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“I swear by Apollo the Healer, by Ascepius, by Hygieia, by Panacea….” begins the 
original Hippocratic Oath. While we no longer swear by the Greek gods, the spirit 
behind their invocation remains the same: we dedicate ourselves to the practice 
of medicine, the healing of others.
 
Practicing medicine inherently involves learning about humanity: understand-
ing the lives, beliefs, and challenges involuted in one’s perception of wellness 
and illness. We believe the arts enhance our understanding of medicine and hu-

manity, allowing us to reflect on narratives shared with us or experienced by us, 
to visualize scenarios from a variety of perspectives, and to process the challenges 

inherent in life.
 

Our group strives to be a platform for the creation, discussion, and analysis of the 
arts as related to medicine. The Hopkins Arts in Medicine Society began as a space for 

students to pursue and share their artistic passions with each other. We hope it continues 
to be a space for creativity to unfold, accessible to all who want to participate, regardless of 

artistic background.  

Panacea is a manifestation of this mission: a publication celebrating our endeavors to reflect upon the 
world around us. 
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“          lright you pasty ‘matos! I’ve got 25 min-

utes to whip you all into cooking shape and 

we’re going to have to make every second 

count. Now listen up!”

 

As his dough rose and bell peppers sizzled in 

the baking heat, Steve blossomed into con-

sciousness. Somehow, even before the oven 

proclaimed them as such, he knew what he 

was; he was a pizza. The roaring of the oven 

continued even as his consciousness attuned

to the fact that he was burning—or was it

A cooking? The vernacular of his kind was still a 

little doughy.

“Now, in the best scenario, you’ll get shipped to 

some kid’s birthday party. The hazards ratio is 

pretty low there since those buggers have such 

small stomachs. Chances are, you might even 

get dropped.” The oven then stopped, allow-

ing a moment of somberness to settle in. “But 

I’m afraid that some of you will go to a medical 

school.”

 

With a soft shudder, the oven continued. 

“Those places are the worst. They don’t appre-

ciate you at all, but they’ll still try to eat every 

last one of you. Also, they always buy in bulk—

there’s a chance that all of you will be taken to 

the same medical school. 

Your best chance is that they over-ordered. 

And with luck, some of you might be sent 

somewhere to get stale—trust me, the stale-

ness helps with the pain.” Taking a hot breath, 

the oven then hesitantly offered. “And against 

all odds, a select few of you might even be ex-

tremely lucky and make it to… Gar-baj.”

 

With this, all of the cooking pizzas erupted into 

excited conversation.

 

“Gar-baj! I hear they’ve got unlimited arugula 

there!”

“Won’t we be surrounded by those glorious 

glorious breadsticks and wings in Gar-baj?”

 

“I hear that Gar-baj has great pools of cheese 

that smell like fresh cloves of garlic all the time!”

 

“I don’t really believe in Gar-baj. It sounds too 

good to be true.”

 

“No, it definitely exists. One time, I met a pizza 

that said she came back from Gar-baj—she 

experienced it only for a second, but said that 

she’d do anything to go back. Said it was the 

most peaceful moment she’s ever had.”

 

Steve ignored the excited ramblings of his 

neighbors. Their nascence could be traced back 

to only five minutes ago, so how could any of 

them claim to know anything? Even then, a 

small part of him also wished that Gar-baj really 

existed.

That was, until he heard the dooming voice.

 

“Heeyyy uhh Bill, this one’s for that medical 

school? Johns… Hopkins?” The voice, so for-

eign, boomed from outside the oven—the only 

home they knew. And now, they would leave 

it for the worst possible destination: medical 

school.

A hush washed over the pizzas as they waited 

for the oven to say something. Anything. But 

nothing was said. Nothing could be said.  

It was time to meet their baker. Even as they cried 

thick globules of fat—Steve included—and felt 

themselves carried out of the oven, cut into ten 

pieces, and thrown into a dark box, the oven re-

mained quiet. They were on their own now.

 

The rest was a blur. Steve had some recognition 

that he was being ripped apart, torn asunder by 

greedy hands that took two—three of him at the 

same time. The pain was crushing—he wasn’t 

even sure how he was feeling the pain. In his 

delirium, he wondered what teleological capac-

ity his individual portions held. Did his anatomy 

hold some sort of emergent intelligence? Or was 

it the opposite—that even a globule of cheese 

was fully cognizant and a mirror of himself. No, 

the latter couldn’t be. Otherwise, he wouldn’t be 

feeling his consciousness wane with each bite 

as he found himself…shrinking. It was as if the 

world, so colorful at first, became duller with each 

passing swallow. Finally, he was but a sliver—a 

shadow of the pie he once was as he desperately 

held onto the paltriest form of attention. As if re-

citing a mantra, he went over what he knew.

 

His name was Steve. He was once a whole pizza. 

His first voice was the oven… The oven! With a 

sharp jolt, he felt a spark of hope return as he re-

membered the oven’s tantalizing dream of Gar-

baj. Could it be that with his current size, no one 

would bother finishing him off? None of the oth-

er pizzas had made it. Their screams had been re-

placed by the hollowness of carelessly discarded 

empty boxes. Would it be too much to hope that 

the students were actually full and that he might 

be spared—spared to encounter Gar-baj?

5 minutes.

 

10 minutes.

 

30 minutes.

 

With each passing moment, Steve became more 

and more hopeful that he would survive the or-

deal.

He would never 

admit it, but there was 

something deep within 

him, something in his 

olivary nuclei, that made 

him hope beyond the 

cool logic of his raisin 

bran dough.

“Oh! There’s a small piece left. Perfect! I wasn’t 

even that hungry.”

 

With prolonged horror, Steve felt his cheese relin-

quish all hope as a grubby hand took him by the 

crust. He hadn’t even had time to go stale yet. It 

was all over. One bite, he felt himself forgetting 

the oven. Two bites, he couldn’t remember his 

own name. Three bites, he was but crust now.

 

“Bleh! I hate crust.”

 

Suddenly, Steve was dropped into a pit of con-

suming darkness. As he hit the ground, he 

tipped over a vat of burning acid that fizzled its 

contents into his deepest layers. On the side, the 

acid’s receptacle read “AloC.” Discarded tridents 

and knives stabbed at his side and just when 

he felt that the pain couldn’t get any worse, pile 

after pile of napkins and plates smothered and 

stacked above him—crushing him and remov-

ing all the air from his bread. Suffocating, both 

literally and figuratively with horror, he realized 

that even though he had escaped being eaten, 

he was doomed to retain consciousness in this 

torture chamber worse than death.

 

But then again, he was alive. He was alive! He still 

had a chance of making it to Gar-baj. Even in his 

reduced state, Steve recalled the talk of olives, 

flowing baths of cheese, blissful peace… All of 

that seemed like ages ago. But he would endure. 

He would survive this foreign and nightmarish 

land for as long as it took. He would make it to 

Gar-baj. 
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If I were a Med School 

PIZZA...

Colorful Baltimore, Matt Hoyer. Photograph.

By John Choi



Is it for love’s fragility?

To protect our vulnerabilities?

A sense of security 

Amidst life’s uncertainties.

Why do we lock away love

When love is inherently free?

Love is a force of nature

It has no borders or territories.

Why do we lock away love

And throw away the key?

If I find a lock with my name

Does that mean that one loved me?

Why do we lock away love

and throw away the key?

Shackled to a bridge

Is it stability that we seek?

Why do we lock away love

And throw away the key

Where the waters run deep

Is it the aura of mystique?

Is it for everlasting love

Or the times we locked eyes?

I wonder how many locks remain 

After a fleeting love dies.

Locks Locks
Poem by Derick Ansah
Winter Morning in Prague, Chau Vo. Photograph.

Poem by Derick Ansah
Winter Morning in Prague, Chau Vo. Photograph.
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Christmas Tree Lighting, Chau Vo. Photograph.



9 10

I have seen your face rising

Skywards

My body tethered

To the water and 

your hands

I have felt the hollow fill

In from every side

Bloom outwards to meet your

Mouth, turn every stone

The gold we swallowed 

Whole

Before the frost

Clung to my throat and sank into my chest

Where your breath hangs heavy

In the space between sighs

Where did you go then, my love?

Recall your season’s witness,

Lead me to the river

Where you washed your shame

Show me your birch-white glance,

The wood and the rock bed 

(I know)

lying in a whisper 

beneath the snow 

Lend me your hands to dig

To grasp

To lay bare 

your earth in spring 

Turn 
By Ayresleigh Rowland

Innominate, Jennifer Qin. Mixed media.



an anomaly, this suddenness of skin—

the raw remainder of your body 

built of steel and rust and bone

too much an oddity where the hole begins 

I see how you are 

calmly watching me

as I examine and appraise 

temptations of your veins in every beat

like the mantis and her wings

as animals meant for praying seem

but we use our hands 

to flirt and trap and grasp the scaffold of your body

an appraisal of the oddity

I see how you are 

strongly in the softness of your skin

like the tree roots left belonging 

to the seasons and the skies

a light from eyes to gods unknown 

your skin, the tent which held below 

the melodies and maps of cities bound to your identity

these maps I followed with my eyes

such that when yours and mine aligned

we were more than just our hands on saffron sands of skin

but two lost and sudden souls entwined

to soar like brilliant monarchs might

with wings we dusted from the rust of oddity

you were no more anomaly

I see how you are godly

The Monarch
By JP Senter

Lonely Moon, Brian Lentz. Photograph.
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The Golden Catch, Joshua Posen. Photograph.
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Helen Brooke Taussig 

How does a young girl mocked and sick with TB and dyslexic,

Dropped in the patriarch and forgotten spot in a histo class up in Cambridge

A sexist field

In deafness, rise up to be a hero and a doctor?

The peds cardio founding mother without a mother

Got a lot farther by working a lot harder

By being a lot smarter by being a self-starter

At Hopkins, her love for patients just grew stronger and stronger

And every day while babies were born breathless and shunted away

Echos and waves, she struggled and kept her guard up

Inside, she was longing for something to make her mark on

The sister was ready to fix, heal, research, and listen

Then a flash of genius came and experiments reigned

Our doc saw a baby’s glow dim to blue and wane

Put a finger to the pulse, connected it to her brain

And it could have been in vain, it could have been in pain

Well, the word got around, they said, “this doc is insane, man”

Met a surgeon, Alfred, and his skilled technician, Vivien

Studied all her blueprints, fixed a kid, they soared to fame

And the world is gonna know your name

What’s your name, man?

Helen Brooke Taussig

My name is Helen Brooke Taussig

And there’s a million baby lives I’ve saved

But just you wait, just you wait

Tatiana, Ruoxi Yu. Mixed media on map.

By Eric Xu
Sung in the style of Alexander Hamilton by Lin-Manuel Miranda and Alex Lacamoire  
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The inspiration for this piece was the blisteringly raw feeling of having a barrier placed in front of 
your hopes, goals or dreams. I wrote “Will Not, Cannot, Do Not” on a piece of paper, crumpled it up, 
took a photo of it, printed the photo and then crumpled that up. I then drew this end product in an 
effort to capture the act of refusing to accept such a barrier as insurmountable.

Crumbling barriers
Annie LaVigne

Graphite pencil on paper
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The woman looked to her side and noticed 

Farah, then raised her eyebrows with annoy-

ance and began to raise her window. The boy’s 

smile disappeared abruptly, and he began to 

shout, “No! No, Rima! No! Why, Rima? No!”

The window finally rolled up all the way, but 

the traffic light was still red. Farah saw the boy 

throwing a tantrum inside the car. She placed 

her hand on the window and began to knock 

lightly. She continued to recite, “Allah ykhallee-

lik ‘ayltik, Allah yerda ‘leiki, Allah yeshfeelik hal 

walad. Allah ynajjehlek yah.” 

May God preserve 
your family, may God 
forgive your sins, may 
God cure this boy for 

you, may God help him 

The woman turned her head away from Farah 

to face the boy. She patted his shoulder, trying 

to soothe him. She pointed to the window at 

Farah without turning to look, and she made 

some gesture that clearly insinuated that Farah 

was not to be trusted, that she was a bad apple. 

The boy was unconvinced. He pointed at Farah 

and bawled. Farah could hear his sobs through 

the glass. She remained at the window, 

knocking every few moments to remind the 

woman that she was still there.

The woman threw her hands upwards with 

exasperation, then turned to the back seat 

to retrieve her purse. She fumbled to find her 

wallet, then grabbed a few bills from it. She 

cracked open her window, just enough to slip 

the money through, but not enough to actu-

ally touch Farah’s hand. She slipped the bills 

through the tiny opening, raised her sunglass-

es to uncover her eyes, and whispered to Farah, 

“Tell him ‘thank you’ or he won’t shut up.” 

adjusted her hijab, pushing an unruly lock of black hair 

back underneath her headscarf. She carried the basket of Mimosa tissue 

boxes and Ghandour chewing gum on one side of her small hip. Cars 

blazed past her, unnoticing. She gazed at the traffic light above her head 

until it turned from green to yellow, triggering a frenzy among the drivers, 

rushing to traverse the light as if their lives depended on it. The color then 

turned red, and a few drivers continued to speed past the traffic light, ex-

empting themselves from a law they deemed unnecessary. Then the cars 

began to stop, and Farah sprang into action. 

“Allah ykhalleelak ‘ayltak, Allah yerda ‘leik, Allah yehfazlak sahtak.” May 

God preserve your family, may God forgive your sins, may God maintain 

your health. 

She chanted her mantra in a gloomy monotone. It was a blistering day, 

the heavens too stingy to provide the slightest breeze, so most 

drivers had their car windows open. Farah trudged from car to car, her 

eyes squinting in the afternoon sunlight. The overwhelming majority 

refused to acknowledge her existence: the young woman reapplying lip-

stick in her Mini Cooper, the elderly service driver mopping his sweat with 

a rag, even the brutish man in a white flannel undershirt with his tattooed 

arms, his shabby scrap of metal shuddering with the thunderous music 

of Fares Karam. Farah chanted her mantra “Allah ykhalleelak ‘ayltak, Allah 

yerda ‘leik, Allah yehfazlak sahtak.” 

The afternoon slogged on, and Farah gathered 12,000 liras, about eight 

dollars, from selling two small tissue boxes and three packets of gum. 

Come sunset, her hair was drenched with sweat under her hijab, and her 

legs ached with the effort of walking around for seven hours. Her stomach 

grumbled with hunger, and her throat was parched. She would need to 

head home soon, and her stepfather would inspect the money she had 

brought. She needed at least another 8,000 liras for him to be satisfied, to 

escape another beating. The bruises on her arms and legs from last week 

had still not faded away and were turning yellow, and she felt relieved 

that nobody could see the discoloration under her clothing. She shud-

dered at the thought and prayed for a generous soul to pass by. 

As the sun was setting, traffic began to wear thin. Farah still hadn’t reached 

her target value, and her hands began to shake nervously at the thought 

of what would await her when she arrived home. Would he lock her out to 

sleep on the streets again? No, he knew she had become immune to that 

months before. It was the belt she dreaded. Worse yet was her mother’s si-

lent, unaffected gaze as she watched. Perhaps she could walk home. That 

would save the 2,000 liras it would cost to take a service to the Shatila 

camp for Palestinian refugees, whose inhabitants also housed thousands 

of Syrian refugees like herself, perhaps out of sympathy for their similar 

tragedies.  

A dark green jeep stopped at the light. A stern-looking woman sat in the 

driver’s seat, hair blonde-dyed and tied back in a ponytail, eyes concealed 

behind gargantuan glasses. Her window was rolled down. Single women 

were usually not the most sensitive to Farah’s advances, and Farah was 

about to move on to another car. Then a small head popped up from 

the front passenger seat. It was a little boy, wearing a cap with some ri-

diculous cartoon figures drawn on it. He gazed at Farah, intrigued by the 

strange girl who stood by the side of the street, and he smiled, showing 

gaps where his front teeth had recently been. Farah noticed that some-

thing about the boy did not seem quite right, which could explain his 

atypical friendliness. 

Farah decided to approach the car. When she had come close enough for 

the woman to hear her, she began to recite her mantra, with a few varia-

tions. “Allah ykhalleelik ‘ayltik, Allah yerda ‘leiki, Allah yeshfeelik hal walad. 

Farah looked down at her hands. The woman 

had, in her frustration, handed Farah nearly 

10,000 liras. Farah smiled and looked the boy 

in the eyes through the glass window. His face 

was tomato-red, and the tracks of tears were 

etched on his cheeks. Farah yelled to him, 

“Shukran, habibi! Thank you! Allah ytawwel 

‘omrak!” May God prolong your life!

The boy put his entire fist in his mouth, then 

smiled bashfully. The gap in his front teeth 

thanked Farah for her kind words. She looked 

serenely at Farah for a moment, then turned to 

the boy and told him, “Yalla, Karim. Say bye!”

Karim removed his fist from his mouth and 

waved it gaily at her. Cars started honking. The 

signed had turned green a few seconds before, 

but Karim’s mother had not noticed. The wom-

an turned and looked at Farah one last time 

before the car sped away. 

*****

A Dirty Job, Joshua Posen. Photograph.

Four Points
Sheraton Le 

Verdun
Farah

by

By Omar Najjar



Perspective, Nathan Yueh. Photograph.
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          lifted Karim into the Pajero’s 

front passenger seat. She adjusted his Toy 

Story cap so it wouldn’t fall off his head, then 

she buckled his seat belt, and she instructed 

him to keep it on. Karim was a wonderful 

listener. Rima then walked over to the other 

side of the car and climbed in, greeted by a 

wave of heat. It was tantamount to willingly 

clambering into an oven. She sat down and 

breathed heavily. It was done. The papers had 

been signed, and the judge had approved ev-

erything. She was a single mother.

Amine had begun to crack three years prior. 

Rima had sensed it. The scramble to find a 

school that could accommodate Karim had 

been heavy on him, and they had opted for 

one of the best – and most expensive – 

special needs schools in Lebanon. He had 

been the one assigned the laborious task of 

waking Karim up, preparing Karim for school 

and driving him up all the way to Mansourieh, 

before heading to work. Rima would have 

done this herself but she had to be at the 

hospital by 6 am for her morning shift, and 

besides, she was the one who picked Karim 

up in the afternoon. She had not thrown too 

much of the burden on Amine. He simply 

hadn’t been ready. 

Rima drove past the corniche. She put on her 

sunglasses to avoid the blinding sunlight. 

She opened the windows, all the way down, 

to admit the refreshing, salty seaside air. The 

sun was setting, fizzling out in as it sunk down 

into the Mediterranean Sea. Karim pressed 

his nose to the window to watch the mix of 

royal purple, blood red, and molten gold in 

the sky, followed by the deep blue of the sea 

below. Karim had always been fascinated by 

the sunset. She decided to take him biking on 

the corniche after work sometime within the 

next few days. 

Rima

Rima passed by La Terrasse Dbaibo, the 

restaurant overlooking Rawché, where she 

and Amine had celebrated their marriage 

seven years before. She smiled fondly at the 

memory, then sensed a pang of guilt in her 

stomach. Had she been supportive enough? 

She remembered snapping at Amine when-

ever he forgot to run an errand or give Karim 

a shower. Once, she asked him to sleep on the 

couch after she received a call from the Karim’s 

teacher, asking why he had been arriving to 

class late. Rima shook out the bothersome 

thoughts and pressed down on the gas pedal 

to move more quickly. She needed to move 

on. Amine would remain a presence in her life 

and in Karim’s. He would visit twice during the 

week, and Karim would spend weekends and 

most holidays with his father. He loved her, he 

loved Karim, but he could not bear the weight 

of caring for a child with Down’s syndrome 

24/7. She, on the other hand, was stronger. She 

had always managed to make things work. 

Rima veered to the left and entered a tunnel 

that emerged back into the sunlight at a 

traffic light by the Four Points Sheraton Hotel. 

The light was yellow, and she accelerated, hop-

ing to make it, but the sign turned red before 

she arrived and she slowed to a halt. Rima 

pushed her head back against the headrest, 

and closed her eyes in resignation. That par-

ticular sign was notorious for being incredibly 

slow, and Rima wanted nothing more than to 

He loved her, he loved Karim, but he could 
not bear the weight of caring for a 
child with Down’s syndrome 24/7. 

She,  on the other hand, was stronger.  

get back home, put Karim in bed, and take a 

hot shower. 

“Allah ykhalleelik ‘ayltik, Allah yerda ‘leiki, Al-

lah yeshfeelik hal walad. Allah ynajjehlek yah,” 

she heard a voice coming through the win-

dow to her left. Rima turned. She saw a little 

beggar girl, probably only a few years older 

than Karim. Her face was brown, probably 

from the standing in the sun all day. She wore 

a loosely draped hijab on her head, but she 

probably wore it only to draw sympathy. She 

bore a basket filled with Mimosa tissue boxes 

and Ghandour chewing gum. Rima was glad 

she was wearing her glasses, concealing her 

eyes from the girl. She began to roll up the 

window without turning her gaze to face the 

girl.

As she rolled up the window, she heard Karim 

squeal, ““No! No, Rima! No! Why, Rima? No!”

Rima hadn’t realized that Karim had noticed 

the beggar girl. She rolled up the window the 

entire way, then she turned to her son. 

“Karim, mama, sit down, habibi. No, don’t 

take off your seat belt, Karim! Karim, sit 

down. Ya mama, please khalas. Enough!” She 

grabbed Karim firmly by his arms and tried to 

seat him back down to strap on the seatbelt. 

She heard knocking on the window behind 

her. Was that girl knocking on her window

 

now too? The nerve!

Rima was exasperated. Karim had begun to 

cry. He sat down at last, but he began to flail 

his arms and legs wildly. His voice was hoarse, 

and the sound of his sobbing made her want 

to curl up into a ball and cover her ears. 

Rima pointed at the girl and told Karim, 

“Karim, habibi, this girl is naughty! We don’t 

wanna talk to her!”

Karim replied, pointing his chubby little fin-

ger at the beggar girl, “No! Girl nice! Rima 

naughty!”

Rima would not get anywhere with this. Once 

Karim had made up his mind about whether 

a person was naughty or nice, it was difficult 

to change it. The only way she could calm 

Karim down was by having the girl talk to 

him. And the only way to have the girl talk to 

him was – COULD SHE STOP KNOCKING ON 

THE WINDOW?

Rima turned around and fumbled for her 

purse. She needed to give the girl the money 

and have her talk to Karim before the stop 

sign turned green, or he would bawl the en-

tire ride home and then some. She opened 

her porte-monnaie and grabbed a few bills. 

She realized that there was probably a 5,000 

LL bill in there, along with several 1,000 LL 

bills, but she didn’t care. There was no time. 

Karim wailed. She cracked open the window 

slightly, then pushed the money out through 

it. The girl’s eyes gleamed. 

Rima whispered to the girl through the 

crack in the window, “Tell him ‘thank you’ 

or he won’t shut up.” Rima realized that she 

should have spoken to the girl in Arabic, but 

it seemed the girl had understood.

“Shukran, habibi! Thank you! Allah ytawwel 

omrak, ya rab!” The girl cried to Karim.  Rima’s 

heart fluttered for a moment. The girl prob-

ably had no parents, or, if she had any, they 

abused her enough to force her into begging. 

She wished she could take the girl under her 

wing. She seemed to like Karim, and Rima 

was sure they would get along wonderfully. 

But that was just a thought. What was she 

thinking, adopting a beggar girl? She looked 

at Karim and said, “Yalla, Karim. Say bye!”

Karim had placed his fist in his mouth. He re-

moved it, covered with saliva, and waved it at 

the girl. Rima smiled warmly at her son. Then 

she heard the irritated honking of the car be-

hind her. She glanced at the stop light and 

noticed that it had turned green. She looked 

at the girl for one last, fleeting moment, and 

then she stepped on the gas pedal and drove 

away. 

Self-Portrait, Sicily 2017, Sarah Collica. Tempera on canvas.



        The plant that forsake the sun

                  For flesh 

    Sits in my window

    And passes the hours

 Learning the ways of wind

  And passing cars

   One-thousand beady eyes

        Failed the unsuspecting flies

             Enclosed in organic coffins

Venus Flytrap
Poem by Scott Shuldiner

Clarity of Cowfish, Brian Lentz. Photograph.
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