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T H E  H O P K I N S
A R T S  I N  M E D I C I N E  S O C I E T Y

“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: understanding the lives, beliefs, and challeng-

es involuted in one’s perception of wellness and ill-
ness. We believe the arts enhance our understanding 

of medicine and humanity, 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, ac-

cessible to all who want to participate, regardless of 
artistic background.

Panacea is a manifestation of this mission: a publica-
tion celebrating our endeavors to reflect upon the world 

around us. All work published in these pages was created by 
current medical students during their time in medical school.

Graphic art by Halley Darrach 2



Trolltunga, Norway, Jenny Y. Chen. Digital photograph.
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Marquis, Darius Johnson. Digital photograph.5



MY 
Katharine Clark

We walk down the brick sidewalk
Hands in our pockets
Air escaping our lungs in tiny puffs
That hover in front of our faces
Before disappearing entirely

We laugh and smile
And discuss bright futures
Brighter than the stars washed out
In the dim glow of this city

We skirt around a huddled mass
Of blankets
That doesn’t move
But sometimes moans
Incoherently
 
We keep walking
The Dome stands in front of us
Beckoning (I hope) to the tired and poor
But its call is for us
 
Sirens flash on the next corner
STOP RIGHT THERE
We look around
Three teens behind us
(Three Black teens)
Obey life-or-death orders
Not meant for us
(Not meant for them)
They wait, wary and weary
And awake
 
We keep walking
To answer the call

COLOSSUS
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Tatiana, Ruoxi Yu. Mixed media on map.
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Radical, Halley Darrach 

Mechanical pencil/Adobe Photoshop color
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R E G R E T S
His eyes glazed over
As they scanned the computer screen,
Retracing tracts he’d looked over
Dozens, seemingly hundreds of times.
As his eyelids drooped,
Accentuating the bags under his eyes,
The pixels grew further and further out of focus.
His head lurched forward
As he jolted awake.
Another sip of coffee
As the clock strikes 1:00 AM.
147 more slides to go.

Click.
 Click.
  Another head jolt.
          Click.

A minute of darkness as his eyes close.
They stung from dryness,
But the overwhelming serenity of darkness
Proved too seductive.
A sudden spike of fear
Pries them open.
Another sip of the black,
Now cold coffee.
 
Click.
 Blink.
  Click.

A N O N Y M O U S

8



 n its hiss 
it whispers: 
Come closer, closer,
the secrets of Prometheus 
lie here in the 
creamy borders of my flames, 
stay a while, listen 
to your life churn  
as you sip the
frothy foam of my heat, 
watch but do not touch 
my blue breath taking flight,
flying up and up until 
I’m gone. 

O d e  t o  My  F i r e p l a c e
Neha Anand

Sleep now,
your dreams of satiation
dance on the wells 
of my body, 
Burden me with
your thoughts 
heaving from your heavy head,  
together we drink oxygen,
together we stretch space,  
Agni fuels both you and me,
our desires melt together
like a ship sinking into
the waves of an orange sea,
Trust me. 

I am here, 
for you have captured me
in the netting of a glass box, 
a museum display
to turn on and off. 
And so I am here 
for you when your feet
knock on my door 
and rattle my embers 
to wake up for afternoon chai  
and November nights,
to summon our laughs 
that intertwine like 
stolen silk threads. 

And I’ll be here  
when the Earth decides
to open my gates, 
so we can finally embrace 
before you 
must whisper 
goodbye.

9
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Sleep now,
your dreams of satiation
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of my body, 
Burden me with
your thoughts 
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to open my gates, 
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before you 
must whisper 
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Natural Wonders, Sahana Jayaraman. Digital photograph.



M aybe it is a product of being 
at a top medical institution, or 
maybe it’s the product of soci-
ety, but as a medical student I 
have struggled with the pressure 
to be “the best”—while simul-
taneously fighting back feelings 
of doubt on whether I belong in 
the first place.

In America, we are told that we 
can be anything; if I want to be 
a rocket scientist or an orthope-
dic surgeon, it is in my power 
to get there, no matter what the 
obstacles are. Whether it is my 
personality type or my profes-
sion, I have also always striven 
for the highest level of excel-

lence – always trying to do my 
best, and always aiming for the 
highest score possible. If you 
reach for the moon, even if you 
miss you’ll land among the stars, 
right?

That has taken on new meaning 
in medical school. I don’t just 
want to be a doctor – I want 
to be the best doctor, because 
that is what my patients deserve. 
At the very least, I want to be 
my best. I want to do my best 
for my patients—isn’t that why I 
came to medical school in the 
first place—to help patients? 
My patients deserve me at my 
best—if I make a mistake, it’s      

IF YOU’RE NOT THE 

BEST,

Sol, Na “Anna” Shin. Digital photograph.

DO YOU BELONG?
11
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Sol, Na “Anna” Shin. Digital photograph.

someone’s life at stake. To know 
that a patient’s life was unalter-
ably hurt—a diagnosis missed, 
an incision made too deep, 
whatever—because I wasn’t 
“on my A-game” is terrifying. 
It’s one thing to lose a patient, 
it’s another to know that I could 
have done better, but didn’t.

Unfortunately, I have found that 
this self-imposed pressure to 
always be “on my A game” 
has conflicted with some of my 
personal values: prioritization of 
relationships, family, exercise—
having a life outside of medicine. 
It’s easy to feel that all the mo-
ments spent “having a life” are 
moments that could have been 
spent perfecting my craft—and

that my patients will thus miss 
out on that opportunity for me 
to become more skilled. Not to 
mention, at the professional level 
I will then have to compete with 
people that did choose to pri-
oritize medicine in that moment. 
I have caught myself wondering, 
“Is there an ideal deprioritization-

of-medicine frequency I should 
be shooting for?” Inevitably, I then 
wonder, “If I am trying to find the 
maximum acceptable amount 
of times that I can not prioritize 
medicine, does that make me a 
slacker? Do I need more “re-
laxation and de-stressing time” 
than my peers, and if so, does 
that make me lesser than them?” 
I sometimes can’t help but look 
around at my peers across differ-
ent medical institutions, all brilliant 
and successful and seemingly 
more hardworking and studious 
than me, and question if I belong.

Recognizing that my stress de-
rived from internal moral conflict 
was the first step. My entire first 
year, I rocketed between spon-
taneous getaways to nearby cit-
ies like Washington, DC and New 
York…and furiously studying alone 
for hours at a time in the school 
quiet reading room, feeling as 
though I deserved to punish my-
self for letting myself have fun. 
While traveling did revitalize me 
(as I knew it would), the “splurge-
and-punish” mentality was ex-
hausting, and only perpetuated 
my feelings of not-belonging. No 
one else in my class randomly 
explored the Supreme Court on 
a Thursday that we didn’t have 
mandatory class – why did I need 
to? I could have spent that time 
studying or doing research, like 
the rest of my classmates.

Since that Thursday at the Su-
preme Court, I have thought a lot 
about what it means to be “at my 

As doctors, I have 

realized, it is our 

job to save lives—

but that does not 

mean we should lose 

ours in the process.

best,” and analyzed more critcally 
the lives of physicians at my 
institution that I hope to emulate –
Dr. Redonda Miller, Dr. Jennifer 
Lawton, and Dr. Miho Tanaka, to 
name a few. Each of them is in-
credibly successful and well-loved 
by patients, yet also spends time 
with their family or travels around 
the world –i.e., has a happy, ful-
filling life outside of medicine.

I am learning to accept that I will 
not always be studying or doing 
research, and not doing so does 
not make me less of a medical 
student. Yes, having a life outside 
of medicine has an opportunity 
cost – but it also gives me the 
energy and mental capacity to 
be at 100% when I am back in 
the medical world. Balance, I am 
learning, is a constant juggle – 
sometimes I may have to prioritize 
between medicine and “having a 
life,” but other times the prioritiza-
tion can be between the different 
aspects of having a life – spend-
ing time with friends and family, 
exercising, and having fun—and, 
importantly, that my prioritization 
can change daily. Ironically, the 
hardest lesson to swallow has 
been that it is okay to some-
times prioritize fun. As doctors, I 
have realized, it is our job to save 
lives—but that does not mean we 
should lose ours in the process.

12
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“I have taken an interest in film photography after sift-
ing through the hundreds of contact sheets my father de-
veloped in his over 40 years as an amateur photographer. 
They were in perfect chronology, a beautiful documenta-
tion of his entire lived experience. The first photograph is 
of my mother with my newborn sister. The second is of 
my great grandmother eating one of her final meals in the 
hospital before ultimately passing away. They showcase 
the bookends of life of two people very important to me.”
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R I C K S H A W A L L A H 
A ride to M-Block market, fifty cents—
We squeeze onto the blue, plastic seats,
He pumps the pedals to pay his rent,
Lean legs quivering in the heat. 

We’re squeezed onto the blue, plastic seats,
Maruthi Suzukis skim our shoulders,
Lean legs quiver in the heat,
Each slow push, joints grow older.

Bodies and scooters skim our shoulders,
Stray dogs laze on beds of dust, 
Each hard push, knees grow older, 
Standing, he powers the bike’s rust. 

Stray dogs gaze from beds of dust, 
Bumps jolt vertebrae up and down,
Standing, he powers the gears’ rust,
Overwork deepening his skin’s brown. 

Bumps jolt our fluid guts up and down,
Seven minutes, he stops, wipes his sweat,
Overwork deepening his skin’s brown,
A quick transaction, his promise is met.

Seven minutes, we stop, wipe our sweat,
A ride to M-block market, only fifty cents,
A quick transaction, our promise is met,
He pumps the pedals to make his rent.

N E H A  A N A N D 
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Time, Anna Young. Digital photograph.15
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Gel in, walk into the vestibule. 
Don one-size-fits-all yellow 
gown, medium gloves, small 
N-95. Deep breath. “Will she 
remember her name today?” I 
wonder. Plaster on my best at-
tempt at a genuine smile, open 
the door. “Good morning, Miss 
Rose! How was the night?”

Today Miss Rose is sitting up in 
bed, sobbing audibly, with her 
head bent to her chest and her 
right hand grabbing her mat-
ted hair. Yesterday morning she 
was smiling, but maybe that’s 
because she thought Kennedy   

was the president. “What’s 
wrong?” I bend down so I’m at 
eye level, and rest my gloved 
hand on her trembling shoulder. 
There are always layers sepa-
rating us—gloves, gowns, al-
tered mental status, and fear.

“I don’t know, I don’t know! I 
don’t...” Miss Rose rocks from 
side to side, tears tumbling onto 
her twisted hospital gown, her 
voice muddled and trembling. 
Perhaps Miss Rose didn’t know 
how to answer what was far 
from a simple question. What’s 
wrong? So much was wrong.

Or maybe she was anticipating 
her daily morning quiz, which she 
endured at 6:00 am every morn-
ing. Can you tell me your name? 
Miss Rose, can you tell me where 
you are right now? What day is 
it? What month? Year? Who is 
our current president?
 
One morning Miss Rose an-
swered “Trump” and then said, 
“I don’t like it.” Thinking we were 
sharing a lucent moment of po-
litical agreement, I responded, “I 
don’t like him either.” “No!” Miss 
Rose asserted, “He’s our presi-
dent!” She was poignantly aware 
and grateful that in that moment, 
she held an accurate representa-
tion in her mind of the time, place, 
and political context in which we 
all exist. Until then, it had never 
occurred to me that I took my 
understanding of this—my lucid-
ity—for granted. Miss Rose simply 
wanted to be present in and cog-
nizant of her current reality, with 
its white and black and shades 
of grey. And I reminded myself 
never to share my political views 
with a patient.

Miss Rose had disseminated tu-
berculosis with concern for a 
drug-resistant isolate versus im-
mune reconstitution inflammatory 
syndrome. Her hospital course 
had been complicated by drug-
induced liver injury, acute kidney 
injury, likely drug-induced rash,    

Lindsay Dickerson

Flight, Laura Pugh. Photograph.

M i s s  R o s e 
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bowel incontinence, thrombo-
cytopenia, fevers, progressive 
malnutrition, and altered mental 
status, among other things. Be-
cause of the liver injury, rash, and 
other adverse reactions, she was 
on second- and third-line tuber-
culosis medications, with little im-
provement. Every day I read or 
rewrote Miss Rose’s extensive 
and complicated problem list, and 
as tragically happens too often in 
the hospital, the process became 
routine, familiar, almost formulaic. 
All the while, Miss Rose was suf-
fering, scared, and in pain, and 
her body was failing her.
 
I saw Miss Rose every morning 
for one month—tiptoeing into her 
room before the sun came
up, ensemble on. I realized once 
that she never saw my or any 
other care provider’s face without 
a mask on. I would take the yel-
low stethoscope hanging on her 
IV pole, put the earpieces in, and 
try my best to hear her heart and 
lung sounds clearly with a subpar 
instrument. I would shine a light 
in her eyes, press on her belly, lift 
up the sheet to look at the rash 
on her legs, and always leave 
too soon because I had to fran-
tically finish my note and collect 
my thoughts before presenting to 
the team. That moment when I left 
Miss Rose’s room every morn-
ing was the worst part of my day. 
I wanted to stay, hold her hand, 
and just sit with her— until she 
stopped crying, until she remem-
bered where she was. 

But I had to go through the ex-
ercise—I would report vitals that 
were still unstable, read lab values 
that were not improving, and out-
line a plan that was stagnant, unin-
spired, just waiting for susceptibili-
ties to come back from the CDC. 
Every night I went home and read 
for hours trying to come up with 
answers, but most mornings I was 
out of ideas. 
    
The afternoons made up for those 
trying mornings as Miss Rose was 
often brighter. On one of my last 
days on the service, I walked into 

the room to see two women, Miss 
Rose’s husband, and Miss Rose 
all sitting around and laughing with 
such joy that the whole room ap-
peared more luminous. I felt at first 
like I was intruding—I had no task, 
nothing to report, no need to do a 
physical exam. But in a moment 
of clarity, I finally did what I had 
wanted to do every morning: I just 
sat and was witness to Miss Rose’s 
life.

She was charismatic and radiant. 
An animated storyteller, an enter-

Until then,   it had    nev-
er  occurred to me 
that I took my under-
standing of this — my 
lucidity — for granted.

-tainer, a loyal friend. The friends 
reminisced about old stories of      
their families, their jobs, their travels, 
and talked about the future with not 
just hope, but also a fearless de-
termination that Miss Rose would 
get better. Before I left, Miss Rose 
told one last story about the at-
tractive male nurse who gave her 
a sponge bath the day prior, and 
I can still picture her laughing at 
her own punch line: “I called my 
husband and told him he shouldn’t 
visit until later in the evening!”
 
Over the course of the month, I 
thought I had come to know Miss 
Rose well—I’d scoured every note 
in her chart from the prior six 
months; I’d read everything I could 
find about tuberculosis treatment, 
strange drug-induced rashes, im-
mune reconstitution inflammatory 
syndrome, and possible causes of 
intermittent fevers, tachycardia, and 
altered mental status that we might 
have missed; I’d done a full physi-
cal exam numerous times; and 
visited her twice every day. But af-
ter all that time and care, it wasn’t 
until I finally sat down that I knew 
her courage, radiance, and sass. 

On the final day of my rotation, I 
went to say goodbye to Miss Rose 
last. I was taken by surprise when 
she cried, and thanked me for 
coming to see her each morning—
when each morning I had felt like 
I’d failed her—and for caring for 
her. I wanted to thank her for what 
she taught me, but instead I said, 
“You’re welcome,” and just sat for 
a little while longer. [*]
 

[*] Miss Rose is based on a true story, though the main character’s name has been 18



White Coat Immunity  
Erica Stern

The white coat is our superhero cape. It 
gives us the power to escape unscathed 
by the pain of patients; it grants us im-
munity to the illness that afflict human-
kind. We learn about patients with ill-
nesses as “they,” as a group separate 
from ourselves as medical professionals 
and students.
 
Or so I thought, until I heard the words 
“you have lupus.”
 
With one sentence, I suddenly and ir-
revocably transitioned from being invin-
cible to belonging to “them.” I was no 
longer the indestructible medical student 
distanced from illness; my white coat no 
longer protected me. I must now adhere 
to the doctor’s appointments, frequent 
lab work, fights with insurance and regi-
ments of medications that patients expe-
rience daily. I must cope with the fears 
and challenges that come along with liv-
ing with a chronic disease. I will have to 
keep up with these for the rest of my life 
and I can never go back.

During medical school education it is 
easy to forget that there are actual peo-
ple behind diagnoses, individuals living

day to day with the inescapable struggles 
unique to disease. It is easy to reduce 
a disease to a few bullet points to cram 
into our repertoire of medical knowledge 
while abandoning the personal experi-
ence of the disease. Sometimes it takes 
a personal connection to illness to see 
disease from a patient’s point of view. 
After my diagnosis, I no longer studied 
lupus as merely a disease but addition-
ally as a series of complications with the 
potential to devastate my life as I knew it. 
Will I still be able to become a doctor? 
Can I have children? What are the risks 
of treatment? Appreciating these fears 
and experiences from the perspective of 
a patient allowed me to understand the 
importance of considering a person be-
hind the conditions we learn about to 
truly grasp the meaning of each disease.
 
Disease means more to patients so it 
must mean more to us. In reality, un-
der our white coats we are the same as 
our patients. We are human beings with 
bodies that are susceptible to the same 
afflictions. We are not immune, and when 
we inevitably fall victim to illness we hope 
our physicians remember Osler’s words 
and see us as more than just a disease.

19



Lub Dub, Jenny Chen. Pastel.
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Darius, Darius Johnson. Digital photograph.

Flow, Jenny Chen. Ink & charcoal.



The Magestic Volcano, Mt. Kilimanjaro, Lindsay Dickerson. Digital photo-
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Did I see the sun today? 
I ask myself, 

Walking the dusky, dingy way home, 
I’ve forgotten how long I’ve been awake. 

Did I eat today? 
I wonder, 

Eyeing the apples on the counter, 
Trying to decide if it’s worth the time to cook.

How much did I sleep last night?
The question pops into my head

As the lids of my eyes slip
Resembling a flagpole after a tragic loss.

When was the last time I called my mom? 
She texted me

Twice
I responded

Once 
I’m not depressed, just busy,

And I try to  enjoy it, 
Not just try, I do,

The incredible complexities 
The limitless knowledge

But still I ask myself, 
Will I see the sun tomorrow? 

Zoe Cosner
Did I see the Sun Today?



When we were beginning, I sensed you arrive 
like a hurricane, 
An electric shock and unbroken avalanche
That unburied a forgotten heart and frozen 
lungs.
It was a voice that captured the beholder with 
his own locked eyes,
A beckoning from the flames that whispered: 
“No more running.”
I told you I saw beauty in the mundane
You told me that you saw beauty everywhere, 
if you just looked for it 
And when you told me that there was some-
thing more
It made me believe in the journey.
So we found a dusty cabinet and holy books, 
but you could not touch them;
We stared into worlds away, but you were 
distracted by their golden frames.
I saw these distant worlds in your eyes
But it was home

When we were believing, I stopped a robbery 
by giving all I had
Unconditionally.
I thought I was fearless
But you called me reckless
I told you that finding those moments was 
never the hard part;
It’s letting go.

SilhouetteS
Nick Mai

Body Dysmorphia, 
Erica Lee. Graphite.

It reminded me of a boy I knew with long fingers 
and a heart of stone
Who always played the same songs on a bro-
ken piano
He cried on the keys because he never felt he 
would be perfect
I told him that there would always be a second 
chance to start again
And a third, and a fourth
They told me I was in denial
But it was them

When we were together, I found the embers of 
a fallen star,
One bright enough to melt the ice in my veins
And heavy enough to dull the blades in your 
wings.

You told me that anger was a secondary emo-
tion,
Something you felt when you weren’t comfort-
able expressing
What it was that you truly feared.
So we learned the legend of a boy who believed 
he could touch the sun,
But he caught fire when he took things too fast
And instead discovered the ocean floor with his 
outstretched hand.
We looked up and saw heavens on the cathe-

25



dral’s ceiling;
You marveled at its beauty and tried to analyze it
And I called you unromantic
But it was me

When we were falling, I helped deliver a baby 
without a name
Who refused to breathe.
He was never given the chance.
I wanted to cry, but I knew I had no right to.
I told you that every person is made of two in-
complete halves
The head and the heart
And in my grief, you taught me that letting go
Is not the same as forgetting.
You told me that the people in the stories you 
wrote were just fictions
With no past or future
Only a present we could not hold onto together

I didn’t want to believe you could do that to them
But it was us

When we were ending, I heard the words you said
But I did not want them to be true.
I wanted to tell you that it wasn’t over for me
That this was not the end
But I saw in your eyes those distant worlds again,
And I saw a vision of someone searching for ac-
ceptance on their own.
So I watched you go, more than just a memory, 
borne of fire and snow,
As sharp as scorching wit
And as soft as tears falling from a frozen sky.
They told me to move on, that I deserved better
But I didn’t
They told me it was a dream, a falsity cloaked as 
absolution
But it was you

It was always you

Inspect, Auscultate, Percuss, Palpate, Erica Lee. Graphite.
26



T E X T U R A S  S I LV E S T R E S

W I L D  T E X T U R E S
 

Lydia Ju-mi Bernhardt. Digital photograph.

D E  N U E V O  M É X I C O
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W I T H O U T  B L E M I S H 
Adam D’Sa

I watch as the man on the street below me raises a long whip high above his head. 
I stand on the toes of my bare feet and pull myself up onto the stone windowsill 
to get a better view. With a harsh turn of the wrist, the man brings the whip down 
onto his own bare back. The snap of the cord against his flesh fills the morning air, 
and then he steps forward, raising the whip once more. Just as he brings it down 
again, I feel a hand on my own back. Then my grandmother’s voice, “He pays for 
everyone’s sins.” She is matter of fact. “Come eat,” she tells me.

I grab a single puri from the stack before me, and as I fold it to stuff in my mouth 
I think more about the man. His blood-stained back and his vacant expression. He 
produced no sound at all each time he struck himself, only turned his eyes upward 
and pressed his lips together. I imagine them opening now, with my grandmother’s 
voice coming out of his mouth – to pay for everyone’s sins. 

I wonder how he has been selected for his assignment. He must have committed 
the most sins of all, I decide, to be chosen to suffer for all of us. He must deserve 
it. And his back must be scarred over by now, after all – numb to the violence of 
the whip. 

Still, one day he will grow old. Too old to continue. Someone will have to replace 
him.

“Will I ever have to do it?” I say suddenly, breaking the silence at the lunch table.

My grandmother’s face is confused when she glances up from her meal. It takes her 
a moment to realize what I am referring to. Her face softens when she does.

“Of course not, baba,” she tells me, and I breathe a sigh of relief.
 
“His son will take his place.”

T E X T U R A S  S I LV E S T R E S
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Eclipsed by the whiteness of our coats you were laid bare
missing skin and hair
two arms and tear ducts
only your native tongue to speak and keep you there

anchored by your rubber wheels
and two legs spared
from the flaming tongues of fiery wolves that barked upon your page

maybe this morning you were someone else but sitting in that chair your story changed

to wax and wane
with the passage of our hands
across the wounds that were your roots
you, the tree and us, the junebugs sent disarming

peeling bark from rings that reveal to us
your nature
you, an artist of a life
that we removed in simple squamous reams of paper

so much we carve and then disarm and then embroider you with sutures,
you become the mournful marionette
and us, the passive masters

yet your mournful utterances were like the guttural noises of a drain around which we circled your 
life, the eye of the hurricane
that embraced us in its arms
embroidering our coats with the detritus of a star around whose axis we were orbiting—
a force that’s felt instead of spoken,
one both rapturous and calm

and so it was
between you and us
you, both the object and the operator of our game at once, the marionette and the moon

we were eclipsed by you howling like the wolves and
clinging like the junebugs to your flame

you, the man from somewhere else who was sutured into place
you, the man without his arms who gathered us in space

E C L I P S E D
JP SENTER
E C L I P S E D
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Fells Point Pier in Snow, JP Senter. Digital photograph.
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