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Angela Green

| was a 4.3 in high school Lost and Alone
Drawing 1 Number 5 in my class | decided that freedom was the key
- Maintained a 3.8 for 2 years in college So | smashed the definition of the numbers
Sl TR R but this love affair did not last in front of me
: We were torn apart by the second round of  Now | laugh when | used to cry
(ST U Hale 2 Organic Chemistry And smile at every number
Jasmeet Kataria ,  Our relationship Through meditation | found definition
Too shattered to be mended Redefined my self-worth
S And now KNOW that | am so much more than
SR 2 | pretended | could win you back a number on a paper
Yaowaree Leavell Licking my wounds, | pressed forward From these chains I'm unbound
Working harder Irrevocable freedom
e 3 Lopger hours . . Eternal Joy _
Poisoned relationships | embrace this and so much more
Trung Tran Broken friendships— I am MORE than just a score and a number—
| lost focus of life I’ve found freedom
Prevention is a Luxury 4 And | lost faith in my ability to birth Will you join me?
Naomi Salz 5 this dream that lived within me
| bled for biochemistry and with Physics
| went to war : : .
Photograph 4 Drawing by Saritha Tirumalasetty, Class of 2015
Trung Tran My greatest enemy was myself
| did not rest
Drawing 5 | | had no peace
| built my life around a dream
Veronica Andrade That revolved around a test
Jaramillo, M.D. | must confess that my aptitude was mauled
by my attitude
Eye've scene the 6 20 years of self-love torn apart in 2
Dreamtime, The In-
Between time . . . Into Bridge | was accepted

Still infected by the mentality of my past

| harbored an insatiable thirst for perfection
Desperation permeated my self-reflection
Sl ®  Despite the smile upon my face

| struggled secretly with self-acceptance
Numbers haunted me

Yaowaree Leavell

Joshua Greenstein

Editors Scores defined me, and | defiled myself
Saritha Tirumalasetty By refusing to put myself first
Joseph Duren Because | was trapped in a system that used

Margaret Hilder
Tana Welch, M.F.A.
Janine Edwards, Ph.D.
Benjamin Kaplan, M.D.
José Rodriguez, M.D.

numbers to define my academic worth
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Yaowaree Leavell, Class of 2015




Photograph by Trung Tran, Class of 2014
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Prevention is a Luxury

Naomi Salz, Class of 2013

It's been almost a year since | met Carmela. | invite her into my thoughts from time to time, but
she also graces into my awareness unexpectedly; she is always welcome. It may seem odd but often
in the middle of a rigorous smoking cessation discussion she visits me. | admit it is strange, but hear
me out on how cigarettes are indeed related to my past patient Carmela.

On the fourth day of our trip to Los Cedros, Nicaragua it was decided that home visits were in
order. Many patients who wanted medical care simply could not make it to the church in the center of
the village where our clinic was set up. We divided into groups and scurried off on our separate ways.
A shack at the end of a muddied path, deep in a wooded area on top of a hill, was found to be the
home of Carmela. Outside the decrepit hut was an equally decrepit woman appearing to be in her late
eighties sitting with a well-known figure of the community, Sister Maria. After brief introductions we be-
gan to listen to Sister Maria describe the tale of Carmela’s recent medical struggles and ventures into
Managua to be seen by a doctor. | gazed off for a moment and pondered how frail Carmela was able to
fare the thick roots that covered the dilapidated dirt road we traveled on. As Maria sought our medical
advice for her dear friend, Carmela sat hunched over in a plastic patio chair holding a half empty small
bottle of water. “That is all she has had to drink in days,” Maria said when she saw me looking at the
bottle. The details of Carmela’s trek into the city led us to understand that she had a long standing pul-
monary condition and was likely deteriorating from it. Her breathing had become increasingly difficult
which was the reason for seeking medical care. After multiple medications and a nebulizer treatment in
the hospital, she was sent back home with instructions to do these treatments when she experienced
strained breathing. We exchanged knowing looks with each other because it was clear this withering
little lady needed much more than a watered down breathing treatment. In fact, our thoughts were fur-
ther validated when Maria went on to explain Carmela had awoke the night before due to a frenzy of
coughing and uncontrollable wheezing for which Maria had to run to a home yards away to borrow
electricity to merely use the nebulizer. To be frank, I still don’'t know how she was even able to get the
machine. What could we medical students do for this declining patient if she barely had electricity? |
began to examine her to get a better idea of what we were dealing with. Each tiny muscle in her neck
and chest were working hard to help her breathe. | delicately lifted her shirt to listen to her lungs and
check for consolidation. | can assure you | saw every last one of her thin ribs bracing together her tor-
so. Her heart was beating so hard and fast | can still picture her heart muscle lunging out of her chest.
Her lung sounds were dismal at best with crackles, pops, and wheezes and large areas of no air ex-
change at all. When | held Carmela’s hand in support,
her bulging clubbed finger tips and icy blue nails caught Photograph by Trung Tran
my gaze. Again, the other students and | humbly ex- Class of 2014
changed glances, but this time they were of bewilder-
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Drawing by Veronica Andrade Jaramillo, M.D.




Photograph by Joshua Greenstein
Class of 2015

Submit to HEAL via email at:
heal@med.fsu.edu

Thank you and we look forward to

your excellent submissions.
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