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“Medicine is my lawful wife and 
literature my mistress; when I get 
tired of one, I spend the night with the 
other.” - Anton Chekhov



Ether Arts is the literary and visual arts magazine of The Ohio State University’s College of Medicine. We are 
committed to the publication of artistic works by Ohio State medical students and alumni, as well as students 
and staff outside of the College of Medicine. We seek to demonstrate the artistic discussion within the com-
munity, allowing the exploration of what it means to be a medical professional and what it means to be a 
patient, blurring preconceived notions of what it means to be either.
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T H E  E D I T O R S
Dear Reader:

Thank you for your interest in this year’s edition of Ether Arts, the literary and visual arts magazine of The 
Ohio State University College of Medicine. This edition proudly features fifty works created by students, 
residents, faculty, staff, and alumni from our health sciences community. These works include a wide 
variety of photography, paintings, pottery, poetry, and prose.

We would like to express our gratitude to Dr. Anna Soter for her insightful and detailed editorial guidance; 
to Dr. Linda Stone, namesake of the Linda C. Stone Humanism in Medicine Program, for her passion for 
the humanities and her efforts to bring many of our health sciences community members together to 
contribute to this magazine; to Radhi Pandit for her excellent work in designing this magazine; to Dr. Carol 
Bradford for writing a wonderful foreword; and to Medicine and the Arts and the Medical Alumni Society 
for their generosity and continuing support of this endeavor.

We are also thankful to the editorial board members for their enthusiasm for putting together this 
magazine, and to all contributing artists and writers for taking the time to showcase their talents for our 
health sciences community to enjoy.

Please enjoy the diversity of ideas explored in this year’s edition. Some artists have chosen themes that 
are more important than ever, such as the continued impact of coronavirus in “By Mirror Lake” and “Seas 
of Blue,” the journey with identity in “It says “chai,” which means life,” “Phone Calls with my Immigrant 
Grandfather,” and “Imposter.” Some artists take us on journeys to distant lands, such as “Grand Canyon After 
Rain” and “Porto, Portugal.” Others explore the raw emotions we experience within, in drawings such as “A 
Moment in the Chaos” and “Wrapped Up.” We sincerely hope that this issue will inspire you to reflect on the 
beauty of the arts in medicine and perhaps pursue creative endeavors of your own.

Best,

Arti Vaishnav, Grace Hobayan, Ladan Navari, Julian Lee
Co-Editors-in-Chief

KRUGER NATIONAL PARK
Jessica Rutsky Privette, MD

OSUCOM Class of 2017
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F O R E W O R D  F R O M
T H E  D E A N

Welcome to the 2022 – 2023 College of Medicine Ether Arts magazine.

I am honored to provide a foreword for this year’s publication of Ether Arts. The poems, prose and 
artwork in this edition are deeply poignant and, at times, deeply personal. They are also as varied as the 
experiences of the individual artists.

Through this year’s collection, I was moved by the varying expressions of vulnerability. Each piece 
represents the different perspectives of experiencing life on life’s terms — amidst its beauty, loss, 
curiosity and confusion. It takes great strength and courage to share one’s soul with others through 
creative expression so they can see anew. These efforts bring about new understanding and insight 
into ourselves, and one another.
 
With each piece, the artist shares a glimpse into both their outer and inner world, allowing us to bear 
witness and often, delight in this very sacred space. They remind us of the humanity of living and 
sharing an examined life as a healthcare professional, a learner, a patient and a human being. These 
reflective pieces explore mental health and wellness, the art of medicine, and what it means to live and 
express personal identity within the health sciences profession.

Creating this magazine is a labor of love. I want to acknowledge all the time, thought and care that 
went into the reading, consideration and editing of each submission. The reviewers and editors go to 
great lengths to offer constructive feedback to each artist, regardless of whether the work is included in 
the final publication.  

This year’s issue includes impressive works by Ohio State health sciences students, College of Medicine 
faculty and alumni, and members of the Ohio State community. It showcases our community’s 
creativity, diversity of expression and resilience, along with our commitment to holistic medical 
education. These pieces connect us to the lives and experiences of others. Through these varied 
perspectives, we gain insights into suffering and healing.

It is my hope that these works stir you to a deeper expression of your own truth, your own passion and 
your own experience of navigating the evolving world of medicine in an ever-changing world.

Congratulations to our talented students who crafted this outstanding edition of Ether Arts. I hope you 
will enjoy this diverse collection of voices and our celebration of the importance of art in medicine at 
The Ohio State University College of Medicine. 

Sincerely,

Carol R. Bradford, MD, MS, FACS
Dean, College of Medicine
Vice President for Health Sciences, Wexner Medical Center
Leslie H. and Abigail S. Wexner Dean’s Chair in Medicine
Professor of Otolaryngology – Head & Neck Surgery
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When someone notices my 
necklace
or my ring
with their delicate Hebrew inscriptions
it feels like I
am being noticed
for being me
in the warmest, most personal and 
joyous way.
You cannot see my Jewishness.
You cannot know.
So I wear it on my chest
just above the collarbone 
sometimes in the small soft pocket 
of skin that folds in
toward my heart
and every day
on my right ring finger
three bands spin prayers 
I trust you to ask gently
kindly, full of wonder
what it means
because in asking that
you are asking
what I mean.

It says “chai”, which 
means life
Jessica Rutsky Privette, MD
OSUCOM Class of 2017
Award for Best Poetry



INTERSECTIONS
Phillip Anjum
OSUCOM Class of 2022
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imposter syndrome

there is this voice 
inside my head
reminding me
of how
  I slipped through the cracks 
to get 
to where I am today
of how
  even my accomplishments 
are just another instance
of me 
  slipping through the cracks
of how
  the gig 
  will be up soon

Hafza Inshaar
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OSUCOM Class of 2023

A pearl
so glistening and bright

was not so long ago

an invader
an unwelcome parasite,

disrupting the life of the sea.

In natural defense,
it envelops itself in layers

and layers of wonderous white lustre.

And so too you and I,
healing and beauty will surely shine through

from each of our brokenness.

A pearl’s reflection
Sierra Rose Schwierking

OSU Class of 2022



WRAPPED UP
Justine Schneider
OSUCOM Class of 2023
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Award for Best Visual Art



GRAND CANYON AFTER RAIN
OSUCOM Class of 2023
Yongkang Zhang

Hafza Inshaar
OSUCOM Class of 2023
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It is
a moment 
in passing,
a sentence
in a conversation,
a line 
in a song,
a scene
in a movie,
and suddenly
I sink
into the depths
of grief,
even seven years later.

even seven years later
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OSUCOM Class of 2025
Ellyssa Sherman
A Crossroad

Time to decide
Decisions too painful.
Are you suffering as they stabilize you?
Your heart too big,
Filled with love from the world and it failed you.

Not enough time.
Not enough money to save a life.
My only resources, knowledge and unconditional love.
Is there time to save your life? 
Poor prognosis

Will I have to let you go?
Condition unknown

Love and grief,
Grief and resilience
To love is universal
Compartmentalize. Loss.
Compassion.

My dear…
Rest easy and come home
You have done enough.



Each day, we hear bits and pieces from the stories told by those around us.  We grow up with 
stories about our families and friends and those are the stories that shape our thoughts about life 
and living.  At a very early age, we begin to understand and tell our own stories.  In the practice of 
medicine, we are privileged to hear the stories of our patients and their families.  It is within the 
‘pages’ of their stories that we receive glimpses into their lives.  Their diagnoses might be diabetes 
or hypertension but their stories paint pictures that are filled with who they are and how they see 
themselves and the world around them.  Every day, the stories of our patients and our own personal 
stories intertwine.  

So, it is not unusual that many in healthcare express their stories through writing, music, and 
all forms of the arts.  Telling our own stories helps us to understand the stories of others.  As 
well, understanding our own  stories, helps us know so much more about how to form the healing 
relationships so vital to the practice of medicine.  Ether Arts magazine gives many of us the 
opportunity to share who we are by sharing what we have created.  Within its pages, we find essays 
and poetry, photographs and paintings, difficult journeys and the hope that is what drives our lives in 
medicine.

Often, in conversations with medical students, I have witnessed the struggles they have in medical 
school, the challenges of personal relationships and the strong commitment to serving others.  It is not 
easy to be a medical student, a resident, a fellow, or a practicing physician.  The stresses of medicine 
today, especially during a pandemic, are many.  But one thing remains the same, namely, the idea that 
taking care of oneself, even amidst chaos, is still essential. 

Since the beginning of the pandemic, we all have tried to take time to do things to support our 
well-being, but that has not been easy.  It is difficult to get the sleep we need, eat the healthy food our 
bodies will thrive on, and even the necessary exercise to keep ourselves fit and able to endure long 
hours in practice.  Some days are better than others but all days are a challenge.  Yet, all that we do 
in medicine is based on the hope of a healthier life for our patients.  Maybe it is that idea of hope that 
keeps us going and maybe it is that hope that also re-kindles our return to the arts.  Singing in the 
shower counts, doodling during a lecture also counts, writing in any form counts, dancing in the call 
room counts, creative cooking counts, and any engagement in the arts is exactly what to do on any 
day, at any time to keep our inner fires going.  The arts help us to tell our own stories and often you 
will find that it is the arts that also help our patients tell their stories.

You probably have never heard about the art of cigar rolling.  I had not.  But it was the key to the 
story of an elderly patient and her early years in the United States after emigrating from Italy.  It was 
a job that helped support her and her family but in that job she found a way to express herself and her 
new life.  She was good at her job and her production of cigars exceeded all others.  She took pride 

Everyone Has a Story
Linda C. Stone, MD
OSUCOM Faculty

12



13

in her work and from that beginning she built her life filled with her own family and her own stories.  
She had amazing stories to tell and all the details of those stories were written in a way that captured 
her determination, her spirit and her life.  What seem like little stories take on significance when we 
listen to someone’s life stories.  Not one story is as it first appears.  And, all stories take time to tell.

Wiley W. Souba, MD, ScD. MBA, former Dean of our College of Medicine, often encouraged 
medical students to construct their life story.  He felt that it was important to do so for many reasons 
but specifically as an authentic way to begin life as a physician (The Inward Journey of Leadership).  
Ether Arts encourages us to not only create, but also allows us to enter the world of others, just as 
hearing a patient’s stories helps us enter their world.  And, understanding our own stories is essential 
to understanding the stories of others.

A patient I had cared for over the years was admitted to the hospital with chest pain.  She had never 
been in the hospital before, so for her, it was a time of being scared and a time of reflection for her.  
As I saw her during early morning rounds, she took my hand.  Her face held an urgency as she began 
to tell me a new part of her life story.  Traumatized by rape as a young girl, she had held that secret 
for many years.  It was a part of her life that she now needed to share.  She wanted me to understand 
something that had been too painful to tell but that day she was compelled to put that final piece of 
her story in its place.  Patients tell us their stories but they tell us over time.  That time is decided by 
what they need to say, what they wish us to know and by all that is happening to them.  To be patient 
with our patient’s stories as they unfold helps them to tell their stories in the safe spaces we try to 
create through the patient-physician relationship.

And, so it is with our own stories.  We tell our stories to others as we build the trust needed for 
those kinds of conversations.  But telling our stories to ourselves is not only a time for truth and 
reflection -- it is also a time of patience and compassion.  The easiest route to telling your stories is 
to begin at the beginning.  Creating your chronological story is a framework that not only brings out 
the facts but also helps to bring back the memories (stories within stories) that form your life story.  
Many of us tuck a folder into our computer that holds our notes as our memories flow back and we 
jot down an experience or a talk about a friendship.  Maybe you are already writing but just not about 
yourself.  Whether in fiction or in non-fiction, our writing tells each story as it captures our thoughts 
and feelings at a moment in time.  To write, to paint, to sing,  to immerse yourself in the arts is often 
the portal into any one of your stories.  Everything we create helps us to better understand ourselves 
and by finding our own narrative voice, we have also opened the portal to understanding the stories of 
our patients.  A sentence, a paragraph, a page at a time and your stories will be there to welcome you 
back when ‘time and change’ allow.  Maybe when you finish reading this edition of Ether Arts, you 
might just want to pick up a pen (or computer) and begin to write what is in your heart.



Seas of Blue
Anjali Fernandes
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THE LOST COAST
Thomas Mason

We’ve been lost at sea
buffeted by endless waves,
endless onslaughts of Greek letters
pulling us into the deep dark blue – 
blue scrubs, code blues,
blue masks, souls blue,
dragging us down, down, and apart

Wave after wave
breaks apart the planks that we’ve laid
the progress we’ve made
and as cracks in the raft
send it sinking back down, 
we find ourselves pushed
back into the deep blue seas.

Then, a moment of light,
a brief beautiful respite,
when the waves were calm,
when the air was clear,
and it seemed as though land was near.
We at last looked to the sun,
believed it would soon be done

but it was only the eye of the storm,
the brief pause at half time,
the breath before the plunge
into the icy seas of loss – 
lost years, lost lives,
and we’re still drowning, down, 
down, in the deepest blues.

OSUCOM Class of 2022

OSUCOM Class of 2024
Honorable Mention, Poetry



Some days, I wish to cure all that ails us –
To take away the suffering and the pain
To ease the burden
To create safe passage
To shoulder the weight of the world.

Other days, I just want to hide –
To be tucked away
To fill a different role.
To be relieved of this duty, this calling,
This path that I’ve chosen for myself.

But still I return –
To seek that cure
To relieve that suffering
To lift that burden
To support safe passage
To carry that weight.

The Path (Some Days)
Brittany Waterman, MD

15

Faculty



By Mirror Lake 
Anjali Fernandes

I sit here staring at an empty amphitheater,
that once housed rapturous audiences, 
a stage on which artists wove color 
and beauty and joy from the mundane. 
It stands, a concrete platform
held together by a web of faded tar
covering cracks that were forged by 
the stomping of feet
the beating of hearts
the vibrations of music and laughter.

A summer, a fall, and a winter have passed
since the stage last lived in color,
its stone eroded to dust
as scarlet turned to rust
untouched, but for the wind that brushed it
and the snow that smothered it
It spent months watching people pass
their faces masking exhaustion
loss and loneliness
fear and hopelessness.

A second spring has come
and the stage still sits bare,
yet the sun continues to shine
and the birds to softly sing 
and the water flows on gently
as the flowers burst into color.
The stage senses a shimmering glimmer
of the life it once had
of music and dancing and glamor,
as I sit in the audience as one
of a multitude of mystical strangers
awaiting the next show on the stage

16

Riot, Columbus

People say it’s eerie 
to see riots here
where we live

I think our pale white skin
might be put to better use
between black and blue

injustice pulls my heart 
like an anchor down 
through my chest, bursting 
my ribcage, hurtling 
past my stomach, 
spleen, intestines,
‘til it sinks, 
quietly,
to my 
feet.

OSUCOM Class of 2024

Jessica Rutsky Privette, MD
OSUCOM Class of 2017



A MOMENT IN THE 
CHAOS

OSUCOM Class of 2023
Justine Schneider

17

Honorable Mention, Visual Art
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The Learning Cycle

Transient mimicry
‘til we exchange our molds for

life’s variegations

Paul Nagib
OSUCOM Class of 2024



EMPYREAL
Daniel Abul-Khoudoud
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How do I know
when I have given enough
with these endless demands

energy, knowledge, and time
compassion
draining,
with little in return.

Our generosity, our selflessness
we wish had no end
arise from a finite pool
a well that can run dry.

But you fill the cups of others
by overflowing yours.
give yourself
a chance to fill it up
whatever way you choose.

It is the only way
we can keep giving
to those who
need us.

Fill Your Cup
Cassandra Pasadyn

OSUCOM Class of 2024

OSUCOM Class of 2025



SAILING AWAY
Justine Schneider

OSUCOM Class of 2023

20

Honorable Mention, Visual Art



Translation
Anjali Fernandes
OSUCOM Class of 2024

“Nana, can you tell me a story?” 

She looked at me, eyes half-comprehending my question.  It had been a while since we’d had a full conversation.  I 
remembered a time when I was faced with an incessant stream of stories and songs.  Almost too many to handle.  At 
the time, I rebuffed them, and I suppose, by extension, her.  
Back then, I felt trapped by her love.  “Do you want another chapati?  Here have more.” “Have an apple!” “I have 
4 shirts that I bought for you.  Take them home and you can wear them to school.”  I would mumble a quick “thank 
you” or an excuse and then run to play with my cousins.  If I visited after school, she would have me read books with 
her or go on walks instead of sitting in front of the TV like all my friends used to do.  Occasionally, she would come 
to my school for our concerts and I would have to face the embarrassment of her lipstick on my cheek and her hugs 
in front of the whole class.

“Nana, do you remember any stories?”

I see the burdens of the past few years in her shoulders that sag with the weight of a heating pad that is there to ease 
her pain.  I knew all those “illness” stories.  The stories of falls, dementia, hospitalizations, ulcers, deafness, and 
more pain.  The story of how her sharp mind began to slowly wither.  I know the story of her greatest loss – the loss 
that she survived alone.  
A smile graces her face.  That’s what I was waiting for.  The remnant tales of the other chapters of her life.  The 
stories of the only girl in her family to get an education through luck – a watchful priest and a track scholarship.  The 
one who came to the US with two boys in tow, got another degree, three more sons, and raised them alongside a man 
who worked too many hours.  A woman who welcomed immigrant students and taught them English and French 
during the week then cooked enough food for a small army on the weekends.  

I ask one more time.
“Nana, do you remember any stories from India?”

Comprehension dawned and I saw the return of my Nana. Her eyes sharpened and her shoulders straightened.  She 
began to speak. 
The cadence of her voice shifted to a rhythm that I remembered from the sleepless nights of my infancy.  I was 
immersed in a warmth that resonated with a part of my consciousness that had remained dormant for years.  Images 
of dusty streets lined by brightly dyed cloths hanging above stalls of mangoes, coconuts, and guavas tumbled through 
my head.  I felt the presence of thousands of people rushing past each other with no regard for oncoming traffic.  
Fleeting aromas of spice and sweat lingered in the air.
My mind followed glimpses of the characters along the streets as she spoke.  In an alley off the main road, a group of 
barefoot boys were racing a smaller girl in a pale, stained dress.  A woman angrily bargained for a roll of fabric at a 
nearby stall.  A poorly-fed man led his well-fed cow through the maze of cars and motorcycles that took up most of 
the road.  My nana’s voice traced their fates as they navigated the crowded streets of their crowded lives.
I tried to listen more – to see what was missing from the outlines. I hoped that an instinct, a secret voice, an intuition 
would speak up and bring clarity to her voice. She kept going in the language of her youth. I kept trying to find 
meaning in what remained of her fragments. Her sweet smile and awakened eyes blurred as I failed to understand the 
language I didn’t speak.  The outlines stayed outlines, and her story remained lost in translation.
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The Final Advent

“Knock, knock.”
“Don’t come in.” The key grates and in comes the caravan.
“How are you today, Vernon?” the nurse chirped, far too 

loudly, far too high pitched. She bumbled around, bringing in 
the pitiful liquids intended to be my breakfast. For the third 
day, apple juice instead of the requested orange.  And now, it’s 
“Vernon” instead of “Dr. Cronin!”

“I’m going to have to move you a bit to get your vitals,” 
whispered a terrified medical student.

“Well obviously…I’ve practiced medicine for 40 years, you 
know -- I know, better than you, why they are indeed vital.”

“Everything seems perfectly all right!” the nurse chirruped, 
far too loudly, far too cheerily, with an alien-like smile.

“Yes this is all normal. I, a well-practiced physician, am 
lying at your mercy. I, who cared for the alpha and omega of 
human existence, am subjected to endless prattle and bother 
while you, standing on two legs, with a strong, pounding, 
metronomic heart, smile with condescension and sympathy. 
Yes, it is, in your words, all perfectly alright.”

“Ok Vernon, your chart says you haven’t needed any 
insulin since yesterday morning. I’m going to check with the 
physician to see if you should have more.”

“I know my dose. I need to receive the rest of that bottle, 
especially since I will apparently drink apple instead of orange 
juice. I have lived with diabetes, checked my own blood 
glucose, and administered my insulin, longer than you have 
lived, dear nurse. I don’t need to check to know what I need.”

She bustled out, far too loudly, dragging her rattling cart 
and failing to lock the door. Naturally, it is too much of an 
inconvenience to lock a door, to ask a patient their opinion, to 
mind a simple request. 

I lay on my cardboard bed, listening to the humming of 
the monitors around me.  Where once was a shirt and tie, is a 
smock, nearly falling off my wasted shoulder. Where once was 
a stethoscope, lie a breathing tube, electrodes, and my golden 
cross, which they kindly allowed me to keep (the stethoscope 
went missing at the advent of my finale.) Where once stood a 
chief of staff, a beloved physician, a multi-faceted intellectual, 
lies a one-legged, cancerous diabetic with a dying heart and a 
dignity invisible to the disturbances that assail me with their 
knocks and chirps – far too loudly, and far too often, I might 
add! 

Do these people not know the fine art that they practice? 
The exquisite beings that are in their care? Few grasp the 
interactions of bone, sinew, and blood that become a sentient 
spirit, full to bursting with thought, emotion, and life. How can 
they be so consumed with the bustle that they forget the art?

I’m drawn back to my own practice. My genesis, when the 
body on which I operated for hours became a human person 
in my eyes. The exhausted night rounds of residency, where 
I beat my brain cells to mush to bring love and healing to my 
patients. The struggle in my later years to protect life and bring 
humanity back into medicine. 

I force myself to remember what I know from experience: 
the fear, the exhaustion, the frustration – ours, not only those 
of the patients. I know that even in my prime, I could not do 
it without them, without my caravan.  I remember the nurses 
who worked day in and day out alongside me to know my 
patients and to help cure them. The faces of medical students 
that I taught flood my mind as I think of the details they 
noticed that I almost missed.  I think of my residents and 
interns (some of whom are now my doctors) working overtime 
so I could be with my family.

Sometimes, they remember who I was. I see it in glimpses 
such as when my ex-colleagues explain my situation without 
the layman’s terms, without sugar-coating; when nurses ask 
for my opinion on my treatments, knowing that I am still lucid 
enough to make my decisions. But then, in burst the reminders 
of what I am now - another patient, another room, another 
disturbance.  The crotchety old man who is slowly dying 
before their eyes.

“Knock, knock.”
“Not again.”
“Hi Vernon! The doc said you can finish up this bottle of 

insulin. I’m going to push it through your IV. You won’t feel a 
thing.” 

“I know and again, though I am here, in this state, I am still 
Dr. Vernon O. Cronin, MD.”

I opened my mouth to speak, but, as has been the case since 
the advent of my finale, nothing came out, my voice was not 
heard. It was far too quiet, far too gone.
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Justine Schneider
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I do not recognize
her reflection in the mirror.
The way her
eyes crinkled,
smile curved,
was a replica of the girl
who had wandered my dreams.

  Cognitive dissonance.
  The girl is a separate entity.

I no longer recognize
the people around me.
They smile and extend 
courteous hands.
But, I am an outsider,
on the periphery,
of their exclusivities.

Somehow, I made it here, 
to the grand lecture halls,
the sterile patient rooms.
Donning white coats,
introducing myself,
a medical student (at last) –

Stethoscope resting around my neck,
medical terminology flooding my ears,
patients’ pulses at my fingertips –
My chest flutters, infused with 
purpose in my hands and
passion in my veins, 

  Admit to the imminent fear
  that I don’t really belong here.

I am an imposter,
among the elites
and their heirloom legacies.
a dweller from the lower ranks,
clutching onto an old American dream.

My lips repeat,
“Fake it until you make it”
“Fake it until you make it”
“Fake it until the day I believe,
I deserve to be.”
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imposter
Stephanie Wentzel
OSUCOM Class of 2023
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Anita Kumar Chang, DO
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Precious Life

I am enough I tell the skeptics
feeding off insecurities
others before their own.
The more we feast
the more we want
the more we crave
the more we seek
connection.

Few risk vulnerability
no dirtying our hands
opening our minds
baring our souls
trusting
shedding layers
sharing pain.
Healing doesn’t happen alone.

Jodie Makara
OSUCOM Class of 2023
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there is a weight
on my chest
I struggle
to let air in
to let air out
 
my heart races
the beat echoes
in my ears
 
  breathe
  it’s gonna be okay
  you’re overthinking things
 
thoughts
swirl in my head
 
  just breathe
  it’s gonna be alright
  the world’s not ending
 
but the weight remains
I struggle
to let air in
to let air out

exhale
Hafza Inshaar
OSUCOM Class of 2023

WATERFALLS IN CUYAHOGA
Phillip Anjum
OSUCOM Class of 2022
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How can I continue to admire you from afar,
Ignore the plague that widens the gulf between us?

I remember your sharp wit
your keen eyes overflowing with expression
your mind, a true aesthete’s,
in pursuit of the beauty the world has to offer
your soul, innocent, always
seeking to help, seeking to love,  never to hate
and how I dared to walk closer,
dared to see with eyes unclouded
as Proserpina once dared to pick the narcissus
that gleamed atop the emerald fields

Then, came the plague,
its tempting black tentacles wrapped around you like a 
vise
pulling you to the depths 
and I could do nothing
but sit, watch and pray.

Onward I must go,
with the memories of laughter and time well spent
nestled in some corner of my heart.
And whenever I hear the cry of the koel
as the sun sinks in the evening sky 
I, too, weep with it, and
long for the way things once were.
Dedicated to the victims of misinformation.

 “Don’t be misled by the smile on my face
You will find there are tears in my heart”
– Alma Cogan

Tears of a Songbird
Bhagee Ganesan
OSUCOM Class of 2025



You’re Still Here
Cassandra Pasadyn

I see you in the morning.
when my eyes first open,
the remnants of a dream
still lingering in my mind.

I feel you in the sunrise.
in the splashed rainbow colors
seeping through the window on my face,
remnants of your warm, bright soul.

I see you on my walk.
in the beauty of the trees,
in the wind that blows on their limbs,
with life you so vivaciously had.

I smell you in my coffee.
aroma filling the room
just as your spirit had done
whenever you’d walk in.

I see you in a baby’s smile.
you could make anyone do that,
reminds me of the lighter days
and the hopeful future we held.

I hear you in music.
in its chords and crescendos
in flashbacks to your graceful dances,
which now you only move as memory allows.

I see you in the darkest of night,
lit by the stars’ glows and twinkles,
bringing radiance to the passerby,
giving me faith you are still in the sky.

We’ve all suffered loss in this long tragic year.
yet if we take the time to look
feel, smell and listen around,
we’ll know you’re still here.
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Franklin Privette, MD

29



30

OSUCOM Class of 2023
Spencer Miller
Modern Medieval SOAP Note

Consult Note: 12/29/21
Department of Humors
James Smith, MSIII

John Doe

Subjective

CC
John Doe is a 74 year old male with a chief complaint of fever and shortness of breath

HOPI
John Doe presented to the ER yesterday with fever and shortness of breath accompanied by a non-productive 
cough and perspiration. His symptoms began 3 days ago after exposure to a friend with similar symptoms. He 
has had decreased energy and has felt more reserved with his illness. At times, he experiences agitation and con-
fusion. He has been experiencing some diarrhea with his illness. At baseline, he is mobile and has white/black 
hair with black eyes.

His temperament has been phlegmatic between his episodes of agitation. His agitation episodes display qualities 
of both a sanguine and choleric outburst. The current season is winter (December) and he is elderly. He has been 
demonstrating some increased thirst today accompanied by tiredness.

PMH
Past Illness: Dyscrasia - Yellow Bile Predominant
Past Medications: Emetic and Purge, Chamomile
Family Hx: No pertinent family history.
Social Hx: He has spent most of his life in Northern Ohio. He worked as a construction worker for 45 years.

ROS
Humor Classification: Hot and wet
Blood: 
Positive for hotness, wetness, simplicity, naivety, lassitude, sleepiness, thirst, sanguine. Negative for active, so-
cial, youth, friendliness, pretty skin, spring.

Yellow Bile:
Positive for hotness, irrationality, irritability, choleric.
Negative for icteric, anger, dryness, sharpness, intelligence, summer, youth.

Black Bile:
Positive for melancholy, sickly, lazy, fearfulness, perseverance, consistency. Negative for dryness, coldness, 
autumn, adulthood, cancer.

Phlegm:
Positive for wetness, reserved, low spirit, forgetfulness, white hair, winter, old age, phlegmatic.
Negative for coldness.

Award for Best Prose
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Objective
Vitals: High pulse rate

Physical Exam
Blood: Liver wnl. Red skin. Hot and wet
Yellow Bile: Gallbladder wnl.
Black Bile: Spleen wnl. Black hair (transitioning to white) and black eyes.
Phlegm: Brain function decreased. Lung function decreased. White hair. Diarrhea.

Labs
Blood Width: Normal
Yellow Bile Width: Normal
Black Bile Width: Normal
Phlegm Width: Increased white phlegm

A/P
Mr. Doe is a 74 year old male with chronic phlegm predominance presenting with acute blood predominance and a cranial 
black bile localization. His dyscrasia most likely originates from tissue digestion due to multiple concurrent humor abnor-
malities as well as seemingly normal gastric, hepatic, and vascular digestion.

Acute Blood Dyscrasia
Mr. Doe presents with fever and perspiration indicating excess blood. His hot and wet presentation accompanied by his 
lassitude indicate this excess, and the recent history of warm weather in the Northern Ohio region indicates a potential 
cause.
- Cold and dry regimen including infrigidents TID
- Bloodletting QID
- Chamomile TID
- Consider Arsenic Poultice Bag if symptoms do not improve

Cranial Black Bile Localization
Mr. Doe presents with localizing signs of black bile in the cranial region. His melancholy and laziness accompanied by 
his black hair and black eyes indicate excess black bile in the cranial region. This excess may have been precipitated by a 
downward flow of phlegm in the setting of his chronic phlegm dyscrasia.
- This should resolve as his hair transitions to gray and as his chronic phlegmatic illness is managed.

Chronic Phlegm Dyscrasia
Mr. Doe has a persistent history of old age, construction work, and residence in Northern Ohio all contributing to his 
phlegm. His hair is transitioning to gray consequently. The current season is contributing to this process. His chronic 
history of low energy and forgetfulness point to a long history of phlegm excess. Consequently, brain and lung function 
has been deteriorating. With the recent history of warmer winds in the Ohio area, his phlegm has run down from his head 
leading to digestive issues (diarrhea) as well as a cranial black bile excess. This assessment is further supported by the 
excess of white phlegm in blood sedimentation.
- Red wine BID
- Hot cup application TID
- Tobacco Q4H and consider other apophlegmatisms if symptoms do not improve - Warm and dry regimen with calefa-
cients TID started when blood dyscrasia
resolves

Thank you for the consult, and please feel free to reach out with any further questions. The above note was discussed with 
Dr. Galen.

James Smith, MSIII
The Ohio State University College of Medicine
Department of Humors
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I’d know me anywhere. I see me 
in the kindling branches of my bones, 
their willingness to follow, resignation 
in the shadowy drape of skin, lazy fingers 
tapering to points like candles without flames,
flames sealed in fingertips; in joints so easeful 
in detachment from the rest, bone segments 
sprawling separately like picnickers on grass. 
I am inherent in these fingers’ form. 
I own these finger bones.

My dog caused me to hurt my hand. 
He didn’t mean to. Blame the confluence 
of heat, the loose barrette that slipped 
from hair that fell to sweaty neck. Blame 
my twisting up the hank with leash wound 
around my hand. Blame Deming Avenue 
where I once lived, my urge to see the houses 
south, where then I didn’t walk, subsumed 
by our block’s dramas, deaths, and loves. Or 
blame the kid on skateboard whooshing past, 

triggering my dog’s instinctual lunge. 
Better yet, blame nothing, nowhere, no one. 
After weeks, my ring and pinkie fingers 
crooked, uninclined to make a fist, they’re 
x-rayed. Doctor emails verdict, pictures 
post post-modernly. Nothing broken, only 
sprained. You’re here too, in this universal 
architecture carried second nature, deep within. 
Tech said, “make the ok sign,” thumb lightly 
touching index finger, splaying the injured two. 

I did. I do. I see my inner sturdiness intact, 
and elegance despite poor judgment, 
clumsiness, misuse. Air circulates around 
my fingers, cattails in a marsh. The unseen 
skin upon them is a nightgown, dark 
and too diaphanous to shroud opaque 
white bones that sprawl contented, loose 
and nonchalant. My fingers are peninsulas 
dark estuaries flow between. I murmur
Om. I am. I shall be. Bones

Owning My Bones
Charlene Fix
Co-Coordinator of Hospital Poets
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NA PALI COAST HIKE

OSUCOM Class of 2020
Franklin Privette, MD
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Georgia Heat
Stephanie Wentzel
OSUCOM Class of 2023

I remember the evenings
we spent together, father

sitting in the garage,
its banged metal door
lifted beyond my reach….

Georgia heat clinging to skin,
sweat competing.
with an intermittent breeze
from the east,
making these moments
just bearable…

pinning me to my seat,
unable to retreat
into the kitchen
where the heat still hung
upon our limbs.
its mid-august grip,
released merely by a minute spent
in front of an open fridge
or stretching across kitchen tiles…

this ritual, is one I cherish.
the disdain for Georgia heat,
the smell of black polish
coating my nostrils,
until laced boots
mirrored familiar faces.

these were precious hours
we would spend. until,
duty would call you
in combat greens.

leaving me alone.
in the garage.
no one to raise the door
to invite in the breeze,  
or reflect in waxen mirrors.
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CHIHULY COLLECTION

Cassandra Pasadyn
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If I Could
Jessica Rutsky Privette, MD
OSUCOM Class of 2017

First I’d buy you a camera – 
an expensive one – 
Next we would plan
You like planning

Then we’d go
We’d leave and fly and drive
and sit while others drive and fly us
We would go to the smallest

greenest corners of the earth
scratch off every park and state
on the rose gold map I bought you
for Christmas

And after that, we’d 
keep going
Do little daring things
like try new foods and

big, daring things like swimming
in turquoise waters with occasional fins
breaking the surface
we’d pretend they’re sharks
hope they’re dolphins

We’d write home every
other day, diamante postcards
to everyone we love
and they’d be so moved

they’d join us at our next hops
toasting Scottish whiskey in the highlands
holding breath bathed in sunrise
releasing fear at the summit of every trail

I’d pick you leaves instead of flowers
display them on our nightstands 
at every cabin and rented room
I’d take as many pictures of the world

as I would of you
and fall asleep tiredly, pleasantly
full, listening to the cadence
of your gentle breath.
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Gray sky. Red light. 
My foot down on the brake, my mind replays the sights,
the reflections on my shift last night. Packed wards this whole year,
there has simply been no space for uncertainty or fear.
Cacophony of alarms, our teams, machines sustaining lives,
I hear my voice call orders: one more day, we will survive!
But in the silence of the morning, could this be the time for mourning?
These thoughts cross my mind, while there the crosswalk sign
takes its turn to glow, masked people come and go.
Shift change. 
Time has changed.

Time and change:
Two sisters, you surely know.
They have patiently observed this all from the river bed below.
Now they joined me at this crosswalk, this crossroad
to help me find my spark again, to show our mission through the lens of history.
Time—mature, reserved—began with her story:

“Turn your attention just 2 blocks away
Turn of the last century, behold the people’s hospital underway
World at war, here lived the piece
of the puzzle to fight sickness and disease.
New treatments, research, ways to teach: The Foundation.
Integrity the iron, commitment the stone,
from this triune base people, progress, spirits shone! 
There they rise!
From the ground to the skies, they made healthcare fly!
Transplanting vital organs, translating genetic code. 
Transcontinental transfer of knowledge.
To the builders: many thanks are owed.”

Shifting in the back, Change now was eager to share, 
with her edgy smile to ensure I was aware:
“We are not just building up new towers
We are building up people
We are not breaking down worn structures

To The Builders
Antoinette J. Pusateri, MD
Fellow Physician
Editors’ Choice Award
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We are breaking the most lethal disease:
past prejudice and lies, here lives the treatment to survive, to thrive!
Bust down silos! 
Disrupt stigma! 
Break the chains of addiction! 
Freedom shall not be an enigma. 
Shatter those ceilings! I know you can build it higher
Higher than the stakes, the expectations
we have generations to inspire!
Make those windows crystal clear to provide the finest clarity
to shed light on this world of injustice and disparity.”

Such fire in her eyes, like I had never seen!
But I realized it was a reflection of a common construction site scene.
I turned my attention to 
The Welder, with her torch, like from antiquity,
To bring things together to be stronger than before:
This is her sacred duty.

“That is it!” I exclaimed, “Time and change, don’t you see?
The Welder is the paragon for who we are meant to be!
The fire of our torch is Hope, and with it we will connect our community.
Like The Welder, we will serve in tight spaces, high pressure situations,
But is that not just a crucible for our brightest innovations?”

So forever more
As patients, staff and students walk through this very front door
May they honor The Builders like The Welder
Who made the bonds of this building that no one will ever sever
Moreover may they honor our front-line healthcare team
Who for generations have taught that a world without disease is more than just a dream
It is their duty, their calling
From the sun rise to its falling
In the heat of pandemics and wars
Through sweat and tears, they march steadfast through these doors
They are the Builders, on the shoulders of giants they ascend
To treat this city with compassion, to provide hope without end   
To infuse hope through our veins!
To lift hope proudly with those cranes!
To rush hope through the rafters, 
To remember accolades are not what we are after.
To resurrect the memory of those we lost, say their names.
We will not let them die in vain.
No, their legacy lives on,
When we remember what our foundation is built upon.

Gray sky. Red Light.
My soul is renewed by this spark, now my dreams take flight!
Thanks to the Builders, time and change will surely say,
“Scarlet and Gray
are the colors of the dawn of this new day.”
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For Joy
Bethany Lockwood, MD

Faculty
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You will discover joy in places that surprise you
And welcome strength that blooms from moments of despair

You will feel overcome by oscillating emotions
That will remind you of the joys of being human

You will stand still while the world spins on
And search for just a sliver of light

You will celebrate life and grieve death in parallel
Both joyfully and mournfully

You will seek healing and open yourself to its gifts
For Joy will always surround you

Dedicated to Baby Joy
Pregnancy & Infant Loss Awareness



Milky Way
Franklin Privette, MD
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Life – far from perfect
beautiful in the most
reprehensible ways
I mourn
then smile
when I hear
the autumn leaves
crack into laughter
as their spines shatter
under the heavy steps of 
an innocent child 
dancing carelessly 
to the melody of her life –
Sonata Facile

Life — far from perfect
I mourn
then smile
as tulips
gloss their red lips
and spiders
ornament their beds
pearls of desire
enticing morning 
into an affair
turning moonlight
into a memory

we are all wounded
we are all healers
and life is as sweet 
as a fallen apple
awaiting its fate
will you take a bite?

The Fallen Gravity
Ladan Navari
OSUCOM Class of 2024



LLORET DE MAR, SPAIN
Mara Bahri
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Phone Calls with My Immigrant Grandfather
Gavin Wu

Hello grandpa,
How are you doing?
How have you been?
Did you eat breakfast yet?
What are you going to eat for lunch?
I’ve asked you these questions a thousand times
and the only thing I want is to ask you them again.
My health is good.
My studies are going well.
I ate already, and the food tasted great.

I wish I knew more Chinese 
so that I could tell you how I really feel.
I miss you, Grandpa.
I miss you everyday.
I love you, Grandpa.
I love you so much.
For some reason I never thought to say it
Because I thought you knew
But I wish I could tell you this
again and again
Again and again.

Did you think I forgot about you?
Did you think that I don’t think about you?
How did you feel?
Your daughter so far away at home
And never getting to see me grow up?
I won the class spelling bee grandpa,
everyone says I’m so smart.
I made some new friends
And I lost some old ones.
I’m driving now, grandpa
Can I take you for a ride? 
I’m going to college now, 
Do you want to see my dorm? 
I found a girl, grandpa
That I think I would like to be together with for a long, 
long time.
I think she really likes me
I wish you got to meet her

I wish I got to see you
I wish you knew how much I loved you
Even though I was so far away
And all you could hear was my voice
And imagine
What I looked like 
What my dreams were
Who my friends are
I wanted to be in your life
As much as you wanted to be in mine

I wish I found the rights words during our phone calls
But I hope you know I loved you with what I did say.
How are you doing?
How have you been?
Did you eat breakfast yet?
What are you eating for lunch?
Let’s get dinner tonight,
Would you like that?
Do you miss me?
I miss you.
I love you
I love you so much.
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Truth Hurts
Jodie Makara
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I see truth
reflected in your eyes

Would you speak your mind
if I chose not to ask?

Years spent finding my truth
years stretch fostering that truth.

wishing years were seconds
when I stood

next to your ignorant
(maybe not-so-ignorant) self

looking at me with
your misconceptions

misperceptions.

Misgendered
no chance you could be wrong

no chance to respond
no chance I could be

anything but
what you saw.

I follow in your footsteps
as female

talk to patients
become the doctor

as male.

I witness others speak their truth,
demanding respect

knowing
how many times

I have trailed along
the path of shame wondering
when you’ll walk beside me?

I stand here now,
hopefully not long,

in your presence
knowing it’s just the beginning
this garnering of self-respect
something I didn’t ask for,

didn’t think I deserved.



NA PALI WATERFALL
OSUCOM Class of 2020
Franklin Privette, MD

45



46

My grandfather’s orchid
rests on top of a lone bookshelf,
beside crumpled newsletters
and my late grandmother’s portrait,
caught in the rays of the east,
dimpled by dewdrops of the morning,
bewitching five-year-old me.

I once believed that 
beauty is simply
what is represented externally,
like the blossoms and dew drops
of my childhood memories.
If I had to choose,
I no longer wish to be the orchid,
perched by a window,
awaiting tender hands
to feed and acknowledge me.

I want to be a nameless
flower of the mountains,
far from the ravening city,
once a little seed carried by the 
breezes,
between hills and valleys,
flirting with bees,
nurturing roots beyond
the confines of
ceramic and concrete.

Petals
Stephanie Wentzel
OSUCOM Class of 2023



PORTAL TO A GREAT BEYOND
Bhagee Ganesan
OSUCOM Class of 2025
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