American dream
is a huge, powerful car that you make, and we fuel, who can lose?

I also want to thank you for defending our worthy cause in Congress. It is in our stakeholders’ best
interest to keep the government out of our markets. It’s no surprise that SUVs didn’t catch on in Europe, where gas
prices are taxed so heavily. Europeans are willing to pay more for gas, but the governments end up capitalizing on
it, not us. Limiting gas taxation here has been critical to both of our businesses, surreptitiously making all
Americans car-dependent. As long as you keep telling the government that the poor won’t be able to get to work
without cheap gas, the wheels will keep on rolling.

Needless to say, we have been pleasantly surprised that most Americans continue to pay higher gas prices
with hardly any change in their driving habits. Instead, they go yelling to their politicians to keep the prices down!
As if it were in their hands! Of course this works out well for us, as both Congress and the President are pressed
from all sides to keep the prices low while we are free to pursue a free market price and reap the profits that
continue to flow out of SUV owner’s wallets.

Lastly, I want to remind you to have faith. Don’t be disheartened by the current trends in SUV sales. This
administration will look out for you. They will do whatever they can to keep businessmen like us on their side.
The American car culture is not going anywhere. In the United States, there will always be a place for bigger and
better.

Sincerely,

Lee Raymond, CEO
ExxonMobil
5959 Las Colinas Boulevard
Irving, TX 75039

By Michael Johansson
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Airport Rendezvous in a City by the Sea

8

Stuck in motion.
 
Horns beeping,
Mules squealing,
Exhaust fumes,
And a runny-nosed boy sprawled
against my fogged window,
Unapologetically peaking inside.
 
A pink sky tiredly resisting the
encroaching night.
 
Time: 7.15 pm. Shit. Late.
 
The radio station rooftop staring
down at me,
As I have stared at so many from its
ledge.
  
Red….red….red…red…
Broken again? Green!
Such a tease.
 
Accelerating.
 
I weave my way through rickety
Suzukis,
Through overpopulated motorbikes,
And disco rickshaws.
 
Past lighted wedding halls,
An old air force plane and an army
barrack.

Past a series of crisscrossing
flyovers,
And a congested part of  town
whose name
I never learned.
 
Ronald’s red smile announces my
arrival,
The Golden Arches,
The first sight seen when emerging,
From the tinted glass doors of
baggage claim.
 
Built to attract the scores of
picnickers
That arrive day and night.
 
The families always large,
So large that one wonders
How
They packed into the one “dabba”
from whence they tumble forth,
Dressed as for a wedding.
 
But I have never seen them
picnicking on quarter-pounders.
 
Maybe if I stayed long enough,
I’d see the breed that comes
To watch the planes bring or whisk
away
(Mostly the later)

Faceless multitudes
From our parched,
Concrete city
Lashed by warm,
Turbulent waters,
Drinking strawberry milkshakes,
Consuming more than just flavored
milk,
As their eyes follow the jets
That touch the stars
Bright enough to penetrate
The smog. 
 
One more red light between me and
my destination.
So close.  
 
Tap tap.
 
Jasmine.
 
The scent of an air-conditioned
room,
Of  wet earth after the first rain.
 
Intoxicating.
 

By Faraz Naqvi



You will often see children taking on the role of caretaker in the
small, poverty stricken village of Chirijox, Guatemala.  The love
of  a sister is seen in this picture.

By Nafisseh Sirjani
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Two Anecdotes From Gambia
Histor y Lessons

During our journey through the Gambian countryside, my colleagues wanted to surprise me
by staying on a small island formerly known as Georgetown but locally renamed Janjangbureh. My
Lonely Planet describes it as follows: “Under the British, Georgetown was a busy administrative
centre and trading hub…” Um, is anyone else reading between the lines? Lonely Planet rarely disappoints
me but, really, I think I might have to write the authors about this one. To spell it plainly, Georgetown
was a major slave port. Labor in, labor out. So, I was both touched and a disturbed at my chance to see
this colonial landmark. The island played a large part in securing Gambia’s place as one of the major
slave posts of its time. (The character Kunta Kinte of Alex Haley’s Roots apparently hailed from James
Island, only 100 miles west of Janjangbureh.)

Since I was traveling for work, I didn’t have an opportunity to see everything, but in truth,
there isn’t much left to see. Georgetown isn’t the bustling center it used to be and people seem to hang
on to the threads of tourist opportunity as the seasons allow. During the rains, things are slower. I
bargained a reasonable entry fee for the major site, a historic slave house. I didn’t really want to see it,
you know, but I figured I should. It wasn’t as official as the places you hear about in Ghana, no
placards or donation boxes or tour guides in uniforms; just local kids who know the stories and are
looking for a bit of money to tell them.

I followed the key keeper down to the basement area where my “tour” would begin. Iron
shackles were still fastened to the walls, and bats flew around in the dark corners. Water from the river
overflow comes in during the rains so you can imagine people trapped down there as the water (and
whatever else) rose. I think my pants were rolled up to my knees. Since slaves often didn’t know how
long a flood would last or how high it would reach, those captured would scramble to the holes in the
floor where water would enter just to get a drink and quench their thirst. Fights broke out, and it was
survival of the fittest. This was even more true when it came to food. There were small window shafts
through which traders would slide food from outside and people would fight to the walls for a morsel.
Finally, I saw a small area where they would shackle the “difficult” ones face-to-face and away from
any light, food, water… or hope. The space was probably the size of a sedan trunk. Sorry, but those
are the sobering details of a time, thankfully, long past. Amen.
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Ironically, traveling through the villages in the area, I wasn’t seen as “one of them.”  They
didn’t peg me as a Black Jamaican or British person. Rather, children joyfully shouted “Tubab!” (white-
faced person) around every corner I turned. Soon I started to feel ashamed. Knowing the history of
where I was, I couldn’t help asking: “How could they relate me to the slave masters and not the
slaves?” It’s something I’m still working through.

Banjul Belly

Well, it finally happened. I don’t think I need to go into details here. Suffice to say life can be
absolutely miserable when you’re sick in a developing country. Thank goodness I’m not really all alone
here and I have people looking out for me. I can only imagine how lost ill travelers feel in countries
with little or non-existent health care. Granted, the health facilities are here. It’s just the all-important
care that’s often missing.

I still don’t know what I had. Some digestive ailment for sure, but I don’t know if  it was bad
food or a parasite or none of the above. There’s a cholera outbreak here right now, so I was particularly
distressed when I started to manifest symptoms. The most ironic thing is that I know what saved me
from utter doom: religiously preparing and drinking the oral re-hydration solution health workers
teach villagers to prepare for sick children. I kept thinking of the mothers I’d met up-country in the
villages just days before my Banjul Belly episode. The lesson: Practice what you preach.

By LaShawndra Pace
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Gaia Maria and her Child

This photo was taken in a
small village in the North-
Western part of  Burkina Faso
and shows a mother with her
child. I was wondering what
the little boy was thinking at
the first sight of a white
stranger.

By Sima Berendes

12



A Thing of Beauty

By Vicki YuKyung Hong-Smith
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Hurrying to my destination on the Homewood campus of Hopkins the other day, I caught a quick glimpse
of  an orchid vendor, packing up his wares near the administration building. Although it was only the second time I’d
seen him, I recognized the man right away. He and his orchids are etched as part of  a special memory from one night
last fall.

It was about a year ago. I was walking to my car after my graduate liberal arts course on Beethoven. By that
time in the semester, I had gotten used to leaving the class in a daze, my feet automatically finding their way while my
mind, free and elated, wandered somewhere far away. In that state, I probably would have passed right by my own
family.

Something caught my eyes that night and stopped me.

Something magical.

In the pale blue moonlight on a graceful green arch floated papery white petals.

Orchids.

I walked over and stood there a long time looking at them, equally moved by their fragile buoyancy as I was
by the soul-shattering power of a Beethoven symphony.

“A thing of beauty is a joy for ever,”  quoted a man in a bit gruff  voice. The vendor. I had not seen he was
there, but he must have noticed me utterly lost, mesmerized by his orchids.

Beethoven, orchids, Keats, the moon.

The night of surreal beauty, for ever my joy.
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Jive                           By Kyle Foster



After the Rain
Silky rain weaved through the day, melting time,
floating footsteps, festooning the bumbling bustling
brickle brackle clatter of the city. Then 5 o’clock
pm: the day’s dank dawn finally broke, and the city
seams billowed out as if blowing up to let a caged
beast loose. The soft sluice of the water that had
soothed raw urban desires still, now slipped away,
leaving the slate city simmering in the new sun. It
heaved, then lay, suddenly snickering. I waded
through quickly shrinking puddles and watched the
wired air. There would be fever tonight.

By Shuvra Dasgupta
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Stone House
A story in the local news
described  a woman building a stone house.
In the photograph she
had the quality of stone: solid, elemental,
unadorned and old
She began at 60.
I was 40 then and openmouthed:
How brave to take it on, apprenticing to rock,
the unforgiving weight of it,
risk comfort for a new adventure - because she
was
herself.
Was I? — content, my house well furnished,
tight,
the children growing up,
my husband bringing money in  —
her house might not be finished in her lifetime:
I envied her her courage; permission to start
over;
the possibility that faith was endless.

Now I am  the age that she began, 700 miles
from anywhere  —
change comes in any case:
you bend your life and you don’t notice that
you’re out to sea; cannot say for certain

which decision cast you on this stony island.
Call it daring
call it open, never ending
Oh, but you forgot your arms would ache from
lifting,
your fingers stiffen;
that you would know your own incompetence
and be afraid.
You might sleep badly in a stone house
in an alien wind.

We end up where we are,
dress for the season
and every day we check to see
if  what we planted will take root.
The gulls fly over and the eagle
steals the osprey’s catch  -

Is that woman 80 now,
is she still working?
Is her house sound, has she embarked on
something new?

No matter, I am here
fixed on this rocky shore,
watching the beautiful, endless ocean.

By Penny Altman
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Misguided Affection

At night, the big rigs speak to me,
moaning and grumbling as if they were
mountains telling an ancient story,
their voices bobbing atop the breeze
blowing through my open window,
indifferent to this audience,
like gods occupied by divine affairs,
humming the grandiose music of the spheres.

 
 

By Rebecca M. Nachman
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Needs                                     By Arjun Dirghangi
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SINCERITY
 

pursuit of anything else
leaves me disconnected from You
forgive me for having looked the

other way

By Julie Samia Mair

19



The Runner
 
Scantily clad on this
Hazy Hot Humid day.
Could drink the air, if  you just open
your mouth wide enough.
 
DJ Scribble ferociously rotates in his
metallic blue-violet player.
Wet, tangled wires flop against slick sun-
baking skin.
A hint of fat shimmies over muscle.
 
This is for you.
Just for you.
For your viewing pleasure.
 
Up the hill,
Around the bend,
Back down again.

 
My three mile tour of our urban
Hispanic neighborhood-
The one that raised my car insurance
fifty dollars a month.
Lower per capita business suits means
higher per capita car thefts.
 
I pass by you thrice
And you see me each time.
 
You smile and then wink
At what we both know.
You like to watch me passing,
because I do it just for you.

By Steffany Haaz

20



Brooklyn Bridge                                                         By Lindsay Kim
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SE(X)
Data spread wide about the mean

Longing in a shapely curve
Caressed, undressed, t and z stand firm

Gloried in perfect measure.
A bar thrust upon X,

P lain bare in just a hat
While S mounts N –

Trusting in SE, so slight
N swells, an interval more tight -

Random assignment engenders assuredness
Charged with confidence, quivering, shuddering, but wanting more…

Give me p-value.
So faithful,

Honest about the scatter
Insisting that size really matters.

By Anonymous 611
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Biostat Poetry

Biostats Allegory
 
I took a walk one sunny day
And met a confidence interval along the way
You lookin’ for the truth? He asked, with
feeling
And I replied – “Well no, not really.”
I’ ll take you there, he urged and pressed
So in the end I acquiesced.
We strode along until we found
A µ reflected in a pond
It shimmered and danced, like northern lights
As pretty as a moonlit night
I looked up to see from whence it came
The sky was empty, the water the same.
Wanting to hold it, I waded in
But my efforts were futile, to my chagrin.
 
A moment passed, and then I saw
From down the road, another interval
The two CI’s drew closer in space

But despite their joy, could not embrace.
My first friend went from five to seven
And his lady friend from nine to ten
And so they sighed with great despair
True Love thwarted – it just ain’t fair.
But somehow they managed, though neither
could touch
To produce a tiny p-value, who wasn’t much
More than .0001
The cutest little value under the sun.
Confused on how he’d come to be
(Familiar only with theology –
Perhaps there was some sort of  virgin birth
To explain his presence here on earth)
I asked, are you folks Buddhist, or monotheist?
Heck no, they cried – we used the T-test!
 
And because this is an allegory
There is a moral to this story:
If  there’s no overlap in your CI’s
Your p-value will be less than .05.

By Hannah Koenker
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MotorcMotorcMotorcMotorcMotorcycycycycycle Diariesle Diariesle Diariesle Diariesle Diaries: Notes
from the Lattice Book Club
A youthful Ernesto “Che” Guevara wrote the
manuscript that became this book in 1951.  This
is the story about a trip around South America by
two young Argentinean men: Alberto Granado, a
29 year old chemist, and Ernesto Guevara, a 23
year old medical student interested in leprosy.
They start from Buenos Aires by motorcycle, and
manage to ride south to Patagonia and then cross
into Chile.  When the Poderosa (the “mighty one”)
breaks down, they hitchhike to the Peruvian
Amazon jungle, and eventually into Venezuela.

As the two wanderers travel, enduring hunger and
frigid nights, their perseverance, toughness, and
resilience are revealed.  By traveling as they do,
the two young men also open themselves to
criticism from those who do not understand why
they aren’t working.   The reason, of  course, is
the quest for personal growth, which they believe
can be achieved by taking themselves outside of
their comfort zone.  In this effort, they are
successful.  At one point, Che meets indigenous
people at work: peasants and miners.  This
experience may have inspired Che to become a
revolutionary. Another turning point occurs when
Che realizes that poverty and the environment may
have a lot more to do with individual health than

he previously thought.  This realization may have
been the impetus for his transformation from a
student of medicine to an activist.

Since this is primarily a travelogue, the writing does
not offer much insight into the authors’ thought
process or feelings.  As readers, we can only see
the actions.  At the beginning of the trip, the
author brags about the journey, about enduring
hunger and cold, and even about his
resourcefulness in finding food and shelter.  By
the end, we see he has become a charismatic and
gentler person and attending physician.  In this
book we can see how a fascinating human
metamorphosis occurs: in goes a carefree youth,
and out emerges a more thoughtful man – one
who later became the famous revolutionary, Che
Guevara.

By Lattice, a book club at JHSPH

Reviews
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EucEucEucEucEuclid in tlid in tlid in tlid in tlid in the Rainforhe Rainforhe Rainforhe Rainforhe Rainforest:est:est:est:est:
mathematics as art
Euclid in the Rainforest is this year’s finalist for
the PEN/Martha Albrand award for first nonfiction.
It is a rare occasion one happens upon such a
beautiful and inspiring book. In it, rigorous
mathematical deduction and poetry dance
together in perfect harmony: this is a book about
the general beauty and knowledge of mathematics.
Writing with the general public in mind, the author
– teacher, mathematician and writer Joseph Mazur
of  Marlboro, VT - explores how mathematical
logic and proof making are essential skills to
understand general knowledge and universal truth.
 The book is divided in three sections: Logic, Infinity
and Reality. It is an easy and fascinating read, with
brief chapters, historical notes and personal
stories. Simple diagrams and figures only enhance
this text devoid of intimidating mathematical
language. This is a book rich in content that
connects with real-world experiences.

The young protagonist (Dr. Mazur) is the reason
I loved this book. Mazur and his friends travel
and enjoy life while pondering mathematical
theoretical questions and discovering the truth all
around them. Every trip is an initiation into
another chapter of the history of mathematics,
whether it is trigonometry, geometry, set theory

or probability. His adventures vary just as greatly
as the topics in mathematics covered: trekking
through the Venezuelan rainforest, sipping coffee
in Paris, taking an erotic dip in the Aegean Sea
and sitting in on a probability lecture at Columbia
University. Each adventure reveals how a young
person happens upon mathematical discovery and
how thoroughly mathematics permeates culture
at all social levels. In this way, the book is like a
mathematical version of a Bildungsroman.

The section Reality  is my favorite section of the
book.  It raises the question, does mathematics
reflect the real world, and if so how? And why? It
starts with a “Chance” lecture at Columbia
University, where Mazur learns that mathematical
models are used to represent and test experience:
the model of an ideal die can be used to test
fairness in a real, manufactured, die. The theory
of  probability quantifies how we might expect real
events to deviate from the ideal norm. For
example, the ideal, mathematical die is “entirely
predictable” and “will fall with three dots facing
up every six rolls” (p192). In reality, we must make
analysis using samples which only may match the
ideal model and is highly dependent on the size
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of the sample and the randomness of the
choices. The reader is lead to think about
concepts like the Bell Curve and the Law of
Large Numbers that represents the distribution
of  many random events.

I loved math since I can’t remember. Numbers,
symbols, equations have always excited me. I had
a hard time making the distinction between a
question mark and an exclamation point, but I
knew the multiplication table! Later on, I would
sit in awe while a proof would unfold as my
pencil moved on the white page. This I learned
early on: you need paper and pencil to do math.

 It is a gentle and elegant art – that of
mathematics. Math is so embedded in our
everyday lives that we don’t even think about it
anymore. Someone said that math and science
are “brothers in arms”. Euclid in the Rainforest
embodies this.

By Sorina Eftim
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Boy in Batey
I took this photo on a hot

summer day in the
Dominican Republic.  I

like it because the boy has
a self-confidence that is

striking. The many
containers in the photo
also serve as a reminder

for me of the importance
of access to water in many

villages such as this one.

By Becky Genberg
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About the Contributors
Keri Althof f  is a second year doctoral student in
Epidemiology.  Keri traveled to Chennai, India, to help
analyze post-tsunami needs assessment data during her
MPH year.

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 at www.mermaidspursefarm.com

For Ther Wint Aung, poetry means sharing the beauty of
something with the world - the good, the bad, and the ugly.
She is thankful to her 9th grade English teacher in Burma
who first introduced her to poetry. She hopes to continue
exploring and reading creative works by international poets.

Sima Berendes is a German physician who was fascinated
by the aesthetic images of Burkina Faso and the warmth
of  its people. After finishing the MPH program next year,
Sima intends to go back to Africa to do research on HIV/
AIDS.

Julie Cook is from the Seattle area and loves to ride her
bicycle.  She’s a public health nurse and after working for
the Health Department in Seattle and in the non-profit
primary care sector in Washington, D.C., she has now
returned to graduate school to pursue professional goals
in public health nursing. 

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

Sorina Eftim is a PhD student in Biostatistics. She comes
from Romania via Marlboro, VT where she taught Math
for a year before coming to Hopkins. When Sorina’s not
doing biostats,  being a helpful STATA guru, or reading
literature, she tries to keep up with her very athletic partner
riding her bike, rollerblading, swimming or volleyball-ing.

Elana Ehrlich is a PhD student in the department of MMI.
When not running gels and curing the world of HIV, she
spends her free time searching for the perfect heirloom
tomato at farmers market.

Alex Ergo is a Belgian PhD candidate who 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. In October
2004, he went on a 20-day high-altitude (above 15,000 feet)
trek to the remote district of Lunana bordering Tibet.

Kyle Foster often attempts to overcome his left-brain
tendencies through creative endeavors.  A self-taught artist,
Kyle enjoys expressions of everyday life and searches for
peace in the classroom.

Becky Genberg is an HIV prevention researcher and
student by day.  By night, she’s an aspiring photographer, a
shameless shower-singer, an avid Scrabble player, and a
happy connoisseur of chocolate.  Her volunteer work with
a non-profit focused on health and human rights allowed
her the privilege of travel to the Dominican Republic.

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, sleep 8 hours most nights and is rehabbing a
rowhouse in Patterson Park.
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About the Contributors
Michael Alexander Johansson likes to ride his bicycle
and will now do so in Puerto Rico where he will study
Dengue ecology and avoid paying for oil or gas heating
while pursuing his MMI objectives (Malaria, Measles, and
Immunology Mojitos, Models, & Island-life).

Lindsay Kim is an MD/MPH student from Emory
University in Atlanta, Georgia who considers Baltimore as
Northern and dislikes the cold weather, she has worked in
children’s environmental health issues in D.C., with HIV/
AIDS homeless men and women in New York City, and
would love to one day tour with Coldplay.

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

Julie Samia Mair is a JD, MPH and Assistant Scientist in
the Department of Health Policy & Management. Her
research includes violence prevention and the use of law
as a tool for the public’s health. Her hobbies include building
and destroying sandcastles, playing Mr. Potato Head, and
changing diapers.  She is the self-proclaimed World Record
Holder for consecutive readings of “One Fish Two Fish
Red Fish Blue Fish.”

Rebecca M. Nachman is staff  in the Department of
Epidemiology. Rebecca is working on her MPH part-time
and in her free time enjoys gardening with her husband
Keeve and spoiling her two cats Owl and Batman.

Faraz Naqvi calls Karachi, Pakistan home. He likes to
dabble in photography, film, painting, and writing whenever
possible. Faraz hopes to channel these interests towards
public health issues through health communication - his
track in the MHS program here at Hopkins.

LaShawndra Pace is a recent MPH graduate living and
working in Gambia with Catholic Relief Services (one of
the only international NGOs with a sustained presence in
the country). Through her “Africa Chronicles,”  she shares
with family and friends her experience of living, working
and learning in Gambia.

Purvi Patel was born and raised in India, where she finished
medical school in March 2005 before starting the MPH
program. She loves to simulate the beauty of nature on
paper. Throughout her life, a fascination with the colors
of  nature has amazed and inspired her. Besides painting,
music, writing and traveling are also her interests.

Nafisseh Sirjani is a first year master’s student who loves
to travel, run, paint, salsa dance, and laugh.  Spending four
months in Guatemala opened her eyes to many things and
heightened her passion for public health. 

Vicki YuKyung Hong-Smith is a w(a/o)nderer with a
pilgrim soul. Learning from all is my nature; teaching is
where my mind and heart meet. Thank you, E.R. Sprenkle,
for your Beethoven course that rekindled, inspired and led
me to much and more.

The Stew was unable to convince the following people to
pause in their creative endeavors long enough to comment
about themselves: Arjun Dir ghangi, Hannah Koenker.
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This is a view of the dome of the Emirates Palace hotel in Abu Dhabi.
While ratings higher than 5 stars do not officially exist, the Emirates
Palace along with the Burj Al Arab in the neighboring emirate of Dubai
are widely considered the world’s only 7 star hotels.

By Faraz Naqvi
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