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Cover: Traffic Jam
On the way to Badakhshan province in
Afghanistan there were constant jams like the
one featured in this photograph, as it was the
time of migration. We had no choice but to
share the road.

By Homaira Hanif

Inside: Man in Delhi
The denizens of Old Delhi have an unusually
high predilection for developing hypertension
and cardiovascular diseases. Their high-fat
dietary lifestyle and the generally combative
attitude towards change don’t seem to help
either. This picture is of a sweet-seller taken
on the day of the festival of Eid last year near
the Royal Mosque built by Mughal Emperor
Shahjahan.

By Syed Abbas

The Stew is grateful to our contributors for
their creativity and their courage to share their
works with the JHSPH community. We also
thank the Student Assembly and the Alumni
Association for their financial support. The
contents of The Stew do not reflect the
opinions of JHSPH or of The Stew editors.
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Two Half Poems
At Christmas Kevin said that after the hurricane
standing outside for one moment of peace
no one noticed the tree roots resting on the car,
the playhouse drowned in the pool
green with rainwater and roof tiles.
And it was just like that
when you stopped breathing—
the room so calm we misunderstood
for just one moment.

My sister spent our vacation with the smokers.
She moved through the park each day

hitting designated smoker zones before Space Mountain
and after the lame haunted house ride,

as if the ashy sidewalks and cigarette stubs
held the real main attraction.

She loaned her lighter to adults
and joined them around the green turnip ashcan

releasing smoke into the balmy Disney night
as conductor-suited kids cleaned up from the parade.

By Jennifer Callaghan
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Abuelo
September 2006
Huaraz, Peru

By Andrea Wirtz



Beijing Sidewalk Art
In Beijing, China locals can be found decorating the park sidewalks with beautifully stroked characters. They
use water and homemade brushes. This artist left a trail of evaporating characters as he continued to paint
down the path.

By Summer Scehnk
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Ama
          I was 18 years old, a high school senior, ready to take
on life’s challenges. I thought that I was prepared for
anything.  I  seemed to know everything about the world
around me and spent my half-days after school having fun.
Reality would soon catch up with me.
          My grandma’s home was Taiwan. She had lived with
cervical and breast cancer for several years. She had undergone
treatment including chemotherapy and our whole family
believed  that the cancer was in remission. The cancer seemed
unreal, one of those things that you hear about all the time,
but you never really believe can happen to you or anyone
you know.
          I couldn’t even understand why my grandma had
cancer. She was a strong woman. My grandfather had left
her after she gave birth to my mom and my uncle. She had
to raise up two children on her own, which wasn’t an easy
thing to do, especially considering the challenges that women
faced at that time, and probably continue to face. She was
the principal of the local school; my mother could never
really goof off in her classes like the other kids since my
grandmother would almost immediately find out and scold
her. I can’t say that I understand what it was like growing
up in those times. But I  can at least recognize that it was a
hard thing to take on.
          During winter of my senior year, my mom and dad
told my brother Phil and I that we would be going back to
Taiwan to visit grandma because she was getting sick, and
this could possibly be the last chance that we would get to
see her. So we took the 15 hour plane ride to Chiali, which
is where my grandma stayed with my uncle and his family.
And on my trip there, which lasted about a week, there were
two things that stand out in my mind.
          Before I went to my grandma’s room to see her for
the first time in about a year or two, my parents warned me
that my grandma was obviously very sick and wouldn’t
look like a normal person. I responded yes, that I
understood, and that they had nothing to worry about. I
walked in to her room, and was shocked to see my grandma
was bald, since I never really thought through the effects of
the treatment on her body.

          She slept next to a toilet that was covered on the
underside with a bag that collected  all the stuff in her body
that she had to let out. She could cough up and spit into it
if she was feeling sick. My uncle had been cleaning up her
waste and helping her shower and perform normal human
functions for the past year. I wondered whether  I could
ever love someone enough to be able to do the same for
them.
          During that week, I felt trapped inside the house. My
parents wanted me to stay home and take care of my a-ma.
My grandma would ask me to watch TV and I would watch
gangster movies for hours while she sat right next to me,
just watching me. She said didn’t mind. There was a time
when we talked in Taiwanese but now she was too sick to
say much..  Sometimes she would give me money and tell
me to buy something for myself, but that annoyed me
because I felt like she was trying to buy my time with her.
          We left to go home to the US once time ran out, and
I felt things return to normal. My grandma’s condition
worsened, so my parents went back to Taiwan. Unconcerned
about the whole situation, I took advantage of my parents’
absence to enjoy myself in whatever way I could. My
grandma died right before my senior finals. I took my finals,
and  flew back home to Taiwan for the funeral, after spending
an hour at the Senior All-Night Party.  And looking back, I
realize the irony: I was having fun while my grandma was
dying
          My mom told me it was one of the most horrifying
times of her life having to see my grandma die, how the
chemotherapy would burn her body so much that my
grandma would say that she was about to die from the
pain. And the worst part was being unable to do anything.
          I stopped by my grandma’s room and for the first
time, the room truly felt empty. I remember feeling that my
grandma was being selfish in not wanting to let me go. And
it hurts even to this day when I think about it, because I
realized that all she wanted to do was spend every extra bit
of time with me. But I was too caught up in my own view
of things to understand that. I think about that empty
room, and about how she cared about me so much, even
though I didn’t realize at the time how much.
          I miss her.

By Erick Chuang
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Ants
Recently ants invaded our kitchen

With ominous regularity.
Dispatched from dark kingdoms under the floor,

Set on something sugary.
Scouts advanced in a furtive way

Looking to see what they could see
Scouring the shelves for spoiling meat
Or a glob of abandoned orange jelly.

And when was discovered some tasty cuisine
Legions of marchers could soon be seen,

A black line marring the kitchen wall.
Ants moving rapidly at a crawl
Toting their treasure tirelessly.

Such was the scourge of centuries,
Rule by creatures we couldn’t appease.
But then, to our greatest satisfaction

Hero Dan swung into action.
His weapons?  Poison combined with compaction.

The ants experienced liquefaction.

Of six-footed creatures our kitchen now sterile,
Ants venture here at formicative peril.

Life can resume according to plan.
Dan is the man.

By Michael Sauder
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The laptop has brought classroom “doodling” to a new level.

By Amber Harris
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Baby Girl
By Augusta Callaway

baby girl

he calls me baby girl when he takes my hand, leading me
to dance with him.
placing his other hand at the nape of my neck, he draws
me in
to follow

his seduction

baby girl
baby girl

he only says it once, and i wish he would say it again and
again:
across a pillow on a lazy sun-drenched afternoon, under
his breath before a kiss, straight from his lips poised
behind my ear—the breath of those words tickling my
skin. baby girl.

but i just get it that once, baby girl, he says as he smiles
across the dance floor of the dim lit bar, full of black
gay men

baby girl is what he calls me
just once
the night he tells me i should cross the option of dating
him off the list of possibilities,
the night he reveals his quintessential sexual encounter:
an older man—and it wasn’t what they did that
resonates, but the way his lover looked at him—the way
he smelled—the way the light rolled in from the window
and bathed them.

baby girl
baby girl

later, he reminds me of
the night two seasons prior, we were standing by the
river
the night he told me if i were a boy, he’d be all over me,
he’d move to baltimore, no question.

later, i remind myself
i’m not a boy.
i’m a baby girl,
a baby girl flying on a plane to baltimore alone,
alone with the memory of his voice
baby girl,
just once.



13

Dip Me
By Dorry Segev
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“the child”
Darfur Sudan, Kass Women’s Shelter

By Emily Christensen Rand
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This Wonderful World
“The world shall perish not for lack of wonders, but for lack of Wonder.”(JBS Haldane)

There’s far more to the world than meets the eye; (consensual) reality is an agreement we’ve all made to render
this weird, wonderful world navigable. This echoes what countless myths and religions have been saying for a
long, long time - . The Hindu view of the universe as a cosmic delusion exemplified by the  concept of Maya .
Similarly Nirvana literally means “beyond the breeze”- and  describes a state where one can see beyond the wind-
driven ripples on a lake into the calm depths, and free oneself from the delusion that the surface is all there is to
the “reality.”

Intimations of separate realities sourced from gurus, self-proclaimed avatars, or controversial Yaqui sages
reputedly stoned on hallucinogens are fine as far as they go, but what makes one REALLY sit up and take notice
is when hard nosed scientists concur in this worldview. There is evidence now that the textbook version of reality
(what they like to call the “Newtonian paradigm” in more exalted circles) is being challenged. Phenomena abound
which are quite inexplicable by the Newtonian worldview. And by “phenomena”, I do not mean alien abductions,
but rather predictable and reproducible experiments.

If an inkdrop is put in a jar of gelatin which has a cylinder connected to a handle and the cylinder is turned, the
ink disperses into the medium. Obviously. Now, if  the cylinder is turned in the opposite direction, the ink re-
forms into the original shape. This experiment has been used to argue the case of an “implicate” order in the
fabric of the universe; an order not apparent to us most of the time. Karl Bohm, a protégé of Einstein, believes
that one interpretation of Alain Aspect’s 1982 experiment demonstrating instantaneous communication between
subatomic particles regardless of distance (and hence disproving the Einsteinian notion that nothing can
communicate at speeds faster than light) could be that the entire universe is a giant hologram. Stanford
neurosurgeon and cognitive psychologist Karl Pribram takes this premise one step further- not only is the
universe a hologram, but the hologram generator is the individual cerebral cortex.

Fritjof Capra made quantum physics and its metaphysical implications enter the domain of laymen a couple of
decades ago.The impact of publications like ‘The Tao of Physics’ or ‘The Dancing Wu-li Masters’, however,
didn’t penetrate our everyday existence. Things may behave weirdly at the subatomic level, hinting at the
possibility of magic and the ubiquity of a tender, loving god peeking at us from an electron microscope; but our
daily lives were still humdrum; with bills and debts and nagging in-laws and painful office politics- all the drudgery
of  20th century existence gnawing away at our souls., suffocating any hints of Wonder.

After all the philosophers and mystics and New Age scientists are done arguing about the ephemeral nature of
our universe, that ugly blackhead on your nose still needs to be squeezed if you expect your metrosexual
boyfriend to not frown with distaste over dinner.The idea of one’s body (much-loathed, source of endless angst
and self-doubts, with ramifications extending into one’s social life, mental well-being and self-esteem ) perceived
as an immutable, unchangeable vehicle to be dragged through a lifetime, is pretty much as near to “real” as it
gets.. the idea of one’s body as a solid chunk constant through space and time is a “phantom,”  a construct of the
brain. VS Ramachandran, a cognitive psychologist and neurologist, describes simple experiments which can fool
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By Abhilash Malik

one into perceiving impossible sensations, e.g. feeling one’s nose as being suspended 3 feet in front of the rest of
the body. In this brave new world, you take nothing for granted, least of all yourself!

We are constructing our reality after all. And if it’s ugly, the onus is on us to do something about it. No time to
complain (there are NO survivors on this earth), no distant Supreme-Divine-Entity to curse for screwing up our
fate and not constructing the cosmos as per our desired specifications…..it’s our show all the way. It’s been
reported that people who have NDEs (Near-Death-Experiences) return to life, charged with love and
compassion, because they’ve felt a touch of the divine. They suddenly KNOW how precious life is. We have to
go one  step further- we urgently need to understand with the core of our beings that NOW is a near-death-
experience.

To quote Carlos Castaneda from his 1972 book, Journey to Ixtlan:

…In a world where death is the hunter, there is no time for regrets or remorse. There is time only for decisions, and decisions
aren’t good or bad. They’re simply decisions…for an impeccable warrior, every single act is his last stand, and thus the outcome
matters little to him. Knowing his will is impeccable, and with absolute trust in his personal power, regardless of whether it is
small or tremendous, the warrior turns to his last battle on earth and laughs and laughs.

Once, there was a band of warriors living on a hilltop. Whenever any one of them contravened any of the rules they’d agreed to live
by, a council was called to decide his fate. The warrior had to explain his reasons for having done what he did. His comrades had to
sit and listen to him; and they either disbanded because they found his reason convincing, or they lined up their weapons
ready to execute him because his reason was unacceptable.

After saying goodbye to his comrades, the condemned warrior had to walk down the slope. His comrades aimed at him. If no one
shot, he was free. The warrior’s personal power affected his comrades. he had to walk calmly, unaffected. His steps had to be sure and
firm, his eyes looking straight ahead, peacefully. He had to go down without stumbling, without turning back and above all, without
running.

Thus you must wait without looking back, without expecting rewards. Your only chance is your impeccability... You must wait like
the warrior’s walk in the story. The only difference is in who’s aiming at you. You must wait to fulfil your warrior’s task without
looking back & without expecting rewards; and you must aim all your personal power at fulfilling your tasks. If  you don’t act
impeccably, if  you fret and get impatient and desperate, you’ll be cut down by the merciless sharpshooters of the unknown.
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Mursi Woman
Omo Valley, Ethiopia

By Vandana Sharma
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By Jill Crank
Krishna’s Butterball Photo taken in Mahabalipuram, India.
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Exterior Sea
Freezing wave upon the shore-

 Freezing wave within your eyes-
 What separates us now…

What look cannot force the lies.

The shivering wind that holds you there-
A bunch of breakings in sudden rise-

Bursts the heavy and gloomy wave,
Into a falling of fractured good-byes.

Linked feelings of longevity…
When fire in soul and mind combine.

Found here with me, or can you be,
Someone else’s possibility?

By Lauren Reigart
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Twenty-five years after the first case reports of AIDS appeared in the CDC’s weekly report, great strides have
been made in improving the lives and possibilities for people living with HIV. Unfortunately, there remains a
tremendous amount of work to be done. One valuable lesson that remains unlearned twenty-five years out is that
stigma fuels the spread of this infection. Frank, respectful, evidence-based dialogue and action are essential in
reducing the incidence and burden of HIV infection across the globe. 
 
Of  all the groups identified as “vulnerable” to HIV/AIDS , perhaps none is as contentious as sex workers who
trade sex for money, food, housing, or other goods.  Earlier this year, the United Nations General Assembly
Special Session on AIDS put forth a Political Declaration on HIV/AIDS. While both the “feminization” of  the
AIDS epidemic and the particular risks faced by women and girls have been recognized by the UN, the absence
of  any mention of sex workers in the document represents a significant inadequacy.  Sex workers are at risk for
exploitation, violence, infection, and other human rights violations. Voluminous evidence and plain common
sense tells us this. However, as a group, they are given no consideration in this UN document which purports to
address the most critical aspects of the epidemic.
 
Such neglect, unfortunately, is not restricted to UN agencies, nor is it the result of faraway societies’ attitudes
towards women who trade sex. The US Agency for International Development plays a powerful and paradoxical
role in this process. Although it recognizes that prostitution contributes to the spread of HIV, USAID has recently
stipulated that any non-governmental organization receiving USAID funding must endorse a statement that it
explicitly opposes prostitution. District courts in both New York and Washington D.C. recently issued injunctions
against this policy on the grounds of free speech, but the US government is currently appealing these rulings. By
driving sex work underground, the enforcement of this policy would make it impossible for organizations to gain
access to the women they aim to reach with services to reduce the spread of HIV. Further examples of this
marginalization can be found right here in Maryland. The Maryland AIDS Administration, for example, fails to
recognize sex workers as one of their seven “priority populations” targeted for special prevention intervention,
despite their high risk.
 
Why the silence? Sex work is not invisible in the news, on TV, or in our consciousness, nor is it a negligible human
phenomenon. Internationally, sex workers have unionized, protested, and negotiated for their rights. Locally, sex
work is active: in a snapshot survey of the Baltimore jail in 2004, twelve percent of female detainees had been
arrested for solicitation. Study after study has documented that internationally, sex workers can serve as foci in
the epidemic. But the political world remains silent, and the refusal of leaders and policy makers to honestly
acknowledge the role of sex work make them complicit in the spread of new infections.

Sex Workers in the Shadows:
Still Marginalized After 25 Years
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By Nicole Fulton (SPH) & Adrienne Shapiro (SoM)
on behalf of the 2006 World AIDS Day Committee

The current lack of evidenced-based policies on prostitution and HIV should serve as a call to action for public
health researchers. If  we are truly committed to decreasing the spread of HIV and ensuring human rights, public
health professionals have a responsibility to advance the science of this critical area. Literature searches on HIV
and sex work turn up hundreds of international studies, and virtually none in the US. Domestic researchers have
a responsibility to generate comprehensive evidence on sex work and HIV in this country as well as others from
which evidence-based policy can be constructed.

In the meantime, women who trade sex cannot wait for science. Addictions research has taught us that
stigmatizing and criminalizing complex social phenomena will drive underground behaviors that can fuel the
spread of HIV. Valuable lessons have already been learned through harm reduction research, such as the findings
that needle exchange and safe injection facilities for drug users reduce HIV transmission and other risks in this
group. These interventions, which minimize the risks of behaviors without stigmatizing the behavior, can be
adapted and made relevant for sex work. For example, targeted outreach programs that provide condoms, STD
screening and treatment, and education on how to avoid dangerous or violent customers may have a similar
impact for sex workers. Harm reduction interventions also provide a potential contact point for marginalized
populations to access additional health and social services

Effective HIV prevention work with sex workers absolutely requires recognition of the innate dignity and worth
of all women, and acknowledgment of the roles that sex workers play as mothers, daughters, community
members, and experts in their own lives. Interventions must be based on mutual trust and respect, and operate
from a philosophy of reducing harms while supporting change at a pace that is right for each individual.
 
The international community is long overdue in its responsibility to open a broader, more articulate discussion
about the overwhelming evidence-base for harm reduction strategies and the need for more precise domestic
research on sex workers and HIV. The disempowerment of women will never be overcome through policies that
ignore the reality of women’s lives. Similarly, we will only begin to reduce the risks associated with sex work by
dealing with gender-inequities head on, and the unique vulnerabilities that women face economically, socially, and
physically.
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Diola rites of passage ceremony in Tendouck, Senegal.   By Sara A. Holtz
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Story of Aida

By Ozge Tuncalp

She was 35 years old and had come to deliver her eighth baby after giving birth to seven children without any
complications. According to the nurse assistant on call that night, she was going to be a very easy one and a
good first-time example for me to see how African women give birth in the villages. That night, I learned that
here, if they were not delivering at home, women were dropped off at the community health center by their
husbands after their contractions started and were picked up in the morning.

After four hours of unfruitful contractions, all the signs were pointing to an obstructed labor. She was in
horrible pain; walking around the clinic was not helping, nor were the glucose solutions they administered to
give her “strength.” It was hours later when the nurse assistant was finally convinced that it was an emergency
and we needed to wake people in the village to find some means of transportation to the nearest hospital. All
those hours she was trying to console me: “Don’t worry Ozge, African women push, she will push!” She was
doing what she thought was best for Aida. That night, I learned how African women suffer and fight in silence.

By 6am, we were in a matatu (the small buses used for public transportation).
By 6.45am, we were in the district hospital only to find that the doctor would arrive some time within the next
two hours. Luckily, I had his cell phone number and called him.

By 7.30am, we were in the operating room, scrubbed in for the C-section, waiting for a technician to come
and administer the anesthesia. After he put her to sleep, he left.

By 8.30am, the blue baby was out, we were pushing the blood out of her abdominal cavity using our hands,
since we did not have any suctioning device.

By 9am, the baby was not breathing anymore; Aida was sent to the maternity ward, still asleep. And I was left
wondering: What if we were able to make it to the hospital earlier? Could we have saved the baby? What if she
was alone and did not have the doctor’s cell phone number or the money to buy the medication from the
pharmacy across the street? What if  she gets one of the many devastating complications of obstructed labor
afterwards? What if ?

By 11am, we were in a matatu going back to the village and the nurse assistant asked me anxiously: “Ozge, has
the doctor given her a last chance to push?” I took a deep breath. “Yes. He has.”  I was too exhausted to refute.

..
,



24

Portrait in August
Chitter-chatter.  Chitter chatter...  Waiting in

anticipation.  More chitter-chatter.  A schizophrenic janitor. 
An angry adolescent.  Pre-pubescent.  A woman with bad taste: white

sneakers and drawstring shorts.  Mid-West, perhaps.  Middle-of-America,
perhaps.  Unassuming, sunny in disposition, plump in figure.  Pleasant, homely. 

Howdy. Kind, perhaps. Quiet hush for one one-thousand, two one-thousand, three...

An elderly throat-clearer.  He does it again.  Ruffling plastic bags, the schizophrenic has
stopped speaking to herself.  The pre-pubescent is whistling now.  He bothers, he annoys. 

His Mid-West-middle-of-America-Earth-citizen mother sits quietly, smiling.  Thinking about
the breads she will bake, perhaps.  Chitter-chatter.  Chitter-chatter.  The bubble bursts.  “Could

you please be quiet so I can do this?” she says.  And we wait.  In anticipation, perhaps.  Pluto
has been reduced to “minor planet” status.  Plastic wrappers are being tugged at: pretzels. 

Didn’t the President almost choke on one of those? The President. Iraq. Kuwait. Wait. 
Iraq. Yes, Iraq: where all the pretzel-crunchers go. The throat clearer does it again.
Uncomfortable thoughts, perhaps. Universal consciousness, perhaps. When will

Earth-America-Earth be reduced to “minor planet” status, I wonder.  

The chitter-chatter drowns me out.  Chitter-chatter.
Ruffle, crinkle, crunch. A throat clears. QUIET!

By Belis Aladag
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Fells Point Smoker         By Dorry Segev
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By Amitha Kalaichandran

Angkor Wat; Siem Riep, Cambodia.
Ta Phrom is one of the most well
known temples of Angkor Wat.
The temple was built circa 1186
by Jayavarma VII,  and was re-
discovered in the 19th century.
Despite a thorough escavation,
large trees continue to grip the
temple, making for a spectacular
and mystical result.

Ta Phrom Temple
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I am a tree.
I gots one foot in the earth, one limb in air
dancing my jig down the center line of the road
Fence-setting, shaking both hands, residing in both camps
hurtling myself into the visceral and celestial simultaneously
coaxing communication between hemispheres right and left
exercising my corpus collosum
not burning bridges
but
being the one over troubled ______
I am persuading the Atheist and the Christian
to take a bite out of that sexy apple at the same time.

I am a tree.
 I gots two feet in the earth, both limbs in air
outstretching, truth-fetching, love-sketching
absorbing my reality like the quicker-picker-upper
supra-aware to degree of near madness
consumed by the Infinite Sadness
Icharus-like wings burned to crisps
perpetually plummeting seaward, darkward, deathward,
but tingling from the sun’s kiss.

You are a stone.
You be rootless, toothless, limbless
but heavy with your is-ness and
carefree with no obligation to bear fruit
you got snakes crawling out from under you
you’re killing birds
you’re hedging stones
you’ve been skipped one too many times but
your surface is worn smooth by time’s caress
like St. Peter’s loveded foot
a leaf of me wants to

swim
         down

     through the air and
          rest on your stony coolness.

I am a tree
By Jennifer Allard
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pain
it’s life, it’s love, it’s pain.

the gentle throbbing behind the eyes after a sleepless night.
the soft ache in one’s bones on a sharp wintry day.

it’s you, half a world away.

the needles of misunderstandings and the tiny daggers of jealousy.
the acidic flame of guilt.

what hurts more, that you hurt me, or that my tears break your heart?

burning eyes and burning hearts, endless day after restless night.

what is pain?
is it me, imperfect in my love, unable to forgive with fractured pride?

is it you? or my fear of losing you?

in this world, it’s existence. we accept it, swallow it, go with it. and love.

it’s growth in some ways, death in others. bones healing or breaking. movement.
hearts beating and breaking. life.

it’s us. our life, our love, our joy, and our pain.

By Geetika Bector
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Contemplated Anticipation By Halshka Graczyk
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Mullah’s
Daughter

She was the cutest girl I saw in the
village of Qurchi, in northern

Faryab province in Afghanistan.

By Homaira Hanif
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By Rachel Weber

On the Scene:
after the bombing on  4.17.2006

I went down to the old bus station last night, the sight of yesterday’s terrorist attack, to check on several of my
friends who run shops down there. This is the area where many of Tel Aviv’s migrant workers live and work
and where I spend a lot of time watching the brothels. There is a negative correlation between good business
and bombings, so most shopkeepers decided to call it a day early. On my way out of the area, I stopped for a
few moments at the police barricade in front of the shattered falafel restaurant. Bombings are strange- people
going about their lives are in a zillion pieces in a moment. A friend was identified by her teeth; they asked her
boyfriend if he recognized her rings. Here, the glass would be back in tomorrow and the restaurant re-open
for business in days. If  only we could put the people back together.
 
I just stood at the barrier- trying to take it all in- the glass, the foreign news cameras, the police, half a dozen
languages and many more shattered lives. A little Asian boy eating a small canister of Pringles, surely the son of
a migrant worker, stood next to me.  He looked at me and asked in Hebrew what had happened. Over-
stimulated by the scene myself and uncomfortable with my Hebrew, I told him I wasn’t sure. He offered me a
Pringle. I asked him where his mother was, wondering why he might be permitted to wander in such a
dangerous place. I went home.

The sights, sounds, smells, and emotions of the scene followed me home that night and stayed with me
throughout the next day. I was struck not just by the act of violence in a place so familiar to me, but by the
opportunity I had missed to talk with the boy, eager to understand his surroundings. I went over what I should
have said to him in my head, even looking up some Hebrew words. I returned the next day and many times
after.  My friends were fine and business returned to normal the next day.  But I never saw the boy again.
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By Audrey Chu
Creepy X-Files-esque rock formation at Bahia Majahual, Nicaragua
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AIDS Clinic
Some enter with bravado, calling out greetings to familiar faces

Others with tight drawn faces, frowning, glaring at anyone who dares catch their eye
A few are wan and gaunt, leaning heavily on canes and makeshift walkers, strollers or wheelchairs

Evident in their gazes are deep-seated pain and suffering that pulls at the heart.

I try to imagine that moment, when they found out
How they reacted to what must have sounded like a death sentence
A steel door clanging shut, locking out their dreams, hopes, plans…

Yet some have bright smiles and an inner strength
They return for treatment, and in that small step

Refuse to say goodbye to the future.

By Cynthia McOliver
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By Anisha Dharshi

Rendezvous in Adams Morgan
Combine a one-humped camel animal cracker, caramel on
the edge of a soup-sized coffee cup, and whipped cream
drizzled with chocolate sauce aside a slice of marble
cheesecake, and you are near perfection.  Have one of the
servers at your favorite coffeeshop provide all of this to
you and you’ve achieved it.

There’s something indescribable about walking into the
cafe after a short hike up 18th Street.  It’s almost as if the
doors hug you as you enter, welcoming you into the
warmth of a second home with plush couches and chairs
and familiar faces.  Waiters greet you like family,
remembering your face, yet never holding you to your last
order.  The jacket and scarf and gloves come off.
Sometimes the hat stays on, though.  You find a great
spot and settle in, checking around constantly for an even
greater spot, move once after 15 or 20 minutes, and
declare your newfound spot your ‘favorite’.

And you’ve never been quite this happy.

But then Mike or Martine or Billy or another amazing
waiter walks over, gives you credit for knowing the menu,
and takes your order with grace.  You’re given a familiar
smile or asked how you are, but the waiter quickly leaves
to attend to your neighbors.  One neighbor snuggles
closer to her date.  Another takes advantage of the free
wireless internet.  And yet another discovers his new
favorite spot.

And you’re off…your early evening or weekend day is in
the best care possible.

You glance up at the copper, textured ceiling and lose
yourself for a few minutes.  Your eyes then pull down to
the wild colors of a local artist’s print.  Your torso sways
and feet tap to a worldly beat.  Your one-humped camel

dives into your latte, thanking you for the warm, foamy
blanket.  A beautiful man walks in from the cold.  And
Mike and Martine and Billy and all the other waiters leave
you be – to write and read and think and smell and taste
and feel all that you’ll allow yourself to for the next few
hours.

And there’s so much to accomplish…

But you think of the recent inauguration and mourn.
Four more, perhaps even 12 more years before change
will come.  You wish you’d gone over to join the
protests instead of enjoying the day off.

Perhaps the dreams you’re not quite fulfilling flood
your thoughts.  You skim past entries of your
journal, recognizing spurts of initiative and glory,
bouts of despair.

But you’ve come here today to change all of that.

Where else can you contemplate the world your life
consumes, celebrate a new year with friends, discover a
corner that fits you perfectly, and conjure up memories
of the best cappuccino you ever had?

Here.  Only here.

Become a regular and tip well – it will make you happy
inside.  Just be sure to bite the head off your camel first.

These ruminations were inspired by: Tryst Coffeehouse
& Bar in Adams Morgan - Free WIFI and real plants -
2459 18th Street, NW, Washington, DC 20009
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And these little piggies went to the market...
By Jay Graham

Although intensive food animal production is on the rise in Vietnam, there are roughly eight million households
that still earn a living by breeding livestock. Photo taken in Vietnam, near Hanoi, September, 2006.
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Contains No Artificial Colors, Flavors or MSG
Cynthia McOliver: a 2nd year EHE student interested in
water quality issues, infectious diseases. She loves to read and
write poetry and loves black and white photographs.  She is
on a lifelong journey to make more friends who can really
cook! Her poem, AIDS Clinic, was inspired by and is
dedicated to all the hardworking personnel in HIV/AIDS
clinics, and the patients that refuse to give up on life.
 
Michael Sauder: an MPH student and medical student who
pursues broad interests in history, literature, and philosophy
to the detriment of his prescribed studies.  He writes poetry
best while procrastinating—the more urgent the assignment
to be delayed, the better the resulting poem.

Jennifer Callaghan: 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.

Erick Chuang: A man once sought the advice of a teacher
because deep within him was a burning question that he
sought the truth for.  When he finally reached the teacher and
asked the question, the teacher said “I dunno, figure it out
yourself.”  That’s kinda like knowing me.

Rachel Weber: enjoys wildlife, beaches, rain forests, and
dangerous places all over the world.  Her current projects
include the Student Assembly presidency as well as research
on condom use, trafficking, and prostitution.  In her free
time, she pursues her doctoral dissertation in epidemiology
and breathing.

Adrienne Shapiro, MSc: a 2nd-year MD-PhD student. Her
background includes experience with the Cambodian Health
Committee, doing HIV/AIDS and TB research and project
development, and HIV/AIDS mental health work locally.
Last year she interned with Power Inside, a Baltimore
organization serving women impacted by incarceration and
street life. 

Lauren Reigart: an MHS student in Biochemistry and
Molecular Biology who hopes to work in a fertility center after
graduation.  She has been writing her own poetry since the 5th

grade and it is one of her favorite hobbies.  She also enjoys
dancing, reading, and baking.

Geetika Bector: a part-time MPH student and full-time
research coordinator in the SOM oncology department.
Along with working and studying, she enjoys reading, day-
dreaming, and watching football. Pain is the result of a long
long-distance relationship and an injured nose.

Anisha Dharshi: has a home in Baltimore, is in the part-time
MPH program, and works for the Institute of Medicine in
DC.  When she’s not dancing or pretending to fly with her
arms, Anisha can be found overloading her salads with extra
sharp cheddar cheese and laughing loudly at her own jokes.

Belis Aladag: a first-generation Turkish-American.  She was
born in Los Angeles but has lived in many different places
around the world including Istanbul and Guadalajara. 
Creative writing has always been a part of her life as she began
keeping a journal from the day she learned how to write at the
age of five.  She loves dogs, her friends, and her family. 
Having recently finished medical school, Belis is now thrilled
to be studying international health policy in the Master of
Public Health program here at Hopkins.

Jennifer Allard: an MSN/MPH student who hails from
Texas and Michigan.  She holds degrees in theater and
nursing, served in the Peace Corps in Paraguay, and rejoices
when she’s able to share her words even as she follows the
parallel path as scientist.  Here she offers, I am a Tree. 

Syed Shahid Abbas: an MPH student from India. He loves
eating and discussing Biryani and has spent the last one year
exploring the bye lanes of Old Delhi for its culinary delights.

Nicole Fulton: a community health nurse from Vancouver
with experience in eating disorder treatment, abortion service
delivery, heroin maintenance therapy, and HIV/AIDS
counseling. She hopes to move to Sub-Saharan Africa to
manage women’s health services after completing her MPH.

Audrey Chu: As a part-time tumbler for the inner-Siberian
regional circus, she likes yak-fur-lined coats, long walks on the
tundra and pie.

Homaira Hanif : was born in Afghanistan, raised in the US,
and sometimes takes pictures.  She believes the whole is
greater than the sum of its parts.
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Andrea Wirtz: a MHS candidate in International Health.  She
is currently conducting a research in Peru to complete her
internship requirements.  She feels that Peru is an amazing
place and many visitors often miss the beautiful sites such as
those commonly seen in Huaraz.

Kung Stew Fighters (Nrupen Bhavsar, Manuel Franco,
Bryan James, Justin Lessler, Arijit Nandi, and Stella Yi): a
ragtag group of rogue epidemiologists who enjoy long walks
in the park and shedding light on the dark underworld of the
Baltimore crime scene. Using their light-sabers they drive away
those who exploit and oppress the brave citizens of the
greatest city on earth... MILLIONS AT A TIME. If you have
a problem, if  no one else can help, and if you can find them,
maybe you can hire...The Kung Stew Fighters.

Vandana Sharma: originally from Canada and currently an
MPH student at Hopkins. She loves adventure, traveling, and
photography and ketchup chips

Jill Crank: a MSN-FNP/MPH candidate with a focus on
community health and infectious disease. She took her
photograph while teaching HIV/AIDS prevention to
children at an orphanage outside of Chennai, India.

Jay Graham: is from Arkansas, thirty-six years old, and lives
in cute old house in Charles Village with his girlfriend. 
He’s not sure how he got into Hopkins.  For one, he’s
weird...it’s hard to have a conversation with him
without excreta, of  some sort, coming up.

Özge Tunçalp: an MPH student in Women’s and
Reproductive Health concentration. Constantly curious
about people and the world, she left her native city of
Istanbul after becoming a medical doctor, to continue her
journey in in the USA, Uganda and the UK. Forever the
insatiable traveler, she’s known to be happy with just a cup
coffee and a friendly smile anywhere in the world.

Halshka Graczyk: a fresh addition to the Hopkins family.
In addition to photography, her other (healthy) obsessions
include traveling, pomegranates, shoes, foreign languages,
and jambands. She is eagerly anticipating her trip to Manchu
Piccu in January.

Augusta 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.

Amitha Kalaichandran: a first-year MHS student in the
Department of International Health, Disease Prevention and
Control.  She conducted maternal health research in
conjunction with the Centre for International Health at the
University of Toronto while an undergraduate student
during the summer of 2005.  She has a particular interest in
maternal and child health, with a growing interest in neonatal
health interventions and vaccines.

Amber Harris: Over the years, her drawings have developed
into the brilliant masterpiece before you.  She began with the
basics.  “I (heart) Scott Baio;” “New Kids On The Block 4-
EVER!”  Her talent did not go unnoticed; her future as a
professional artist was bright.  However, that future was
jeopardized when she suffered nerve damage due to a 72-
hour Tetris Marathon.  Thirteen years of dedication, practice,
and sheer have put her back on top of the artistic world!

Dorry Segev, MD: likes taking pictures of things. In his
spare time he is a transplant surgeon and a PhD student in
Clinical Investigation.

Sara A. Holtz: a DrPH candidate in Population, Family &
Reproductive Health. In her free time, she enjoys
international travel, running, photography and scuba.

Emily Christensen Rand: a licensed civil engineer in
Washington, DC who enjoys designing latrines and village
water systems.  She’s currently an MPH/MBA student who
works at the Center for Refugee and Disaster Response and
loves the company, convenience, connection and cockroaches
of Reed Hall.  

Abhilash Malik: an Indian physician enrolled in the MPH
2006-07 class. He became interested in alternate realities when
he discovered, to his profound shock, that the reality in
Hopkins doesn’t have any sex n drugs n rock n’ roll on offer.

Summer Schenk: an MPH student focusing on the health,
behavior, and society aspect of public health. Previously a
health and geography teacher, she has traveled the world in
order to take the world to her students through
photographs, artifacts, language study, and stories.

Sadia Qadir: a physician born and raised in Karachi,
Pakistan. She is interested in pursuing a career blending
medicine and health advocacy. Outside of work, she enjoys
traveling and learning about different cultures.
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Opposite Page
Hope Amidst Disaster: Pakistan Earthquake 2005
The doorway to a house in Rawalakot, Kashmir that was destroyed in the earthquake

that shook the northern areas of Pakistan on Oct, 8. The family members have obtained
shelter in a neighbor’s house until they are able to rebuild their home again. They intend

to use this colorful doorway in the new house, as a reminder of that day
and of their fortune - they escaped without any physical harm.

By Sadia Qadir

Back Cover
Kung Stew Fighters

Long exposure photographs with STEW created using flashlights;
18 mm, 20 seconds at f/14.

By Arijit Nandi, Nrupen “S” Bhavsar, Justin “T” Lessler,
Stella “E” Yi, Bryan “W” James, & Manuel Franco
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