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Foreword

This is the overly-stressed attempt of medical students to produce whatever small pieces of
creativity and sanity they can in the hectic madness that is medical school — somehow without
sacrificing much-needed anatomy studying time. Also included are several submissions from those
who know us well and have hearts good enough to tolerate us. This publication is in no way a
reflection of our personal tastes or a substitute for such literary classics as the Natzonal Enquirer and
Star magazine. Thanks to everyone who contributed, either of personal volition or by forceful
persuasion; and for those of you who didn’t... we know who you are, but we’ll give you one more

year.

Jamie Cichon and Michael Tanner, editors
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OUR. FASCINATING JOURNEY

DEANNE LEONARD
HOW PRECIOUS LIFE IS, DISCOVERIES, SUR GERIES,
SO MUCH WE ADORE [T, ALL IN-BETWEEN,
DEVOTING OUR LIVES TO PROLONG WE ADD TO EXPERIENCE,
AND EXPLORE IT. WITH ALL WE HAVE SEEN.
AMAZING A JOURNELY, SO FORWARD WE GO,

SO MUCH TO SEE, EXITED WITH PASSION,
DISCOVERIES BUILDING, WITH KNOWLEDGE WE HEAL,
EACH DAY MEDICALLY. WITH KINDNESS, COMPASSION.
OUR TIME WE DEVOTE, EACH STEP GROWING CLOSER,

TO BULK SUBJECT MATTER, EMBRACING OUR FIELD,
SO WE LEARN TO TREAT, LEARNING TO KNOW MORE,
AND MAKE OTHERS BETTER. LEARNING TO HEAL.

EEEERBRES | IR
Think in French by Alex Cardenas
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CONFESSIONS OF A SERIAL
CODEPENDENT

If you loved me, you would do this for me,
If you loved me, you would give me

Your heart, your mind, your body, your soul
Give it all up for me to control.

I'love you, I said, with all that I have

And all that I am, and all that I can

Give you the world, the moon and the stars
Big diamond rings, hot, flashy cars.

Prove it, you say, this love that you have
Do it up big, not boring or drab—
Make it real sexy, funky, freaky

Dirty, nasty, baby please me.

If I'loved you just a little bit more,
Would you treat me like a queen,
or just like a whore?
If I loved you enough to be by your side,
Would you then want to make me your bride?

Tell me, please, how much will it take

To prove to you that my love will not break
Your heart, your mind, I promise to you
That my undying love will always be true.

If you loved me, you would do this for me
I give you my heart, as well as the key
To honor and chetrish, to have and to hold
For it is worth more riches than gold.

The thought of leaving you just tears me apart
Yet all you seem to do is just break my heart

I can’t live this way, baby, please set me free
If you loved me, you would do this for me.

Sundae Yomes

WHEN

How much pain must I endure?

When I’'m sick in a hospital bed

Tubes running from my veins to the floor
Doctors working frantically

How much pain must I endure?

When I’'m paralyzed from the neck down
Because I rolled my LLand Rover

Now I'll never walk again

When will this be over?

When my bones are sore and weak
From the long laborious day

I'm too frail to be on my own
When may I go on my way?

When I lie here in a comatose state

And it has been three years since I opened my
eyes

Thank you all for visiting, but

How hard should I try?

When my loved one’s left me
Every day is lonesome

How I wish to see her again
When will my time come?

When I am ill with a terminal disease

And they say the pain will be unbearable

Why should I put myself through this, after all
How could death be so terrible?

So now I know my time has come
I’m proud of where I’'ve been
Thanks for your support

I will see you all again.

Anonymous



ABORTED

Jasey and I found

A baby bird

Without a feather
Yet.

Blown from its nest
By some cruel wind
Its naked little body
Still warm from its life
Snapped out.

Jasey and I found

A baby bird.

It didn’t have a chance
To fly

Or sing

Or know God’s lovely
World

Of hope

Ot sun

Or innocence

I picked it up
Gently,

So gently
And I wept.

Little one,

Never to be born
Into this lovely world,
Your life crushed out
By selfish will

And stony-hearted hands.
You didn’t have a chance

To know

Of stars,

Or joy,

Or touch of love.

You leave behind
Emptiness,

An aching

For one beloved
We'll never know.

A baby bird fell
From its nest.

Jasey and 1
Wrapped it in a soft cloth
And buried it.

Lois L. Tanner

*SUN PROTECTION FACTOR
Sun Children,

With your ritual adornments,

shades and tanning oils,

your processionals and power box
hymnals, chants to solar radiation,
canticles to bronze beauty. What moves
you to such pious devotions?

Is it your scorched and polished body
that you hope will kindle in some
susceptible, sun-soaked innocent,

the passion of Marlowe’s shepherd?
“Come live with me and be my love'...
Is that the drift of your dogma?
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Young friends,

yours is a hot-hearted god, obeisance

burns and blinds. A heathen worship
season will erase your holy vows. Soon,
wearied of parched epidermis, you will seek
a kinder, more indulgent deity!

Take heed, my Elysian lambs,
choose with care!
Babylon abounds in feckless gods.

I know.
I have danced with a few of them!

Lois L. Tanner

*crossing campus on a hot spring day.
1 “The Passionate Shepherd to His Love,” Christopher
Marlowe



