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Dear Reader,

It is with great pleasure that we invite you to read yet another beautiful edition 
of  Stylus. This is our third year publishing the journal, and as with our prior edi-
tions, we have received many thought-provoking, poignantly-written, and beautiful 
pieces. Thank you for joining us in celebration of  the writers and artists respon-
sible for these fantastic works.

We are pleased to announce an exciting addition to the journal: a dedicated section 
entitled “Medical Humanities,” with an introductory piece explaining this project 
and the value it will add to our journal. We hope that in future issues this section 
will become a more prominent fixture. While our entire journal can be character-
ized as a work of  medical humanities in many ways, we think that the addition 
of  a section devoted especially to the study and examination of  how humanities 
affects medicine is uniquely valuable.

This issue is particularly varied in its subject matter: we join one author as he 
reminisces about his childhood days horseback riding in southern Pennsylvania; 
another guides us through a fictional battle scene in 17th century France. One 
poet beautifully melds the imagery of  a single cell’s death with the larger idea of  
mortality generally; while still another poet simply instructs us how to hold hands. 
The seemingly random smattering of  subject matter begs the question: is there 
any common thread which binds these works together?

In pondering this question, we felt that these works are all connected by their 
search for meaning in situations that might, on the surface, seem meaningless. 
What makes art matter is not the work itself, but rather, its reflection of  the hu-
man experience, its ability to forge a connection between artist and patron, and its 
expression of  the raw emotions that define the human race. 

We hope that you find as much joy in reading this issue of  Stylus as we had found 
in putting it together. We are deeply grateful for the talented and diverse com-
munity of  students, faculty, and staff  here at Penn Medicine, CHOP, and across 
Philadelphia. We are also grateful for the funding provided to us by GAPSA, the 
Medical Student Government, and others. As always, we welcome your comments, 
questions, concerns, and of  course, words of  encouragement as we continue this 
important project.

       The Editors
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POETRY

Untitled

If  a poet titled a poem “Untitled,”
Tell me, how would it be done?
For readers know a title’s not vital,
So they’d assume there was none.

In a predicament such as this
How could the poet make his readers see
That his poem was “Untitled,” not untitled,
And that’s how he meant it to be?

He could pen at the top: “Title: Untitled,”
But that might make things worse.
Some readers might think “Title: Untitled”
Was the name of  his verse.

Well, I’m not quite sure what the poet would do.
Perhaps it’d be a lesson to him:
Never title a poem “Untitled,”
Or take “Anonymous” as a pseudonym.

by Adam Cuker
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Wired

We are connected in innumerable ways:
our phones, our computers, our tablets;
a text, an email, a Facebook message—
proving we are not alone.

We are connected in innumerable ways:
our senses, our creations, our ideas;
a word, a gesture, a gaze—
proving we are not alone. 

We are connected in innumerable ways: 
our genes, our organs, our blood;
a mutation, a rejection, a mismatch—
and suddenly we are all alone,
stranger to others and ourselves. 

by Arthi Kumaravel

“Outside a Hospital Window” by Pandora Chua. Photograph
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The Bell Jar Phenomenon

Pick something else
perhaps a throne
or an altar

Instead
we’ve inserted you
under glass

so we can scrutinize
you from every angle
lest you cough or sneeze

or puke
unwitnessed
God forbid

you sleep
on the wrong side
of  the bed

or wake up late
or walk too slowly
in your bell jar

and on display
24/7
The stigmata

the hairless head
the paresthetic soles
are the least 

of  your concerns
when we pronounce
your fate

by Corey Langer 

In a Rush of  Busy Nothings

In a rush of  busy nothings
a thousand empty faces
—a smile—
and color seeps through
sweet and slow like honey.

In a rush of  busy nothings
such tiny moments
are the warmth in the cold
held deep within,
hidden and precious.

In a rush of  busy nothings
the silly photographs
—a laugh—
and the sound of  silent 
happy memories expands endlessly.

by Arthi Kumaravel

  
4



Panashe’s Mother/The first time I was addressed as Doctor

Softly rocking, crooning low

She looks at me quietly broken.

He is all that I have, my baby, my life

What do I do now, Ngaka, What can I do now?

Skin cracked by wind and mundane strife

Stooped by labor, harsh sun lined, shaded eyes welling

Tears bathing Panashe’s body, a final offering. 

Who am I without my baby’s breath on my neck?

What life is there with my bones set by loss?

Where is there peace between cries for my child dead?

And I am mute, I am

Struck dumb.

Ngaka, Doctor, what can I do?

I don’t know, I want to scream

I am no Doctor. I could not pull him back.

I cannot breathe life

Where it has fled. I cannot, I cannot. 

But what can be said? 

by Emilia Hermann
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Morning with Olivia

The sweet smell of  angelic nights
Cast to yesterday

By her morning smile
Starting anew

The potential of  a blossom
Resiliently weathering storms

Recast by the summer blue of  her eyes
Apple-faced warmth

Stemming from the cores of  her cheeks
Brushing against lines of  age

Reaffirming purpose within her grasp of  my clenched ear
Magnified dawn

Through ochre-golden strands of  knotted silk
Clinging to my beard
A necklace of  hugs
Evaporates yawns

And reintroduces me to the days
Of  barefoot walks through dew-laden grass

by Joseph Libonati
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Apoptosis
From the Greek – apo, away; ptosis, falling. 

Falling away, as a dry leaf  drifts, soundless, to the ground,
Is, for unavailing cells, a death both gentle and self-contained.
This I learn in hospital wards as we round and round.

Some do not so quietly go. Take the lake, pupil-black and underground,
That churns its disastrous geology in the devastated brain.
Falling away, as a dry leaf  drifts, soundless, to the ground,

Would have been a welcome fate.  Instead, the neighbor cells are drowned,
Much as the sickest are encircled by faces, waterlogged and pained.
This I learn in hospital wards as we round and round.

A patient founders; a new one burgeons. I only notice once I’m gowned
And bedside, checking vitals, making note of  drips and drains.
Falling away, as a dry leaf  drifts, soundless, to the ground,

Is how we speak of  dying, as we throw the word ‘Nature’ around,
As if  death is dry like bones and we, by our white coats, ordained.
This I learn in hospital wards as we round and round.

No. Death will be a flash flood until the last human is found.
She’ll involute for all of  us, her final thought in the parched terrain
Falling away, as a dry leaf  drifts, soundless, to the ground.
This I learn in hospital wards as we round and round.

by Lauren McCollum
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Raindrops Fall

Raindrops fall, softly at first, on the cold, dry land.
The nurturing wetness gently probes the surface of  the land, 
looking for a crevice, a crack it can delve into. 

The rain falls faster, heavier, pushing against the hardness of  the land. 
But the land does not relent.  It was hardened by too many dry days 
of  waiting for rain.  Patiently at first, then anxiously.  

And now the wait has prepared it for the ultimate revenge. 
The rainwater puddles, pools, fills all of  the uneven places, 
as it searches, fumbling for any opening.

The land does not remit, as if  it is fighting life itself. 
Because without the rain, the land cannot support life.  
The land cannot live.  It has written its own epitaph.  

The water begins to form rivulets, streams, rapid miniature rivers.  
The water runs, in search of  a land less bitter.

by Teri Franklin

“Final Call” by Parul Mehra. Photograph
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Puncture Me Your Dangling Symmetry

Puncture me your dangling symmetry
Now, calibrate the fractal geometry of  dangling
Berating and liberating 
your murmuring veneer, your glorious
unsoft frontiers always carried the day.

Sorting vectors and elbowing ticking clocks
became my game in the task of  keeping pace 
with you, my lovely labyrinth boy.

Framed in taught dichotomies, you were 
the grand prix of  edges,
a poor girl's Mondrian.
One graze of  cheek to shoulder could 
leave a  lady gushing primary colors 
through beeline lacerations.
One cock of  the apexed ear
(Oh! you hear my heartbeat!)
bought you a pint of  well-oxygenated hemoglobin.

And just when I finally catch up to you,
just just just when I finally catch you up,
just above the pale: your mercy-sweet bed.

Tumbling into the high-wire glissando
bottoms up, tongue down;  
every honeycomb palpation a 
perforation that whispers

“Unbuckle, unbutton, unbottom 
over and back 
carefully now,  straight down the row
seeds to sow, lambs to slaughter.”
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And on that grand altar:
aorta: Greek, n., something lifting, car-
rying, suspended; 
the thoroughfare for all life force
round and swollen, the fat-full nubby 
contour 
foiling your every margin. 

Mounting the verge,
I am curbed in your crook
safe and shorn, primed for the prize
hemming ledges, ever mooring 
the rushing blood tide.

by Becca Lausch

how to hold hands

I.
best done in the dark
Valentine’s evening
hoodie up

II. 
if  you’re slick:
in the winter
between two bodies
casually leaning 

III.
i’ve found a certain peace
in closed interiors
i’ve found a certain love
of  things unseen

if  only for convenience. 

by Ailin Cao
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papermeat

knot synapse and sinew
around fingertips—they will prompt 
you to remember—always another 
something 
to remember—

as you run down the wet 
cobbles, head down, you murmur
incantations, the latin names
of  the body magical, once a canticle, 
now beginning to hum 
like the workings of  a 
tireless 
machine—

and your fingers trace the
diagrams, retrace
the diagrams, rut the page—
your eyes have consumed enough 
viscera to make a monster 
out of  you—except 

you find them
tasteless, like paper—like kissing 
through a surgical
mask...

as you sun on a park bench,
under shade-mottled canopy,
you lay a hand of  cards to commit 
to memory, to memory...

do not dissect the racing hearts, 
do not measure the strides in standard
units, don’t 
decode the cadences of  lyrical 
breath, 
the flutter of  eyes—
those laughing ghosts

were children once. doctor, 
don’t 
forget.

by Ailin Cao
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The Humanity in Medicine
by Luckmini Liyanage

A 2008 New York Times article by 
Dr. Pauline Chen1 opens with a group 
of  residents gathering together, not 
to discuss patient cases, but to read 
“Empty Pockets” by Dr. Kevan Pick-
rel.  The personal essay describes a 
scene with which all the residents could 
identify—Dr. Pickrel having to tell the 
family of  his 36-year-old patient that he 
could not save her.  

Stress is inherent in the medical 
profession as it deals with the extremes 
in beauty and pain of  the human 
condition.  A 2010 study by Merritt 
Hawkins sponsored by the Physician’s 
Foundation found a high amount of  
disillusionment and unhappiness among 
physicians.2  A stunning 84% of  physi-
cians surveyed believed the medical 
profession was in decline and over half  
would not recommend the profession 
to their children or to other young peo-
ple.3  This dissatisfaction undoubtedly 
affects patients.  A recent Dartmouth 
Atlas Group report noted that stress, 
competitiveness, and negativity of  an 
environment were major determinants 

1   Chen, Pauline. “Stories in the Service of 
Making a Better Doctor.” The New York Times 23 
Oct. 2008 sec. Health. http://www.nytimes.
com/2008/10/24/health/chen10-23.html.
2   Physician’s Foundation. A Survey of America’s 
Physicians: Practice Patterns and Perspectives. Physi-
cian’s Foundation, 2012. http://www.physicians-
foundation.org/uploads/default/Physicians_Foun-
dation_2012_Biennial_Survey.pdf
3   Physician’s Foundation

of  patient care quality.4 The study 
concluded that the rigor or prestige of  
residency programs do not translate to 
patient care quality.  Instead, the report 
suggested that the “hidden training 
curriculum” had a profound effect on 
how doctors are taught to treat patients.  
The hidden curriculum denotes a set of  
cultural and organizational influences 
that can effect behavior.  The hidden 
curriculum can include everything from 
the stress, to competitiveness, and to 
the unspoken practices in residency and 
medical school.  Several reports in ad-
dition to the Dartmouth Atlas project 
have highlighted the adverse effects of  
this curriculum in affecting physician 
happiness and patient care. There is a 
growing fear that the medical profes-
sion has been reduced to a sort of  trade 
profession in which doctors are trained 
with a rigorous scientific and technical 
background but without the contextual-
ization of  patient-centered care.5  

To reverse this trend of  declining 
physician and patient happiness, the 
National Endowment for the Hu-
manities, the Association of  American 
Medical Colleges, and the Accreditation 
Council on Graduate Medical Educa-
tion have called for a renewed push for 

4   Aurora, A and True, A. “What Kind of Physi-
cian Will You Be? Variation in Healthcare and 
its Importance for Residency Training.”  The 
Dartmouth Institute for Health Policy and Clinical 
Practice. The Dartmouth Atlas Project Oct 2012. 
http://www.dartmouthatlas.org/downloads/reports/
Residency_report_103012.pdf
5   Nazario, Ruben. “Medical Humanities as Tools 
for the Teaching of Patient-Centered Care.” Journal 
of Hospital Medicine 4 (2009): 512-514.

MEDICAL HUMANITIES
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the “medical humanities.”6 Turning to 
literature, such as Dr. Pickrel’s “Empty 
Pockets”, or to other subjects in the hu-
manities to tackle the painful aspects of  
medicine has been on the rise in medi-
cal schools and residency programs.7  
The medical humanities can act as a 
means of  deconstructing the doctor-pa-
tient barrier. There is no one definition 
for the medical humanities, but gener-
ally the medical humanities refer to 
the intersection of  the humanities (art, 
literature, theater, philosophy, etc.) and 
social sciences to improve medical edu-
cation in areas pertinent to patient-cen-
tered care.  Ultimately, medical humani-
ties concern the art of  medicine, which 
requires empathy, communication, 
self-awareness, and an understanding of  
the human condition.  Indeed, studies 
have consistently shown that incorpo-
ration of  the humanities into medical 
education can reinforce the empathetic 
and compassionate qualities of  physi-
cians.8  Increased dialogue concerning 
the importance of  an interdisciplinary 
approach to medicine is necessary in all 
steps of  the physician training process, 
from undergraduate schooling to medi-
cal school to residency.  With a greater 
emphasis of  the humanities in medi-
cine, the profession itself  may begin to 
change for the better.

6   Nazario, Ruben
7   Chen, Pauline
8   Chen, Pauline
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A Wild Ride
by Adrian Morrison
Adapted from the author’s memoir, Brandywine 
Boy

We moved to a small, fifty-two acres 
farm just south of  Chadds Ford in the 
beautiful Brandywine Valley of  south-
eastern Pennsylvania in 1944 when I was 
eight. It was a part-time farm because 
my father worked as an accountant for 
Scott Paper Company in Chester. Nev-
ertheless, we raised a variety of  animals 
that I had a big hand in caring for; but 
Maplevale Farm lacked one important 
species: horses.

I began dreaming about owning a 
horse from the time we arrived on the 
farm. Often I dreamed that I actually 
had one and was so sad to wake up and 
realize it had only been a dream. I kept 
plaguing my father to buy a horse, but 
he thought I wouldn’t take care of  it and 
that he would have to do the horse-relat-
ed chores. He had good reason to think 
this because I wasn’t the most eager of  
workers. But weeding a garden or clean-
ing chicken houses were hardly exciting 
jobs, I said. Taking care of  a horse would 
be another thing. That argument didn’t 
convince Dad. He was right, though. I 
was too young to have a horse of  my 
own. 

Instead of  having a horse to ride, I 
read books about children who did. The 
first was Mary O’Hara’s Thunderhead. 
It was a thrilling story about a beauti-
ful white stallion, the son of  Flicka, the 
star of  O’Hara’s earlier book, My Friend 

Flicka. The action took place on a ranch 
in Wyoming. As a teenager, I turned to 
books by Will James about cowboys and 
their horses. 

Reading these last books made me 
dream of  being a real cowboy. Indeed 
we had real cowboys from Texas on 
our land. They worked for a Texas cat-
tle dealer, S. B. Davis, who rented our 
land for the last couple of  years we lived 
there. He even had a corral on Baltimore 
Pike near our school where they put on 
shows. During those years many steers 
were brought to our part of  Pennsylva-
nia to be fattened for market on the lush 
bluegrass pastures of  our region. The 
famous King Ranch in Texas even es-
tablished a large spread about ten miles 
from us. 

Finally, when I was fourteen my fa-
ther bought us a horse named Rocky and 
Western-style riding gear. He thought I 
would be safer in a Western saddle with a 
pommel to hold onto. But I soon found 
that it was just easier to climb on and 
ride bareback. Despite Dad’s requests 
that I use the saddle, I never did. Mim-
icking the S. B. Davis’s cowboys I saw 
frequently, I fashioned a cowboy hat out 
of  an old Boy Scout campaign hat and 
always wore my jeans and jean jacket. 
I wasn’t totally authentic, however, be-
cause I rode bareback like a Comanche. 
I just loved the feel of  Rocky’s shoul-
der muscles as he galloped beneath me; 
sitting in a hard saddle is not the same 
thing.

Now I will tell you three horse sto-
ries of  my own that match those in the 

PROSE
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books I had been reading during those 
long years I went without a horse. The 
first ends with a choice I made that 
shames me still; the second is about an 
exhilarating ride but also illustrates how 
times have changed over the more than 
sixty years since it happened; and the last 
is of  a ride on Rocky that almost ended 
in severe injury to both of  us. 

During the summer of  1946, when I 
was ten, I had to leave the cabin-building 
that four of  us had just started to stay 
with my grandmother in West Philadel-
phia for a few weeks. My mother needed 
a break from living with her mother-in-
law on our side of  the house while my 
grandfather was remodeling the smaller 
part that the tenant farmer had vacated. 
During that period, which was before 
the “white flight” to the suburbs, there 
was a mixture of  white and black fami-
lies living in my grandmother’s neigh-
borhood. Thus, there were plenty of  
African-American kids around to play 
with, and I found one who made a great 
playmate. One Saturday my new friend 
and I went to a matinee at a movie the-
ater frequented by African-Americans 
only. So there I was like a light bulb with 
my blond hair and very freckled white 
face. It was a great show, and I remem-
ber enjoying it very much. There was a 
sad separation of  races then even in the 
North, which lasted far too long and 
continues in some ways even now.

But that’s not the full story; and writ-
ing it now, more than sixty-five years lat-
er, still makes me feel bad. Around the 
corner from my grandmother’s house 
lived a family that had a stable housing 
some ponies. I met the two boys who 
lived there, and they took me in to see 

the ponies. Well, I couldn’t stay away 
from the place. One day their grandfa-
ther came into the stable and told me 
quite sternly that if  I wanted to play with 
his grandsons I would have to stop play-
ing with the black kids. I was shocked 
and can remember looking up at that 
grizzled, ruddy face, thinking to myself, 
“What makes you better than them?” 
I’m proud to think I had that thought as 
a ten-year-old boy but am ashamed that 
the ponies tipped the balance. Oh, if  I 
had only walked out when the grand-
father made that ugly demand and not 
abandoned my other little friend!

Moving on to something pleasant-
er, I’ll tell you about my camping trip 
in New Mexico that involved a lot of  
horses. At fifteen I was old enough to 
go by train with other boys from the 
Boy Scouts’ Chester County Council on 
a camping trip to Philmont Scout Ranch 
in northeastern New Mexico. Never 
having traveled farther than South Jer-
sey, I found it difficult while looking at 
a map to imagine I would soon be so 
far away from Chadds Ford. We were to 
debark in Raton, New Mexico, after two 
days’ travel, the second night of  which 
would be on the train known as The Su-
per Chief, which left from Chicago. 

While riding in the observation car, 
we lost our seats in the regular coach to 
those who boarded in Kansas City dur-
ing the night. It didn’t matter because 
we just stretched out on the floor of  the 
car and woke up to see the astounding, 
empty flatness of  Kansas in the morn-
ing. Frank and Rob, who had gone to 
Philmont two years earlier, had vividly 
described the Kansas they saw through 
the train window as looking like a huge  
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blue teacup lying on a flat table. They 
were right. 

We were destined for a seventy-mile 
trek over mountainous terrain, and 
camping gear was not what it is today. 
The tents were heavy canvas; the sleep-
ing bags were also heavy; and our packs 
were not much better than sacks. There-
fore we required a beast of  burden to 
make the trek. Each crew of  about 
ten boys was issued a burro, which we 
learned to load up each morning and 
care for during the trip. All of  this was 
arranged at a base camp called Ponil.

Ponil had quite a few horses and bur-
ros as well as several big, ornery, and 
dangerous draft mules that packed sup-
plies to other base camps scattered over 
the ranch. A young wrangler cared for all 
this stock. You can guess where I spent 
as much time as possible during the few 
days we stayed at Ponil: at the corral 
with the wrangler. Indeed, I was there 
enough times to earn my Horsemanship 
merit badge. 

One day we set off  on a trail ride, one 
horse after the other, with the wrangler 
leading. After a couple of  hours, we 
headed for a spot for lunch and also 
to water the horses. When our destina-
tion came into view about a quarter mile 
away, the wrangler said, “Let’s go!” and 
took off  at a gallop. I can still see myself  
following suit and mounting a low bank 
to pass everyone else. With a commodi-
ous Western-style saddle to sit in, a full 
gallop was easy. To this day I can still feel 
that ride.

A few days into the trek found us 
hiking down a wooded mountainside, 
switch backing as we descended. From 
around the next bend, we could hear 

a loud racket: a lot of  hee-hawing and 
angry shouts. Then the commotion 
stopped, and a cowboy arrived in view 
riding a rather stocky horse, leading a 
string of  those huge draft mules hitched 
in a line carrying supplies. We stood in 
awe as he rode by and told us that the 
mules had begun to kick up a fuss and 
he’d had to “straighten them out.” How 
he managed this I don’t know, but the 
thought of  it still impresses me.

We’ll leave Philmont after another 
tale that illustrates how changing times 
have removed some of  the excitement 
from boys’ lives. Let’s fast forward thirty 
years to 1982, when an older me was 
a scoutmaster leading a group of  boys 
over the same ground I had covered as a 
boy. We had light, modern gear so there 
was no burro to manage. As before, our 
first camp was at Ponil; and there was a 
trail ride as well. But this time the ride 
consisted of  a couple of  hours plodding 
along in single file at a walk. At the end 
of  the ride, I had great difficulty getting 
off  my horse and straightening up af-
ter sitting so long in the saddle with no 
change of  position. Obviously views of  
safety and liability had changed over the 
years. I’m not criticizing this, but that 
day I was glad I had been a boy in an 
earlier era.

Before telling you of  the ride that 
came within inches of  disaster, I want to 
mention the most exciting books I be-
gan reading when I was a teenager. They 
were in a series featuring the Black Stal-
lion, an Arabian who could run like the 
wind. Many years later, when I was over 
fifty, I actually met Walter Farley, the 
man who wrote the books I had read as 
a boy. A young boy like me at the time I   
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read the books, Alec Ramsay, owned the 
Black. There were a number of  books 
about that beautiful horse, the most ex-
citing of  which involved the Black, who 
was never given a regular name, and his 
son, a red stallion. Everyone thought 
the red son to be faster than his father, 
so to settle this they scheduled a match 
race. But a regulation race never hap-
pened. Instead, the two were unofficially 
matched up, with only the Black having 
a rider—Alec riding bareback—as they 
raced down a mountain to escape a for-
est fire. The ride was exciting; I was so 
happy that my hero, the Black, won. 

 Now for the wild ride that I had on 
my own black stallion when I was sev-
enteen and only a few months before I 
had to say goodbye to him. It was a race, 
too; but in this case the opponents were 
a group of  Western horses. Rocky won 
in amazing fashion.

He had supposedly been trained as a 
jumper; but I had had no formal riding 
lessons and could never get him to jump 
anything. That changed, though, the day 
I decided to visit the small herd of  hors-
es belonging to the Texas cattle dealer 
who also rented the neighboring farm 
owned by Farmer John. A barbed-wire 
fence with a Western-style, barbed-wire 
gate four feet high spanning the road 
separated the two farms. The dealer’s 
horses were grazing on a hill on the oth-
er property, so I went through the gate, 
closing it after me, the proper thing to 
do. As it turned out, it would have been 
better to have left it open. We went up 
the hill to the horses, but only a few 
minutes after we reached them, Rocky 
began to act nervously as the other hors-
es gathered around us. I realized I had 

made a mistake and decided we would 
be wise to leave. We trotted away; but 
then the herd of  about ten followed us, 
streaming down the bank on the side of  
the road leading down to the barbed-
wire gate. 

Rocky then took off  at full gallop to-
ward the gate, which was about a quarter 
mile away. Roughly one hundred yards 
from the gate, it was time to slow down; 
but Rocky had other ideas: he was a run-
away. He had the bit in his teeth and was 
in charge. The next best thing for me to 
do was to dive off  onto the long, soft 
grass that edged the road on either side, 
which would have cushioned my fall. But 
luckily I looked back and, to my horror, 
saw that the galloping herd filled both 
the road and the verge on either side. 
With no other option, I buried my head 
in my arms, expecting that we would be 
wrapped in barbed wire within a few 
seconds. Then I realized we had cleared 
the gate, leaving the herd screeching to 
a halt on the other side and Rocky and 
me unharmed. I had not felt the jump 
at all. It would be nice if  someone had 
been there with a movie camera, but in 
my mind I can see it as clearly as when it 
happened sixty years ago.

Of  course I never dared tell my par-
ents for fear they would ground me be-
cause of  my foolishness, not to mention 
because I could have been seriously in-
jured. What is amazing, though, is that I 
never told the story to anyone. I didn’t 
brag to my high school classmates or tell 
my five children what their dad did when 
he was a boy. It was such a frightening 
experience that apparently my mind had 
just buried it. Then, about thirty years 
after that wild ride, I happened to be  

 
  

17



talking to a veterinary student and, as I 
usually do, asked where her home was. 
She told me that she lived in Chadds 
Ford on Hillendale Road, which was the 
road next to the field where Rocky and I 
began our escape. I replied to her, “Let 
me tell you what happened to me near 
Hillendale Road.” 

From that moment on, I became a 
firm believer in repressed memories, 
those memories that are buried because 
of  some overwhelming horror—the im-
age of  me wrapped in barbed wire, for 
example. Wouldn’t you think a father of  
five children would have regaled them 
with what Dad did? Telling it to them 
and other adults now, which I can’t stop 
doing, is really not as much fun.

Thanks to Rocky I became a veteri-

narian. One winter morning I saw him 
limping a bit as he came across the 
pasture in back of  our barn. I think he 
must have tangled with those Western 
horses and slipped. In any event, I told 
my mother that I wasn’t going to school 
that day so I could nurse Rocky. That 
experience—fortunately things turned 
out well for Rocky—and working on 
Hill Girt Dairy Farm made me realize 
that veterinary medicine was for me. I 
never changed my mind later to study 
human medicine as so many of  my col-
lege friends were planning to do.

And as I look back over more than 
sixty years, I realize how truly fortunate 
I was: fifty-two acres to play in and a 
horse to carry me like the wind.

“Rocky Makes the Jump” by Gayle Joseph

  
18



icons, letters, and acronyms, some flash-
ing, others static. Panic was setting in.

“Excuse me, but I’m looking for Mrs. 
Hemoptysis!” I practically screamed at 
the first person who walked by. Sizing 
up the length of  my white coat in an in-
stant, the nurse’s annoyance could not 
be hidden even as she tried to be polite. 

“I’m sorry, but who did you say you 
were looking for?” she asked.

“Mrs. Hemoptysis,” I repeated.
Head cocked slightly to the side, eyes 

narrowed, she looked confused. Before 
she could speak, I continued, “I’m the 
new sub-intern on medicine. My resi-
dent just told me that there is a patient 
down in the E.D.—a 55-year-old woman 
with a past medical history of  varices—
who came in with Frank Hemoptysis to-
night. For the life of  me, I don’t know 
where Frank is, and I can’t find that last 
name on any of  the lists. If  I can’t find 
Frank, then I don’t know how I’m sup-
posed to find Mrs. Hemoptysis to figure 
out what’s wrong with her!” I caught my 
breath and tried to gather myself  after 
the outburst.

There, I had done it. Given up. I had 
tried to be resourceful, independent. 
I hadn’t interrupted my resident to ac-
tually ask the patients’ name—she was 
just testing my ability to problem-solve 
on my own. Everything was a test, I had 
been told. I figured, how many Hemop-
tysis’s could there be in the hospital that 
night? But only a few minutes in, I had 
panicked and now I was asking for help. 
But what could I do? Time was ticking.

Still confused, the nurse began, “But 
hemoptysis isn’t the name of  the pa-
tient—”

“Of  course!” I interrupted her and 

Lost and Found
a bit of  fiction
by Peter Guyon

Beep. Beep. Bee-Beep. Bee-Beep. I 
shot down the hall past the monitor in 
room 26. 147 beats per minute. I figured 
that was about where my heart rate was 
at the moent. It was hot in the Emer-
gency Department, and the potpourri 
of  humidity, cigarette smoke, and body 
odor added an extra weight to the air. 
And a taste. She’s not here, either, I thought 
to myself.

My short white coat was filled to ca-
pacity: Maxwell’s cards, Green Bible, 
vision screening card, reflex hammer,  
stethoscope, four pairs of  latex gloves, 
a dozen alcohol pads, two crushed gra-
nola bars, a Post-it stack that had disinte-
grated into three mini-stacks, three pens 
(red, black, blue), a penlight, a clipboard, 
today’s signout, a JAMA article on pseu-
dopseudohypoparathyroidism, and the 
phone. The Phone. I ran-walked through 
the halls of  the busy E.D., my elbows 
tucked awkwardly against the tops of  
my pockets just to keep my armamen-
tarium from spilling out with each step.

Sweat formed on my brow, and my 
shirt collar, a noose, tightened around 
my neck. I was a mess. Here I was on the 
first day as a medicine sub-intern, down 
in the E.D., all set to admit my first pa-
tient, and I was already blowing it. Where 
is she? I muttered, my eyes darting from 
person to person as I continued down 
the corridor.

I reached a computer screen which 
was supposed to tell me where all the 
patients were, but it was indecipher-
able— an ad-hoc mixture of  bizarre  
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nearly fell over as I whirled back to the 
screen. “Hemoptysis isn’t the name I 
should be looking for!”

How could I have been such a fool? 
I had sat through hours of  lectures on 
cultural competency just a few months 
ago and look what I was doing: I had as-
sumed that the woman who came in with 
Frank Hemoptysis was Mrs. Hemopty-
sis. Maybe they weren’t married. Even if  
they were married, who was I to assume 
she had taken his name? Heck, maybe 
Frank was a woman, too. Who knew 
what kind of  first names the Greeks 
used these days? I had just assumed my 
way into a big mess of  confusion. I was 
frustrated with my poor judgment, but 
at least now I was making headway. I 
couldn’t rely on names—I just had to 
find someone who knew all the patients 
and describe the story.

“But—” the nurse didn’t seem as sat-
isfied with my quick thinking. Just then 
The Phone rang. 

<Resident> Calling.
The screen was blinking; the noose 

tightened. The nurse, though clearly in 
a hurry, lingered a few extra seconds as 
if  she had more to say before she was 
swept off  by another question into an-
other room. I pressed accept, swallow-
ing hard. 

“Hi—,” I began.
“Did you speak to the patient?” the 

resident interrupted. 
“Um… not quite,” I stammered. “I 

was just speaking to this nurse and—” 
Loud sigh. “Just find her, do your 

H&P, throw in some orders and then 
come find me.” Click.

Deep breath. You’ve got this. Just think.
I turned down another corridor. I 

couldn’t call my resident back—that 
would be admitting defeat. I needed to 
find someone else to help me, but every-
one was busy and seemed to have a pur-
pose, a place to be. Just then, I saw Janet, 
the Emergency Medicine sub-intern stu-
dent. Perfect—maybe it was her patient.

“Janet! I’m so glad to see you,” I 
called out.

She didn’t look at me when I called to 
her. Instead, she was standing in front 
of  a computer monitor, her head turned 
slightly to the side, her feet set wide, one 
in front of  the other and leaning back. 
Her arms were folded, and one hand 
made a gentle fist on which she cradled 
her chin. 

I half  expected to see a Monet hang-
ing on the wall and not the black and 
white of  an ordinary-looking chest x-ray. 

“Pete,” she said, still not turning to 
look at me. “What do you think?”

“What do you mean?” I asked, puz-
zled. “I mean, the heart border is nor-
mal; I can see both diaphragms; there 
are no obvious fractures. I’d say it looks 
pretty good.”

“But do you like it?” she asked, her 
voice still distant, almost wistful.

“Like it? I—” 
She interrupted, “I mean, my attend-

ing asked me over three hours ago if  I 
could appreciate the subtle patchy infil-
trate in the left lower lobe.”

I moved closer. Perhaps I saw just 
a hint of  radio-opacity in base on the 
left… no… did I? It was so subtle.

“I have been standing here, staring, 
wanting so badly to appreciate those in-
filtrates. Just trying to appreciate them 
so, so much,” she continued, her voice 
beginning to quiver. “But,” she sighed,   

20



turning towards me as her blue eyes be-
gan to brim with tears, “I just don’t.” 
Those words escaped with what seemed 
to be a tinge of  physical pain. “I don’t 
appreciate them at all!” Her voice now 
elevated a little bit. “In fact, I HATE 
them!” Suddenly she was almost yell-
ing. She turned back and pointed to the 
screen. “I. Hate. Them!” Each word car-
ried a harsh, sharp point of  her finger, as 
if  she could somehow point away those 
patchy infiltrates. Point away her painful 
lack of  appreciation.

“Janet,” I began, reaching to put my 
arm around her shoulder. But just then, 
her attending, Dr. Funk, came around 
the corner.

“Medical Student!” he called, smiling. 
“We have another chest x-ray to review!”

She whirled towards him, the biggest, 
most exaggerated smile I had ever seen 
spreading across her face at the speed 
of  light. “Fantastic!” And off  she went, 
to appreciate more patchy infiltrates. “I 
really appreciated…” I heard her say be-
fore her voice trailed off  into the cor-
ridor. 

I felt a brief  pang of  sadness for Ja-
net, those blue eyes drying up instantly 
in the heat of  her smile. But I knew the 
pain that would accompany her through 
the next few hours, follow her home, 
and probably take part in her dreams 
tonight. I had felt that pain—

I snapped out of  it just as I heard a 
snippet of  conversation to my right and 
behind me: “… and you should have 
seen how much blood she…” “… and I 
only had three pink buckets.” 

“Wait!” I called out to the nurses walk-
ing by. Practically running, I cried: “Are 
you talking about Mrs. Hemoptysis?” 

“Um, that’s rude.” I heard from the 
first, who was stifling a little smirk. “You 
sure you should be making up nick-
names for your patients, med student?” 
Those last two words were propelled 
out of  his lips with a curious mixture of  
feigned contempt and protectiveness. 

Maybe he had caught on to my com-
plete lack of  cultural competency. There 
I was again, assuming all these things 
from a name.

“I’m sorry, I began. I just—”
“It’s alright I’m just messing with 

you,” he continued. “Mrs. Hemopty-
sis,” he accentuated each syllable as he 
included air quotations, “is in room 14. 
Oh, and she’s looking for her doctor.”

Confused by the air-quotations but 
excited about finally seeing my patient 
(my patient!), I thanked them and quickly 
hurried away. I guess I had been right 
about the name all along. I glided along 
the hallways, pockets still stuffed to ca-
pacity and ready to spill at any moment, 
but I hardly noticed.

OK, here we go.  I had rehearsed this 
in my mind dozens of  times. First thing 
in the door, introduce yourself, ask for their 
names, and then SIT DOWN. I knew it 
was best to sit with the patient--other-
wise you came off  as hurried, overbear-
ing and even rude. Next, “What brings you 
in today.” NAILED IT.  And then from 
there, it would be smooth sailing: His-
tory. BAM! Physical Exam. OF COURSE! 
Differential diagnosis with a baller assessment 
and plan. DON’T MIND IF I DO!! And 
then straight back to my resident and straight 
into a full and speedy recovery for my first pa-
tient. 

I passed room 15 and saw the opening 
into room 14. A kind-eyed woman sat in  
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bed, an expression of  pain and anxiety 
on her face. A tall man sat next to her, 
holding her hand. Seeing my white coat 
and stethoscope, their eyes brightened 
as I walked in the room.

All of  my rehearsing flew out the win-
dow. My mind went blank, and I hesi-
tated, not knowing where to start. 

“Hello, Mrs. Hemoptysis!” I blurted, 
much too loudly for comfort. Startled, 
the patient looked over at her husband. 
“I’m Peter, the medical student taking 
care of  you tonight.”

The man stood up, confused but smil-
ing, and stretched out his hand to shake 

mine.
I walked towards him, grinning from 

ear to ear, and addressed him as I took 
hold of  his hand: “And you must be 
Frank.”

“Surgical Residents in the CHOP OR” by Mark Schreiner. Pen and ink
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“My Pigeon Joins the Wild” by Gayle Joseph
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An Animal Life: The Beginning
by Howard Krum

Introduction and Synopsis:  An Ani-
mal Life: The Beginning is a novel in-
spired by the real-life adventures of  four 
Penn School of  Veterinary Medicine 
classmates.  This first book in the series 
opens as Dr. Violet Marie Green is dart-
ing a giraffe from the open cockpit of  a 
helicopter.  Violet should be ecstatic as 
the new veterinarian at the world's larg-
est zoo, but her self-medicated gastric 
ulcer warns  that all is not right in The 
Peaceable Kingdom.  

As the medical mystery unfolds, a 
diverse group of  first-year vet students 
dives into the scary new world of  vet 
school: it's a melting pot where young, 
brilliant and driven students bond as 
they face an onslaught of  exams.
Proceeds:  All proceeds of  books sold 
through AnAnimalLife.com support 
animal charities, including  the Penn Vet 
Working Dog Center.

Chapter One (excerpt)
Dr. Green
6:20 AM — Tuesday, September 6, 1988.  
In a helicopter over an “African Savan-
nah,” the keystone exhibit at the Peace-
able Kingdom animal park in Chadds 
Ford, Pennsylvania

Zoo vets, ironically, are a mysterious, 
exotic and routinely endangered species 
of  animal doctor.

Zoo vets toil inconspicuously, often 
nomadically through the fringe habitats 
where research, clinical medicine and 
environmental conservation overlap.  
They are, in a compound word, stereo-

atypical — having no unifying person-
ality, corporal configuration or political 
persuasion.  This is not normal.  For ex-
ample, how common are plumbers with 
suspenders, dancers with potbellies, or 
Republican Green Peace activists?

Zoo veterinarians can be elephantine, 
wolfish, or mousy.  They can display a 
bovine warmth, a hawkish stare, or croc-
odilian resolve.  They can plow through 
their never-ending caseload with bullish 
intensity or a slothful inevitability.  Some 
— on rare occasion — can be pighead-
ed, waspish, or even downright crabby, 
while others remain unflappable saints 
in any emergency and are surely destined 
to be lionized.  There are deer-hunting 
carnivores, wildly-grazing omnivores, 
and strict lacto-, ovo-, everything’s a 
“no-no,” vegetarians.  When the latest 
version of  zoo vet was minted, there 
was no mold to be broken.  Only one 
quality binds them all: a sacrificial fidel-
ity to the Mission. 

Dr. Violet Marie Green was identical 
to every other zoo vet in the world— 
she was unique.  Her mom, Miss Florida 
1961, and her dad, a question mark, Vio-
let last wore lipstick and big hair on July 
4th, 1963.  She was six years old when, 
after breaking a 2x4 with her fist (karate 
being her ‘talent’) and winning the over-
all contest, a Mini Miss pageant judge 
defined the word ‘independence’ for her.  
After careful consideration, as was her 
way, she replied, “Thank you sir, I un-
derstand,” and handed back her crown 
and scepter.

After college, she suited up and ex-
celled as a Peace Corps elementary 
school teacher in Haiti.  Later, clad in 
form-fitting neoprene, she was a Sea   
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World dolphin trainer in Orlando — but 
was again unfulfilled.

Today, she owns one unworn dress 
(little and black, a gift from her mom), 
one dark skirt, a lightweight V-neck 
sweater, seven pairs of  Lycra running 
tights and a dozen holey (she would 
write it “Holy”) tees.  Other than that, 
her absolutely everyday wear could be 
sorted into three piles:  pile 1 — loose-
fitting jade scrub tops;  pile 2 — size two 
khaki cargo shorts; and, pile 3 — jog 
bras, hiking socks and Victoria’s Secret 
mini briefs.

Although a fashion-unconscious ac-
cessorizer, she at least made an attempt: 
a stethoscope, mini Maglite, pocket 
calculator, wristwatch and pager (all in 
matching flat black) rested for 3-4 hours 
most nights atop her bedroom dresser.  
The more frilly stuff, like an 18-inch 
string of  natural pearls, a gift from one 
unrequited admirer or another, sat in a 
box labeled “For Charity.”

Dr. Violet Marie Green exhibits a 
cool warmth and dogged determination 
that has a gravity well beyond her toned 
and tanned, compact mass.  Every per-
son she has ever met would sum up her 
demeanor with one word:  focused.  Her 
focus is her patient, and everything flows 
from that point source —  the research, 
the teaching and ultimately the Mission.

—xx—

The slender blades throbbed as they 
churned the humid, morning air.  Dr. Vi-
olet Marie Green sat sideways, both feet 
resting on the M*A*S*H style chopper’s 
right runner as they skimmed the sassa-
fras tops at 60 miles an hour.  It was the 

perfect vehicle for the project and Mr. 
Davaris hadn’t even paused at her re-
quest.  He simply barked over the walkie 
talkie, “You’ll have one by the end of  
the week.”  The seamless cockpit bubble 
yielded panoramic views while the wide-
open sides gave her easy outboard ac-
cess and plenty of  room to shoot.

Her back straightened when she 
caught sight of  their target and her sky-
blue irises constricted to narrow her pu-
pils, excluding the extraneous.  The ani-
mal with the fluorescent orange number 
“7” spray-painted on its neck was now 
in full view.

Poking the pilot in the shoulder with 
her left hand, she pointed with her right 
to the giraffe.  Violet reached to her belt, 
flipped on her walkie talkie and pulled 
the headset over her golden blonde hair, 
“William, you guys in position?”

The speaker crackled in response, 
“Hey, Doc.  We’re about one click be-
hind you at 5 o’clock.”

She swiveled, looking back through 
the tail rotor and picked out the Range 
Rover’s dust trail.  “Gotcha, 10-4.  Lis-
ten, keep your heads up, you have a 
small herd of  elephant and two zebra 
out about 800 meters at 3 o’clock.  Oth-
erwise, it’s just like we expected, Lucy 
and her family are in the dense brush 
near the main water hole in sector 12.”  
She paused, then added, “I don’t like it.  
There’s too much water out here.”

A hiss came to her left ear, “That’s 
what we’re here for — you know, to save 
the day!  You gently push her towards 
that open space to the east, get the meds 
on board, and we’ll keep her dry.”  He 
added, “Doc, you worry too much.”

Violet pulled her strong smooth legs  
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back into the cockpit, lifted the rifle 
from the rack, laid it across her lap and 
pulled open the bolt to expose the emp-
ty chamber.  She heard the pilot whistle 
over the headset and say, “Damn, that’s 
hot stuff.”  He wasn’t referring to the 
rifle but she didn’t catch the subtle pass.

“A six-thousand-dollar, laser-guided, 
long-range, drug delivery device.”  She 
focused on the trigger for a moment and 
then added, “We’re lucky to have it — 
I hate it.”  The pilot, like the chopper, 
was new to the project so he did not yet 
know that, if  possible, Dr. Green would 
practice veterinary medicine with just 
her bare hands, a pencil and a water-
proof  journal to take notes.  She didn’t 
trust modern technology: it seemed 
dangerous to her and had the potential 
to really leave you hanging.

A bandoleer of  red-tufted, pressur-
ized syringe darts was taped to the inside 
of  the cockpit bubble.  They were la-
beled and arranged sequentially with in-
creasing amounts of  M99.  She slipped 
on safety goggles and latex gloves.  If  an 
errant drop of  the stuff  touched human 
skin, cardiac arrest would be only min-
utes away.  Violet mumbled, “There’s 
gotta be a better way,” and then spoke 
into the mic, “William, I’m dosing her at 
1800 pounds.”

From the ground came the rumble 
of  the vehicle and an Aussie twang, 
“Sounds about right to me, Guv’, espe-
cially considering she’s only two months 
along.”

Violet carefully removed the needle’s 
protective cap, laid the dart in the cham-
ber and slid the bolt closed with a clack.   
Violet hated darting, not only because 
of  the intrinsic risk for patient over-

dose and traumatic injury, but because 
it was too much like hunting for her.  
She checked her harness connections 
and yelled to the pilot, “Try to give me a 
range of  100 yards, but if  she spooks pull 
back.”  She rotated to her right, planted 
both feet on the runner and without a 
second thought said, “I’m going out,” 
and pushed off  into the not-so-thin air.  
When her 110-pound mass reached the 
end of  its tether, the jolt slammed the 
chopper’s center of  gravity to starboard.  
The pilot gunned the gas and jammed 
the stick to port to compensate for the 
tilt and mumbled, “Easy there, Rambo.”

Violet strained at the end of  her leash 
with the single-mindedness of  a Pointer 
on a grouse and replied, “This is per-
fect.”  Cantilevered out over the landing 
gear she clicked on the laser sight, raised 
the rifle to her shoulder and lit up the 
patient’s left rump with a bright red dot.

Then suddenly, in her left ear she 
heard, “Doc!  Flamingoes at 11 o’clock!”  
Automatically raising her left eyebrow to 
widen her field of  view, she was instantly 
engulfed by a pink blur and then a fine 
red mist plastered her goggles.  The pi-
lot banked intuitively to the right but the 
rapid acceleration and pivot spun his 
passenger, slamming her face-first into 
the plexi cockpit.  She scrambled briefly 
for footing on the slick bar and then fell.

William shouted over the walkie talk-
ie, “Vi!”

Dangling from her harness under the 
chopper’s belly, with the dart gun still 
firmly in her left hand, Violet watched as 
her stethoscope tumbled, earpiece over 
bell, toward the ground 200 feet below.  
It landed with a sharp puff  of  dust and 
she winced, “That would have hurt…”    
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The lost instrument exposed a pale tan 
line that ringed the back of  her neck.

“Violet…!  Are you okay?”
She reported to everyone, “I’m fine.  

Hold your location.”
Without a pause she reached up, 

grabbed the landing gear, and with a 
one-handed pull up got her torso over 
the bar.  She slid the gun into the cock-
pit and clambered like a chimp back into 
position.  Readjusting her headset, she 
said, “Thanks for the heads up, William.  
You saved our butts and most of  that 
flock,” then added, “Chilean flamin-
goes… cotton candy pink and they eat 
with their heads upside down.  After all 
I do for them they still try to kill me.”

William questioned, “We should 
probably call this off.”

“Nope, I’m good,” she scanned the 
horizon, “and Lucy’s still in place.  Let’s 
go.”

The pilot hovered briefly over the 
milling, confused family of  giraffe and 
Dr. Green squeezed off  the shot.  This 

time nothing pink or red or any other 
color intervened.  Like any good marks-
man, she could visualize the dart through 
its slight arc connecting with the target.  
She imagined the pressure surging away 
as the projectile dispensed the drug into 
the gluteus muscle group.  Depressing 
a button on her black-lugged Timex to 
start the countdown, she reported into 
the microphone, “Okay folks, 8 minutes 
and 30 seconds until full effect.  She’s all 
yours, William.”

Violet stepped back inside the chop-
per and signaled to the pilot with the 
swirling motion of  her index finger, 
“Let’s land.”

[End of  excerpt — an expanded sam-
ple of  An Animal Life (Chapters 1-4) 
can be found at AnAnimalLife.com]

Cover art for An Animal Life by Patty Hogan

 
 
  

27



“Talibe” by Emilia Hermann. Photograph

“Sunshine” by Parul Mehra. Photograph

  
28



Privacy, please?
by Neha Limaye

This article was written at the end of  my year-
long Indicorps fellowship. From August 2011-
July 2012, I partnered with Hunar Ghar, an 
organization located in the small adevasi (indig-
enous) village of  Bakhel, in Rajasthan, India. 
I spent the year living in the village, focusing 
on issues of  women’s health and empower-
ment through the creation of  women’s self-help 
groups.

Every morning in September was the 
same: after being startled awake at 5:00 
AM by Vishnu Priya’s shout, I would 
pick up the small purple jug, fill it with 
water at the hand pump, and then head 
out to the fields with her to “become 
fresh.” It was time for all the women of  
the town of  Mandwa to go and defecate. 
In one respect, it was female bonding 
time: we would nod or say Ram Ram, the 
local greeting, as we passed each other 
in the near darkness, acknowledging that 
we were all there for the same communal 
activity; but in most respects, it was ter-
rible. For the first few weeks, there were 
mornings when I just didn’t have to go, 
but there was no other option. Simply 
put, it was go now, or wait until the next 
morning.  And when stomach problems 
struck, as they inevitably did during the 
first few months in rural India, it was 
excruciatingly awkward, as there was no 
appropriate place to relieve myself  dur-
ing the daytime hours.

After that first month, I moved out of  
Mandwa and into the village of  Bakhel, 
where fields were nearby and hiding 
places were plentiful should nature call 
in the middle of  the day. My body had 

also settled into the schedule, and waking 
up early was now something I did auto-
matically. As I got into the swing of  my 
project and village life I dismissed those 
early struggles as part of  my adjustment 
period and transitioned from being that 
foreign girl with the gastrointestinal is-
sues into a member of  my community. 
But now, as my year here comes to a 
close, I have realized that the sanitation 
situation that women face every day is 
not just something to joke about. The 
problem is much deeper than having no 
place to poo. It is about the complete 
lack of  privacy for women in my com-
munity, and the serious implications it 
has on health and happiness.

In Bakhel, and in many of  the sur-
rounding villages in Rajasthan, women 
literally have no privacy at all, turning 
seemingly normal daily activities into 
difficult, trying endeavors. Besides re-
strictions on when and where they can 
defecate, women also face limitations 
when showering. There are no closed-
off  bathing areas in Bakhel, so every-
one showers entirely in the open. In 
this area, breasts are not considered 
taboo, so women can use soap on the 
upper-half  of  their body. But women 
in Bakhel always shower while wearing 
their ghaghras, or long skirts, and in many 
other villages, women shower complete-
ly clothed. It is nearly impossible for a 
woman to properly clean herself  if  she 
bathes with clothes on, and feminine hy-
giene becomes even more of  a problem 
during menstruation. A menstruating 
woman can only try to become clean in 
the dark of  night, secretly washing her 
menstrual cloth when no one is look-
ing, because it is not something she can  
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freely discuss with anyone.
Due to this lack of  privacy, women’s 

health is greatly affected. A woman in 
Bakhel might not seek treatment for di-
arrhea, or will try to deny she even has 
it, because a woman should not be seen 
going to the bathroom outside of  the 
specified night hours. She might develop 
a urinary tract infection or vaginal infec-
tion from insufficient hygiene, but feel 
too embarrassed to acknowledge it un-
til it is incredibly serious. She might not 
even know she has an infection, because 
a typical woman in Bakhel has never 
seen herself  naked—she has no idea 
what looks healthy for her body versus 
what it looks like when something has 
gone wrong. She will silently suffer, rare-
ly consulting with others, simply accept-
ing it as the norm for her life.

Men in this area also lack privacy- 
they also defecate outside, and bathe 
openly in the river. But for men, it is 
acceptable to relieve themselves during 
daylight hours, and they can fully wash 
themselves without being mocked or 
having their character questioned. Men 
have much less they need to hide. On 
the other hand, women are expected to 
keep many things hidden- their bowel 
movements, their menstrual cycles, the 
lower halves of  their bodies; revealing 
them in public would be inappropriate 
and shameful. But to keep these things 
hidden when there is nowhere to hide is 
a huge burden and leads to serious dis-
comfort and illness. 

As I better understood these daily fe-
male struggles, and lived them myself, I 
kept thinking how can we change this norm? 
How can we end this disparity? I wished the 

answer were as easy as building latrines 
and bathrooms, providing a private 
space for women, but I now know that 
that is not enough. I have encountered 
many well-meaning organizations that 
built latrines in Rajasthan, but more of-
ten than not, the latrines remained emp-
ty or served as extra storage space—no 
one found them useful. For the norm 
to actually change, women first need to 
believe they deserve privacy, to feel that 
they have the right to take care of  them-
selves and be healthy.

Right now in Bakhel, women do not 
see their lack of  privacy as a problem- it 
is just the way things are. They do not 
question it, because they feel they have 
no choice. For women to begin under-
standing how much healthier and hap-
pier they could be with a bit of  privacy, 
and to believe that they do have a choice 
in the matter, we need open discussions. 
But bringing this issue into the public 
is far from easy. As an outsider, it is al-
ready awkward for me to bring up femi-
nine hygiene, but for local woman, it is 
a hundred times more difficult. I do not 
face the same social pressures as they 
do.  In the past few months though, I 
have started holding discussions about 
sanitation in our women’s group.  De-
spite the awkwardness, the raucous gig-
gling, and the women hiding their faces 
behind their saris, our conversations are 
the first step forward. Change can only 
come slowly, but if  these women are 
empowered to choose privacy for them-
selves, and communities come together 
to build bathrooms and latrines, then 
women can finally have the chance to 
take care of  their bodies, in private.
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“Something questions night and day” by James Harrison. Photograph
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Liberté
Or: The Incomplete Revenge of  Ray-
mond

by Andrew Savino

The tree of  liberty must be refreshed from 
time to time with the blood of  patriots and ty-
rants.

- Thomas Jefferson

It’s awfully warm for Brumaire, Bruno 
thought, wiping the beads of  sweat 
from his reddened brow. The soldier 
trod nervously through the dense jungle 
undergrowth, his breathing strained and 
heavy. He was a short, balding man and 
wore a tattered infantry uniform, stiff  
with grime and perspiration. He hated 
the heat. Bruno Fournier was his name, 
the year was 1802. 

Bruno had recently arrived by way 
of  a large cannon warship, though not 
by choice. He’d been sent by General 
Leclerc to root out further resistance 
in the interior. To Bruno, the island 
seemed an eerie sort of  paradise. The 
lush greenery was endless, Eden-like—
nothing like the barren fields and forests 
of  his homeland. He wandered through 
it aimlessly, blinded by its awesomeness, 
by its gigantic leafy trees, by its piercing 
sunlight and inky pools of  shadow, hav-
ing lost all direction, and thus, all hope 
of  finding his regiment.

Bruno’s only companion now was the 
brindle hound that he found—or rather, 
that found him—in the mountains while 
searching for water. The dog didn’t un-
derstand a word of  French, but seemed 
to listen when Bruno tried his broken 
Spanish—though he might’ve just imag-

ined it; the high temperature was getting 
to him. The hound, which Bruno named 
Pico, wouldn’t stop following him around 
after he offered it the last few scraps of  
a dead, decaying goat. Bruno welcomed 
the company. We’re both a long way from 
home, he thought. 

Waking early one morning, Bruno 
saw what looked like wisps of  black and 
gray mist on the horizon. He judged the 
smoke to be less than a day’s march away 
from his current position. Half  starv-
ing, he roused Pico, packed his gear, and 
prayed they would find his regiment, or 
something to eat, before the rebels. 

They came upon a cluster of  fire pits. 
Some contained a few smoking cin-
ders, others held faintly glowing orange 
embers. Makeshift tents lay crumpled, 
clumsily camouflaged with twigs and 
small bits of  brush. It was just as like-
ly his men as the rebels had made the 
camp. Bruno looked around, crept qui-
etly through the refuse, but saw no one. 
He hoped that the recently departed, 
whoever they were, had left some sup-
plies behind, some food. Bruno and Pico 
hadn’t eaten for a day and a half. Pico 
sniffed around optimistically, already 
salivating, but he had no more luck than 
Bruno. They didn’t find a thing.

Nothing to be found, that is, until 
Bruno studied one of  the fires a little 
more closely. He’d been daydreaming—
reliving his last warm, mouth-watering 
meal in Le Havre—when he stepped on 
a pile of  smoking hot coals. Wincing, 
he jumped back, avoiding a tumble into 
the burning embers but tripping over 
what felt like a small tree stump. Upon 
closer inspection, Bruno found that the 
“stump” was actually the charred re-  
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mains of  a book, loosely bound together 
by pieces of  thin rope.  Bruno picked it 
up: most of  its pages were burnt, eaten 
by flames; some were all but complete-
ly torn out. Those that remained were 
faded and withered, with sentences and 
whole passages impossible to decipher. 
The first few words were scrawled thick-
ly and blackly in a Creole dialect across 
the front page. Bruno read: THE LIFE 
OF RAYMOND LAURENT. To the 
future generations, so they may remember mine.

His interest piqued and his body too 
exhausted to go on, Bruno took the re-
mains, cradled them gently in his hands, 
and sat down against a tree to read. Find 
us something to eat, Pico! Shoo! The dog 
scampered away into the woods. Bruno, 
relieved to hear nothing but Pico’s re-
treating footsteps, turned the page.

I was born on Rémy Laurent’s sugar plan-
tation, read Bruno, in the northern plains 
of  Saint-Domingue. He called me Raymond 
Laurent, but besides my name he never gave 
me much . . .

The remaining words, blurred and 
melted by the heat, were impossible to 
interpret. Bruno found the next read-
able passage and read onward. 

He raped my mother, one of  his house 
slaves, night after night until the bump started 
to show—until he found out that she was preg-
nant with my sister and me. He was delighted. 
He made her have us—it was easier than buy-
ing new stock. This way it saved him a trip to 
the market . . .

Bruno’s face, red though it was al-
ready, managed to flush a deep scarlet.

She poisoned herself  a few years after our 
birth, while I was still too young to remember 
her. Rémy mentioned once that her name was 
Béatrice. Or at least that’s what he called her. 

We found a kind of  solace in one another. 
The other slaves used to laugh at Bibi and me 
for our light skin. They spat “mulatto” at us 
like a curse and we burned with shame at every 
reminder that Rémy’s blood ran inside of  us. 
I imagined it coursing through my veins and it 
felt like poison. We never thought of  him as our 
father; we couldn’t —we were his property, like 
cows or pigs, and were treated as such. Inflamed 
by our mother’s final act of  resistance, it seemed 
he let us live only to satisfy his gross appetite. 
Even now I can barely stand the memories in 
my head.

In the early mornings, when I’d awake to see 
him letting Bibi out of  his room, he’d be grin-
ning like a maniac . . . 

. . . in return he taught her to read and write. 
She taught me.

Pages: torn, blackened, burnt. Bruno 
hurriedly searched for the next readable 
page, his belly gurgling and empty. 

I stole a knife from the kitchen and, while 
he lay sleeping, snuck into his bedroom. I crept 
quietly across the floor, the blade clenched be-
tween my teeth. A creaking floorboard was 
enough to rouse him. He overpowered me . . .

I stayed there for two days without food 
or water. He beat me unconscious, letting me 
out, delirious from dehydration, only to brand 
me with a burning, bloody RL. He had me 
whipped like a field hand and drove me away 
from the plantation.

 I was free.
I don’t know why he spared my life. I think 

on it now and still I have no answer. Perchance 
he, being the miserable creature that he was, 
knew intimately the pain and misery that life 
can bring, and hoped that I would yet taste 
more of  it. Possibly, he wanted to deprive me of  
seeing my mother for as long as he could.

Bruno leaned his head back against 
the tree, somewhat breathless. He pro- 
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ceeded to pound, repeatedly, a clenched 
fist into the earth next to him, a snarl on 
his lips. I’ll find this man, he assured him-
self. He closed his eyes for a moment, 
cursing and praying, thanking God and 
damning Him simultaneously, for the 
boy’s release from that devil and for his 
suffering. 

Gone from the fields, I found work in a 
merchant’s shop in Cap Francais. The city 
was bigger than anything I’d ever seen on the 
plantation, filled by slaves, whites, and freed-
men working side by side. There was little need 
for outside hands, so I was lucky to find a shop 
that wanted some extra help, though temporar-
ily. The owners of  the store, Arnaud Dupont 
and his wife Camille, could not afford to buy 
more slaves or to pay me, but they gave me a 
place to stay in exchange for my labor. Their 
business provided services for the planters of  
the plains; sugar and coffee were exported and 
“luxury goods,” mostly black slaves, were im-
ported. The wife Camille, the matriarch of  the 
Dupont house, looked more of  a reddish shade 
of  brown, like me. She did most of  the buying 
and the selling . . . 

Every day my thoughts drifted toward Bibi. 
I imagined I saw her face in complete strangers, 
passing in the street or entering the shop.

While I worked in the Dupont’s store, I 
managed to make a friend—one of  Camille’s 
house slaves, a young black boy who the Du-
ponts called Achille. I must admit that what 
became a friendship began as enmity. Achille 
initially refused to speak or work with me. I 
imagine my “freedom” and my lighter skin, 
which so closely resembled Camille’s own, ir-
ritated him. Yet we bonded over one thing: he 
too had a scar, which curled, serpent-like, in 
the shape of  the letters AD across his chest. 
My own scar proved I too knew that life, that 
I had once suffered as he suffered. After that 

discovery we became allies. He claimed he was 
from Nago, which must be somewhere across 
the ocean. We played together on our few, pre-
cious days off, swimming in the sea and stealing 
loaves of  bread from the market . . . 

Charred pages. Bruno’s mounting an-
ger subsided a little as he imagined the 
boys swimming in the clear, blue ocean 
and the shared gaiety of  their mischief. 
His mind strayed momentarily to the 
friends and family he’d left behind at 
home. 

In the middle of  the storm season, we heard 
from Arnaud that the slaves had launched an 
insurrection somewhere in the North. Camille 
shrieked that they were taking prisoners and 
killing whites; that they were looking for re-
cruits; that plantations were in flames; that the 
revolution had begun . . .

I prayed for Bibi’s safety. The shop buzzed 
with news of  all kinds, but I never predicted 
it would reach us in Cap Francais. Surely, I 
figured, the army would prove victorious long 
before then.  

Several paragraphs completely 
scratched out. Unreadable.

With torches, guns, and sabers, they marched 
from plantation to plantation. Scores of  crops, 
estates, and their owners had been destroyed. 
Or so we heard from Arnaud.  Local whites 
clamored for an increased military presence, for 
protection . . . 

Bruno ground his teeth in frustration 
at the incomplete picture the diary of-
fered. How it teases! He almost tore out 
some of  the pages himself, but decided 
instead to continue, longing to know 
more. 

The whole city moved like it was underwa-
ter. One afternoon so stiflingly hot and humid 
it must’ve scrambled my brains, I accidentally 
left a loaf  of  stolen bread from the market out   
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on the Duponts’ kitchen table. Achille and I 
returned to it hours later, finding the bitten ends 
swarming with hungry flies. Picking it up, furi-
ous that I’d let our efforts go to waste, I slammed 
the fly-infested loaf  back onto the table again 
and again like Bugid Y Aiba possessed me. 
Achille told me later he saw smoke flare from 
my nostrils. I surveyed the damage, almost out 
of  breath in the damp heat. Achille guffawed. 
Nearly hysterical with laughter, he managed to 
proclaim, “Ooh, we have quite the warrior here! 
A real hero! I’ve never seen so many dead flies!” 
He rolled his eyes while my grimace turned into 
a smile beside him. Later that evening, after the 
Duponts had retired, Achille drew up a sign in 
the shop window that read: ONE STRIKE, 
300 DEAD! THE GLORIOUS WAR-
RIOR RAYMOND VANQUISHES 
HIS ENEMIES! He loved his own jokes so 
much that it was worth a lash from the Dupont 
matriarch in the morning.

A torched paragraph. Bruno flipped 
the page.  

. . . five men in the store, armed, as silent as 
the darkness itself.  Achille and I watched from 
the shadows of  the bedroom doorway as they, 
quite calmly, slit the Duponts’ throats. The 
whites of  their eyes glittered in the moonlight 
like so many stars as we stood there, petrified, 
unable to move. I heard “traitor” whispered 
into Camille’s ear as a blade opened her Adam’s 
apple onto the floor. Her blood shone bright red 
even in the night. It reminded me of  the setting 
sun at La’Badie. When they’d finished with the 
Duponts, they turned to Achille, demanding to 
know the whereabouts of  a certain warrior . . . 

When I asked where we were heading, their 
captain, a hulking man with long thick locks 
of  hair barked, “To the West. To camp.” 

Their language was a strange dissonance of  
foreign tongues mixed with French. Each sol-
dier carried a special talisman, a small leather 

bag containing a mixture of  herbs, stones, and 
small animal bones, which they said would 
bring luck to a man in battle, or despair. They 
gave me one too. I asked about the plantations 
on the northern plains. They had never heard 
of  the Laurent plantation or Rémy, but they 
assured us an attack would come. “Very soon,” 
one confided to me. 

A chill ran down Bruno’s soaked 
spine. He shifted uncomfortably in the 
dirt. 

When we arrived at camp, the locked cap-
tain introduced me to another man, a general 
who some called Dessalines. After his men re-
layed my mythology, the general began request-
ing my presence during meals. Perhaps he be-
lieved my “powers” as a soldier would rub off  
on him. Maybe he regarded me as a particularly 
amusing joke, I do not know. Once he said to 
me, with what I thought was a wink, “When 
I am Emperor, you will be one of  my personal 
guards. 300 dead with one strike! An absolute 
miracle!” Then his face turned deadly serious. 
The general told me the French had returned to 
the island to put us back into slavery. We were 
to fight them, to defeat them or perish in the 
struggle. I agreed instantly, for I knew I would 
rather die than return to that life.

In the army I found a release, a vent for my 
hatred of  Rémy. Held inside of  me for so long 
it now boiled over, erupting into murder, some-
times in cold blood. Finally, I had the power 
of  choice: who would die, who would live. Isn’t 
that the true meaning of  liberty? No longer a 
defenseless cur, I became a master of  fate. My 
saber slew slave-owners, Frenchmen, collabora-
tors, blacks, whites—anything and everything 
that opposed me—like lightning. Each and ev-
ery victim I imagined as Rémy under my blade.

A page reduced almost to ashes. 
We take no prisoners. We burn homes; we 

burn entire villages to the ground! A song grows  
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popular among our ranks. We sing, “Dessa-
lines is coming to the North, come see what he 
is bringing!” We’re bringing hell to the planta-
tions, to the owners, to the rapists . . . 

Bruno scowled. Not being a very ex-
perienced soldier, the brutality of  the 
tale shocked him. The boy’s gone mad, he 
grumbled to himself, but he kept read-
ing. 

They put his head, his face still contorted in 
an angry grimace, on a pike. He was killed in 
a raid on the Laurent plantation some months 
ago.  I feel no joy, no relief. I cannot sleep for 
dreaming of  it, for I know now I can never have 
my vengeance. At least not in this life . . .

Next to the words, Bruno found a 
small sketch of  the murderous scene 
drawn in surprising detail, which caused 
the hair on Bruno’s neck to stand on 
end. 

No word of  Bibi. There is still hope. I will 
continue searching. Every night, I envision new 
beginnings with her . . . perhaps on some land 
of  our own?

I’ll move faster alone. My fellow revolution-
aries prepare for a march to the North. A vic-
tory march, I hope. Some will think me a trai-
tor, I expect. No matter. I must find her. I trust 
that Achille will understand, that Dessalines’s 
forces will continue fighting until the whites, the 
slave owners, have left the island. This is our 
land! Our roots run numerous and deep!

The diary ended—or else the rest of  
the pages were missing.

Pico began barking. Bruno started. 
What sounded like the distant beating 
of  drums made Bruno spring to his feet, 
shaking visibly from hunger and fear.

Pico ran off  between the trees, whim-
pering. The drums already echoed loud-
er from the jungle. Bruno barely had 
time to register the mangled body lying 

not 20 meters away before he saw them. 
He froze. From between two massive 
trees, a giant of  a man, decorated like a 
captain, glared directly at him. His head 
covered by thick locks, he wore a dark 
blue jacket faded by the sun. The man 
stood at the front of  what seemed like 
a small army. 

A tiny pool of  sticky, dried blood sur-
rounded the lifeless body. The captain 
kicked it sharply with his boot before 
his quick, intelligent eyes scurried over 
Bruno’s uniform and the diary that still 
remained, clutched tightly, in Bruno’s 
hand. 

All were black. Bruno tried to remain 
calm, but he was certain the man could 
see his heart beating through his chest. 
Bruno started to back away, slowly. He 
wiped the stinging sweat from his eyes.

The crowd behind the captain grew 
restless, inching ever closer. Their drums 
beat louder and faster every second, al-
most as rapidly as Bruno’s heart. Bruno 
quickened his pace backward, praying he 
would not fall.

The captain raised his saber straight 
into the air. Its blade glowed with a red 
upon it not given by the sun.

In the name of  Liberté! Égalité! Fraterni-
té!  

The first word of  their tripartite mot-
to was all that Bruno heard. It rang like a 
chorus of  hellish church bells inside of  
his skull as he turned and ran for his life.

Liberté! Liberté! Liberté!
God help me, he thought. They charged. 
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“Procedure at the CHOP Exton Surgical Center” by Mark Schreiner. Pen and ink
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