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Empire State of Mind
by
Samantha
Stahl

I first met Chris in a
Brooklyn dive bar on a mild
October evening. The Turkey
Nest, it’s called, populated by
Williamsburg hipsters. He and a
friend— Howard, he’s called—
approach my ring of company.
“What are the top five albums of
all time?” they ask. I feel like
I’m in a Nick Hornby novel. I
roll my eyes and ignore the
attempt to infiltrate. I hate
people who talk about music.
But then I pause, reprocessing what they asked.
Whuh ahh the top five ahl-bums?
Brits. I’m roped in. Chris flashes
a decidedly un-British smile:
two rows of charming straight
teeth. I ignore the music banter
and start asking questions. I’m
hoping to be London-bound
upon graduation, so I’m ever
enthusiastic about opportunities
to barrage British people.
Our conversation turns
to employment and the past and
the world. We lean against the
wooden bar top, sticky with
spilled beer. He cycles through
different accents—French,
Italian, American. I know

riigghhhht, he says in a ValleyGirl drawl, making it perfectly
clear how American girls are
perceived abroad. Chris’ knack
for accents parallels his passion
for travel – he’s in the midst of a
personal mission to live on every
continent before he turns 30.
Chris, who moved to the
States a year ago after scoring a
consulting job that indulged his
xenophile tendencies, references
the Kipling poem “If” as his
personal rulebook. The piece
could be a guidebook for anyone
moving to another country.
There are few life changes that
stimulate a longer list of ‘ifs’
than transplanting to a foreign
place.
Why do people move to
another country? Is it to prove a
point? Is it to find the answer to
the long-standing question, Is the
grass always greener? When I told
my mother I wanted to move to
London, she was all but keen.
“You’re just trying to escape
your life here,” she said. If the
opportunity had presented itself
four years ago, then yes—I
would say I was trying to

escape. Who isn’t trying to
escape the horrific confinements
of high school? But now, no. I
enjoy my life here. If anything, I
worry about moving abroad,
throwing away my perfectly
good arrangement here and
being completely alone. I want
to get a Master’s degree
someday, and I fear that leaving

will prevent me from returning
to that path. So why move?
Because I’m 22. Because the
opportunity is there. Because it’s
London. Because I can.
I search for a reason
why Chris wants so desperately
to jump from country to
country. And then I think I find
it. I ask him if he’s escaping
something. I’m not looking for a
criminal history, just an answer.
(Continued on next page… )
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“I’m escaping becoming one of those people who realize they’re 35 and still living in the place where
they grew up, working in their local office for 15 years and bored as fuck,” Chris says, his speech punctuated
with typical British profanity. “I’m escaping my own physical and mental demise from remaining in my comfort
zone for too long. I’m escaping the wasters who sat in the local pub for years on end telling one another how
they were all ‘going to get out of here one day, man.’ I’m escaping the grey misery that floods the back streets of
London and the geezers’ stares from across the street, the fuckers who just wanna beat you up because they
know that you might be a little happier than them. I’m escaping becoming dragged down by all of that and
maybe becoming one of them.”
I wonder about Chris’ family, my mind turning to my mother’s words about escape. I wonder if his
family thinks he’s running away. He answers this, too: “I’m escaping my drunk, bankrupt, lunatic brother.
Though I have massive guilt for leaving him behind.”
I relate to the need to escape family. My father passed away a few weeks before I left for my freshman
year of college. My mother asked if I still wanted to go to school. I said yes. The thought of sticking around to
mourn seemed stifling; I needed to escape.
While we’re standing at the bar, Chris jokes with me about talking in an accent. “Everything you say
from now on has to be in a French accent,” he says. I refuse. I contend that I’m working hard to preserve my
American speech — when I move to London it’ll be the one thing that sets me apart. He asks if people gave me
a hard time while I was there. I tell him how Brits would tease me for saying ‘thank you’ rather than the
expected, informal ‘cheers.’ I felt like you had to have a British accent to sound natural saying it. ‘Cheers’ was a
British thing; I was American.
“One thing I can say about New York is that in comparison with other places I’ve been, it is very
difficult to establish a social network,” Chris says. “I mean, everyone wants to be your friend at the bar: ‘Hey
you’re from England, I have a cousin who went there once! Tell me all about it… rar rar rar.’ That’s brilliant. It’s
incredibly easy to instigate conversations, and people are, in comparison to where I’m from, very approachable.
But when everyone goes home, there’s no friendship after last orders. I guess you need to have something in
common— go to college, play a sport, be in a team or hook up.”
And with that, Chris hits my biggest fear right on the head. What if I get to London and don’t have any
friends? What if I change my mind and hate it there? What if I end up blowing everything and have to move
back home? But I guess that’s the point. You don’t know. ‘Ifs’ are infinite and unanswerable until you just do it.
If you can dream - and not make dreams your master;
If you can think - and not make thoughts your aim;
If you can meet with Triumph and Disaster
And treat those two impostors just the same;
If you can bear to hear the truth you've spoken
Twisted by knaves to make a trap for fools,
Or watch the things you gave your life to, broken,
And stoop and build 'em up with worn-out tools:
If you can make one heap of all your winnings
And risk it on one turn of pitch-and-toss,
And lose, and start again at your beginnings
And never breathe a word about your loss;
If you can force your heart and nerve and sinew
To serve your turn long after they are gone,
And so hold on when there is nothing in you
Except the Will which says to them: 'Hold on!'
--If, Rudyard Kipling
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HIKING THE MIDDLE ATLAS
by Kyle Kramer
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Hiking the Middle Atlas………………………………….by Kyle Kramer
We were sitting on the roof of Kus’s house, eating olives and scrambled eggs with bread, drinking tea,
and squinting through the sun. The last phases of planning were through. The backpacks had been bargained for
and purchased, along with a length of rope, some thick wooly – possibly used socks, and hiking boots. Kus
pulled from his own stash a two-person tent and three sleeping bags.
We packed through the night, laughing and bickering.
“You say three water bottles?” Kus said, rolling his thr-r-ree for emphasis. Kus has a tenor rasp and an
accent that’s tough to place, until you consider that he learned the fundamentals of conversational English
watching American gangster movies.
“Why do we need three?”
“We’re going to need a lot of water if we hike for a week, right?” Chris said.
“Ohhhh,” Kus cawed. “Nooo. The people will give us water. Water and bread. The Ber-r-rber will take
good care of us.”
Kus also told us not to bother packing a map and compass. Chris and I looked at him, skeptics both.
He grinned wide, and said, “The people will be our map.”
By morning, the sun gave out to pouring rain. We made our way to the bus station, hot and damp from
the crowds of soaked patrons. Kus went to buy tickets, and came back cursing. It was a holiday weekend so
prices were almost double. Instead, we negotiated a cab and spent half an hour playing taxi-cab tetris with our
backpacks while the driver stood by and argued that they would never fit and we would have to pay for another
seat. We squeezed into the giant, drafty diesel Mercedes with four other people, and took off from Meknes,
across the impossibly big green plains, past the King’s cattle range (“a million of the best cows in Morocco.” Kus
shook his head. “All on hormones.”) and toward the Middle Atlas Mountains.
In the town of Mrirt, the grass gave way to rock and scrub and the regular taxis stopped running. We ate
a few sandwiches of hard-boiled eggs and Laughing Cow cheese before looking for a ride to the sources of Oeud
Oum er Rbia, the origin of one of Morocco’s greatest rivers and of our hike.
Finding a ride wasn’t hard. Finding a ride that was acceptable to Kus, though, took the better part of
three hours. This was because of my previously unrealized pigmentation problem. Chris was from Jersey, but
born of a Syrian woman and a Palestinian man. He looked every bit of it, with his angular, dark olive face and
dense black curls. Kus was Kus. My heritage, on the other hand, traces back to 80 percent Pennsylvania Dutch,
20 percent white bread, and 100 percent pasty. To most drivers that meant extra Dirham. To us it meant double
or triple the usual price.
We finally caught a ride for a reasonable price in a large van we dubbed the Berber Bus. The van had
eighteen seats and, after Chris, Kus, and I got on, 27 passengers. Every nook of the van had been filled in with
little black plastic stools. I was led to the passenger’s side, but the seat had been replaced with three more stools.
I squeezed into the last open one. An old grey-bearded man came around to my side, and before I could wonder,
“where the hell is he going to…” he was sitting in my lap.
We started winding up and down the valley roads and the Oued Oum er Rbia fell below us, pouring into
the west. As the van bounced from side to side next to the sheer edge, I wondered how the three guys riding up
on the roof rack with our backpacks were doing. I managed to wrench my neck around, without completely
displacing a toothless glaring old woman, and caught a glimpse of Kus and Chris, standing in the back. There
were too many people to close the rear door, and Kus had to stand with one foot in the van and one on the rear
fender, the open door pounding him in the back with the turns. I caught his eye and he smiled, all teeth.
(Continued on next page… )
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At the source we waited out the rain for a few days. We stayed in a hut owned by Mohamed, a man
Kus knew from past visits. During the day we explored cliffs and waterfalls, red-brown with runoff. At night we
played the harmonica and melodica we had brought along. On our second day there, Mohamed invited us to
his home for lunch. He brought us a steaming tajine and we ate well. Afterwards, we wrestled and played with
Mohamed’s little son, Shmael. (Kus: “You are a Berber! And I am an Arab coming to eat you!”)
When we set out the next day, the rain had eased but the sky still threatened. We stopped at the lake
Aguelmame Azigza, and stayed for a day to explore the cliffs and caves.
Everywhere we went, we found Kus had been right. Whenever we found a hut or a home or a village,
they replenished our water and bread supplies in exchange for a little conversation with two out of place
Americans, with Kus as translator (and interjector and elaborator and critic). Even more surprising was how the
Berbers really were our map.
Still, the best directions we could get to find our next stop, Aguelmame Tguelmeme, was really just one
direction: south-west. So we were lost more than once. But whenever that happened, Kus would belt the
Berbers’ preferred name: “Amazigh! AAAAAmmmaaaaazzziiiggh! Amaziiigha!” -and within minutes, a
shepherd from a ridge or two over would pop out of the bushes, looking quizzical. Then within seconds he and
Kus would be talking and laughing. Then in a couple more minutes, the shepherd would disappear into the
scrub and big misty cedars, and we would be on track again.
On the way, we learned that the sap of cedar trees that take over the landscape once you reach a certain
altitude is flammable, and good for starting fires even after the rain. We learned that if you’re hard up for water
(and for some reason only have one water bottle), hiking up to the frost-line, and melting snow over a fire works
as good as anything, as long as you don’t mind twigs and leaves in your soup.
Finally, after a lot of wandering through the sprawling web of donkey trails and logging roads,
Aguelmame Teguelmeme appeared over a ridge. The lake was narrow and long, set down in a steep but shallow
valley, carpeted with grass green and vibrant enough to compete with the deep blue of the sky. Down by the
lake, a few butterflies flew against the cloudlessness, but you only had to raise your eyes about ten degrees to see
snow. It couldn’t have been more than a hundred foot difference between the butterflies and the snow. The
three of us discussed it, and decided to just call it Eden.
A few huts stood along the edges of the valley, but we went up to the first real building (westernly
speaking, that is) we’d seen in days. It belonged to the “regional supervisor,” we were told by a man that met us
up the hill where the house stood. He said the supervisor had just met with some visiting friends, army officers,
and would we like some of the leftover tea-time fare? And for about 20 dirhams(about $2), we ate like beggarkings, sitting on the ground and digging our dirty hands into bread, confiture, milwi, honey, olive oil, olives,
butter…
As we finished, the regional supervisor came out to see us. He wore a giant maroon djelaba, and crossed
his arms over his chest. He looked like he was putting so much effort into looking important and chiefly that he
might fall over. Kus spoke with him for a while about the best way to get down the mountain to the town of
Khenifra. Chief told us the fastest way would be to hitch a ride on one of the logging trucks coming down from
deep cedar country, at even higher altitude. The best time to do that is around five or five-thirty in the morning,
he said.
So we spent the day exploring the length of the lake and valley, and sat down at dusk to one last dinner
of soup and ramen. We made the soup in our tea-pot and passed it around, taking turns eating it with our last
remaining spoon (we had stayed in a hut in Aguelmame Azigza with another Mohamed. This Mohamed,
however, turned out to be a little craftier and a lot less honest than the previous Mohamed, and certain things
went missing from our gear after that). Then we fell asleep by the lake. (Continued on next page… )
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When we woke up at 4:00, that poor excuse for an Eden had frozen over in the high-altitude morning.
We had to crack the thick frost casing of our tent before we could pack it away. We took turns rolling it up, so
each of us could have a chance to warm our hands. Kus, whose feet were bruised and battered from the military
dress shoes he’d been hiking in, put on dry socks, wrapped his feet in plastic bags, and resigned himself to
sandals.
We started climbing up to the road. It was too dark to keep track of the path, so we decided to climb
straight up the loose rock. We labored up the grade slowly, for about fifteen minutes, and stopped to discuss
whether or not to climb back down and find another route.
Then the decision was made for us by some mad and distant barking. The barking got loud very fast,
and with the lightening sky, we could see four or five low-to-the-ground shadows racing around the lake towards
us. We damned the footing, running straight up the hillside, raining gravel and rubble down behind us. Kus
swore English as he slipped in his sandals, and we were all laughing so hard by the time we made the road that
we almost collapsed under our backpacks. Below, the dogs had stopped chasing us, but kept barking, and a few
lamps and candles were being lit in the windows of the huts below.
We caught our breath and started winding down the road, keeping an expectant ear out for lumber
trucks. As the rising sun slipped in and out of the morning clouds it defrosted our gear. When we heard a
rumbling diesel engine coming around the bend, we employed our hide-the-white-guy tactic, except this time
Kus insisted that Chris hide with me.
“Why?” Chris said. “My skin is dark! I look Moroccan.”
“Yes,” Kus winked. “but your smile is American.”
So we hid on the low side of the road, waiting for a truck, and waiting to start making our way down to
the desert. !

7

lorem
The
Road
ipsum
Lessdolor
Traveled

issue,2010
date
Spring

Salsa Dancing in Kabul
by Lauren Pucci
Salsa dancing, or any
type of dancing for that matter,
doesn’t seem to fit with the
conceptions most people have of
Afghanistan, but it is a fact that
salsa dancing can be found in
war-torn Kabul. Movies like
Osama, The Kite Runner and
books like A Thousand Splendid
Suns paint graphic images of the
horrors faced by Afghans
struggling to survive as part of
their daily lives. Nevertheless,
there is a life to be found under

the surface, and for many
foreigners, this life can be found
behind three inches of bullet
proof glass or behind layers of
protective walls to the outside
street.
When the United
Nations Volunteer Program
contacted me in early January
2009 with the option to work as
a Training Officer in
Afghanistan, my first reaction
was to delete the email. Instead
I kept the offer in my inbox and

began to explore the notion of
actually working there for a sixmonth contract. After weeks of
reading and speaking with
people on the ground inside the
country, I decided it was not an
opportunity to miss and to this
day I am happy with my
decision.
Serving as a UNV is a
unique way to work toward the
goals of the United Nations in
roles not ordinarily filled by
international diplomats. These

“… this life can be found behind three inches of bulletproof glass…”

roles provide skills and services
to the peacekeeping missions
abroad in fields such as health
care and engineering. I myself
was recruited as an English
Language Training Officer to
provide intensive language
training to Afghan nationals
working with the UN.
My nerves were on edge

when I first set out for the
mission, and for good reason
given I had never visited a war
zone before. In order to reach
Kabul, I had to first fly to Dubai
and then board the UN
Humanitarian Air Service flight
to Kabul. I scanned the faces of
those on the flight with me and
all seemed to act as though they

were flying to any other
ordinary destination, so I too
tried to act calm (and also
conceal my camera that I used
to take photos of the UN symbol
on the wings of the plane).
(Continued on next page … )
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Two and a half hours
later we were landing in dusty
Kabul. My first image of the
city was a brown film hovering
above the buildings. When the
Soviets invaded Afghanistan,
Kabulis cut down most of the
trees that surrounded the city to
provide fuel. As a result,
amongst other factors, Kabul
today is a dusty mix of cars and
donkey carts. Upon arrival, I
was handed a VHF radio and
ordered to have it turned on and
with me at all times; I was then
ushered into a UN vehicle with
others. I learned it was armored
by the lack of vibration I felt
when I tapped the glass and
there was no vibration.
I caught my first
glimpses of Kabul as most
foreigners do, behind three
inches of bulletproof glass. I
was mesmerized by the tanks
and guns juxtaposed with
children playing in dirt and the
billowy powder blue burkhas
scattered amongst dilapidated
buildings, cars, motorcycles and
bicycles. I was also confused by
the fact that Kabulis drive on
either the right or left side of the
car, it all depends on what car
they can afford, not the law.
The security situation has
steadily deteriorated over the
years in Kabul, which leaves
little ability to walk and
‘experience’ Afghan culture
inside the city.
*
My invitation to go salsa
dancing came during a poolside
dinner at a restaurant called

L’Atmosphere, a French
restaurant complete with a
miniature light-up Eiffel Tower.
A Peruvian and Filipino told me
about Salsa Night at one of the
local guesthouses in Kabul and
invited me to attend. Given the
novelty of the idea, I gladly
accepted, as I couldn’t wrap my
head around the idea of twirls
and dips to the backdrop of fastpaced music in a place like
Kabul.
To enter the guesthouse
where the Salsa was happening,
I had to pass three iron gates
with men holding Kalashnikovs
before finally making it inside.
Muffled salsa beats were coming
from a door off to the side
entrance of a house. After
opening the door I was greeted
by a great number of people
dancing, laughing and spinning
away to Latin tunes in the dim
lighting. I believe globalization
can be thanked when Manu
Chau can be heard by Latinos,
Europeans, Africans and Asians
all under one roof in a country
at war. It was a much-needed
escape from the realities of
poverty seen just on the outside
of the guarded walls. As always
in Kabul, my night ended early
due to the strict 11p.m. curfew
imposed by the UN.
I was not in Kabul for
the entire duration of my time in
Afghanistan. Most was spent in
the Hindu Kush, in an area
called Bamyan, renowned for its
peace and stability. Unlike
Kabul, you can walk openly in
the streets with minimal

security. Much of this is due to
the peaceful tribe of the area, the
Hazara, who are thought to be
the descendents of Genghis
Khan. Prior to the 30 years of
war, Afghanistan was a hot spot
for backpackers because of its
gorgeous scenery, low living
costs, and the hospitality of the
Afghan people. Over time it
earned the reputation as being a
must-see on the infamous
“hippie trail,” where loads of
backpackers in the ’60’s and
’70’s would travel through to
India and Nepal.
There was a stark
contrast between the urban rush
and crowds of Kabul to the
tranquility of Bamyan isolated
in the mountains. I was happy
to trade the salsa for hiking in
the Hindu Kush. Nevertheless,
war was always around me and
I couldn’t hike in “uncleared”
areas, where landmines might
still exist.
There is no doubt that
Afghanistan will be rebuilding
its nation for years, after three
decades of war. But once peace
is finally achieved, there is hope
that it could become an
adventure travel locale due to its
unique landscape, history and
culture. It’s unknown whether
the Salsa nights will still be held
after the international aid
workers pull out, but the
Afghans will surely still be there
waiting with a cup of tea to
welcome any and all who may
enter their country. !
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Spring 2009: London, England
by Jessica Cuniff
I missed my plane to London, England
I hate the Newark, NJ airport
New plane ticket said, World Traveler
Britney asked, “What do we get as world travelers?”
Plane of strangers,
And a hopeful London Guide book.
Stomach butterflies and perspiring palms,
Eating the soggy penne pasta with dehydrated chicken.
Welcome to Heathrow Airport; arrival
“Only take the black cabs!” London Guide book said.
Alone on the streets,
Two mismatched suit cases standing on Gordon Road.
A little black chalk board said,
“Welcome Jessica!” next to a yellow flower
Host family; Becky, 40, Toby, 3, Nisha, thirty?
And Mr. Bollisant, white Maltese.
I took the tube, everywhere
Popping out of the ground, all over central London;
Piccadilly Circus, Covent Garden, Camden Market.
Tube doors blew my hair, sometimes my skirt.
The tube and London have
People from all over the world
London has musicals, movie premiers, history, fog.
Bought a post card, “I went to London and it rained.”
After a month, I knew that a fortnight is two weeks,
An advert, an advertisement
Fish and chips, fish and fries
And I go to Uni and order take-away.
I ask a man, “Where’s the loo?”
I say, “That way looks dodgy,” to my mate.
I give people directions, “Oh, it’s straight away.”
I look smart, lovely, brilliant, and say “Cheers” to everything.
London Guide book stayed behind
Welcome to Heathrow Airport; departure.
“What do I get as a world traveler?”
Flight attendant, “World travelers get the big seats.”
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Air Strikes in Gaza …………………………………………... by Ben Kamber
On the morning of December 27, 2008, after months of heightened tensions and inflamed rhetoric from all
sides, war enveloped the country where I had chosen to spend a year of my life. Yet, to read the headlines,
“Israel Launches Air Strikes in Gaza” came as no initial surprise to me. Ever since I had flown to Israel in
August, and for many months, even years prior, another military excursion between Israel and Hamas in
Gaza seemed likely. I had heard the stories of the fear and anxiety that shrouded the Israelis who lived in
close proximity to Gaza, who never knew if today might be the day that a Kassam rocket might hit their
home or their children’s school. In a sense I had mentally prepared that war would break out, hoping that it
could be avoided, but knowing that it wouldn’t.
Yet, something did surprise me on the morning of the 27th and continued to surprise me for the next three and
a half weeks. Simply put, it was as if nothing had happened. Soldiers were risking their lives and men,
women and children, were dying just 45 miles south of my apartment located in a wealthy suburb in northern
Tel Aviv – yet the distance might as well have been 4,500 miles. Nothing seemed to change. I am not sure
what I expected, maybe a heightened discourse or even a few less people shopping or sipping coffee in one of
the many cafés lining the streets in central Tel Aviv. I can still remember peering through the windows of a
crowded city bus the next day, expecting to observe some sort of difference in the behavior of people. Yet, for
a country so used to war and protracted conflict, this current foray was just another passing moment it
seemed. The truth was that people had effectively learned to live with an expectation of present conflict and
future war. Its arrival did not warrant a change in routine. Why would it?
This was not good enough for me though. I did not have the expectation of war ingrained within me. I
wanted to know exactly what was going on in that tiny strip of conflict-ridden land that was so close to where
I slept each night. It is one thing to read about a war in a newspaper, to learn how many people were killed,
or to listen to someone attempt to justify or condemn one. It is something entirely different to force oneself to
observe images of wounded or dying people, to listen to their screams, to truly think about a person’s
suffering. And I can only begin to imagine what it must be like to be actively involved in a war zone.
In an attempt to gain some insight, some limited sense of what was actually going on, I turned to the only
international reporter actually inside of Gaza City at the time, Ayman Mohyeldin, a reporter for the English
version of Al Jazeera. Each night I would sit on my bed, laptop on my lap, and watch Mohyeldin reporting
for hours on end sometimes. It was almost surreal to think that the images that I was seeing of bombs being
dropped from aircraft or the sounds of women screaming because of the loss of their children, was really
occurring only an hour drive from where I sat. It was perversely fascinating while at the same time deeply
unsettling to imagine that what I was observing was just a tiny piece of the reality of it all.
It is a strange thing to be so close to conflict and suffering, and yet to feel so detached. It is even stranger for
society around you to appear so removed. As I write this, it has been about a year since the Gaza War
commenced and still the debate over its many controversial elements continues. Admittedly, when I reflect
back upon my year in Israel, the Gaza War is not what comes first to mind. There are thankfully just too
many positive memories of wonderful and extraordinary experiences that I was lucky enough to have. Yet,
to this day, when I read about the Gaza War, I am still brought back to those nights of watching the reports of
Ayman Mohyeldin from my quiet, insulated apartment and the feeling of being so close, to so much pain. !
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I’ve never seen the sea
I’ve never seen the endless blue
From the sky, I saw the endless blue
The sun rose from eastern sky

Il Mare

Over Corsica to Rome
Down south on the island
Down to Sicily

by Anthony Torcaso

The sea is down the street
On the rocks under the Sicilian sun
Jumped off the rocks.
Floating in endless blue
Just the sun, water, and me

Photo courtesy Christopher Hughes
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Passion Has No Language Barrier
By Jatolloa Davis
As I look back at my
experience in Sicily and look
forward to graduation, I have
begun to understand how the
tools I have gained will equip
me for the ever-changing
nursing arena. Those that
govern the profession are
constantly encouraging research,
most dealing with discovering
the best ways to help patients
recover or return to a better state
of health. The one thing that
has not changed and I believe
fuels anything one dedicates
their life to is PASSION.
This topic cannot be
taught, only felt, believed in,
and perhaps infused in others
through interaction. Clinical
was a very large component of
my curriculum while abroad.
Each week I spent 16 to 24
hours in the hospital shadowing
a nurse, nurse educator, or
program coordinator. I had the
opportunity to rotate through
several interesting departments,
one of my favorites being the
operating room where I was able
to witness my first open-heart
surgery. There is nothing like
standing three feet away from an
open chest and a beating heart.
What resounds in my mind as
one of the most beneficial
lessons learned while there did
not come from a procedure, a
research article or a scholarly
journal. The health care team
infused in me the importance of
passion.
From the beginning of
the trip I was dreading the walk
to the hospital. I knew I would

enjoy being in the hospital, but
getting there was a small
challenge. Not because it was
through rough terrain but
because of its distance. Living in
Oakland and walking to a
UPMC hospital was all that I
was used to. Each day we
would leave for the hospital
around 8a.m. to begin our 40minute trek. Yet the walk was
actually rather beautiful. We
always passed a gorgeous
cathedral and then entered a
garden strewn with palm trees
and fountains. Luckily by the
end of the trip I had learned to
embrace the walk. Each day, I
would mentally review the trip
so far and try to preserve every
moment so I could share the
experience with others when I
returned home.
When I arrived for my
first day at the hospital I was
greeted by a group of nurse
educators, each with their own
story to share. They were all
very proud of their journey and
to be called a nurse. As I
listened to each nurse educator
explain a bit about themselves
and their program, I could feel
the passion radiating from inside
them for what they do everyday.
As our clinical days had
been arranged prior to our
arrival, there were some units
that I was more excited about
than others. Dialysis was one of
them. Before getting started, the
local staff spent about ten
minutes attempting to
pronounce my name. Then,
after the tour and explanation of

the daily routine, I even gained
some valuable life lessons. My
nurse made me promise to
always evaluate what I was
doing in life and to make sure
that whatever that was, I loved
it. My time in dialysis surprised
me and my nurse will surely be
a part of my everyday nursing
journey because of his passion.
I can recall another
experience I had that was not
only passion-filled but helped
confirm that I was indeed in the
right profession. One day at
clinical, I was scheduled to
shadow a physical therapist.
After a tour of the facility, and a
presentation of a day in the life
of a physical therapist, we were
on our way to visit patients. I
found out that day that one
thing they struggled with in their
healthcare arena was follow-up.
After patients left the hospital
they were less likely to follow
the prescribed regime and return
for a check-up. But this was not
the case for the patient I saw.
The patient I saw was in
a rather intense situation but
was able to remain in high
spirits. While in the room I was
unable to directly communicate
with the patient due to the
language barrier, but often
words were unnecessary. My
smile and attentive eye contact
said just enough. When I did
wish to speak to the patient, the
physical therapist was able to
translate for me. I think one of
the most defining moments of
my experience abroad occurred
(Continued on next page… )
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one day when I was on my lunch break and saw
the same patient walking out with her spouse. I
was unable to say anything but buona fortuno;
but again, words were not necessary. The look
of gratitude for all of the hospital’s help and her
excitement to be able to return home was all
communicated with two words and eyes filled
with passion.
Moments
like those reaffirm
my choice to be in a
profession that is
able to see people at
their weakest and
recuperate them
back to a full life.
The healthcare
professionals,
especially the nurses
in Italy, possess a
true passion for
what they do.

It is not a profession that is highly
celebrated, but that has nothing to
do with why these men and
women became nurses. They
wake up to save lives; the patient
is their only concern. I can only
hope that one day I will be able to
inspire health in others through my
knowledge and passion. !
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Over the Waterfall and Through the
Throat of the Devil
by Daniel J. Wolf

It was the summer of 2009, and the time had
come. The end of June was the beginning of a
new chapter in my life: my study abroad in
Buenos Aires, Argentina. Once all the
arrangements are made, with a program chosen
and plane tickets in hand, it seems surreal to
embark on such a journey—almost a euphoric
denial. My mission was to take courses in Latin
American Studies in the “Paris of South
America,” and my itinerary was speckled with
trips throughout the reaches of Argentina. Later I
would find myself in illustrious museums,
kayaking through Tigre, exploring cities of the
dead, trekking through the jungle, surveying ruins,
and delving into mines. The grand finale of my
study abroad was, however, the waterfalls of
Iguazú.
It was near the end of my stint in South
America and my program had saved the best for
last—Iguazú. Myself and two other students in
the program had to endure a 12-hour bus ride to
reach the falls, but it was well worth it. We were
provided luxury buses, complete with beds and
individual televisions for the trip. On the way, we
were given meals and even five different TV
channels of various movies on a continuous loop.

They were obviously bootlegged movies,
complete with watermarks and disclaimers of
fraud scrolling across the screen. I noticed this
on the subway all the time – the sale of pirated
films, that is.
But after our long trip, we began a tour
through the subtropical jungle on horseback.
The plant life was not particularly in full bloom
and animals were sparse thanks to the season
(our Summer is their Winter, don’t forget). Our
guide was a local man who knew the area well.
He showed us how the indigenous Guarani
Indians trapped jaguars, monkeys, and wild pig,
and eventually led us to a tribe in the area. They
lived very simply in huts, sleeping on dirt, and
cultivating bananas, pineapples, and chickens for
food. They had some wares for sale (because
they like to go to town and purchase vices every
so often I was told), and so I purchased a real
blowgun. (Continued on next page.)
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When I would later return to the U.S., my little brother would test just how real it was on my unsuspecting
father.
The next day in Iguazú, we visited the falls—a candidate on the list of the New Seven Wonders of the
World. They did not disappoint – words cannot describe, and not even pictures do it justice. As Eleanor
Roosevelt put it, “it makes Niagara look like a kitchen faucet.” Scattered above and below the falls was a
network of well-crafted walkways, providing passage to sheer majesty. Rainbows seemed to jut out in all
directions, cascading over jagged cliffs of stone and foliage. Leaning outward from a small patch of stone was
an orange tree, with a single fruit dangling over certain doom in the most precarious of ways. To me, it seemed
the epitome of “forbidden fruit,” and for all we will ever know, may have been the sweetest tasting orange in all
the world.
There was a lot more to the park than just the falls. We went on an all-terrain vehicle tour of the jungle,
where we saw exotic plants like parasitic trees, colorful toucans, alligators, and a possible monkey sighting. We
also went on a riverboat and raft tour of the falls all the way to the “Throat of the Devil,” a U-shaped portion of
the river in which we got thoroughly soaked. After, we decided to get some lunch at an in-park café, and we
witnessed a pack of odd raccoon/anteater-like animals, called Coatis, steal sugar packets from people’s tables.
The hostel we stayed at near the park during the nights was full of travelers from all over the world. I met
several people from Brazil, Peru, Mexico, Holland, and Ireland, to name a few. There were many activities
planned, coordinated by local hostels, like parrilla banquets and musical shows complete with authentic congalines. It was a good time to say the least, despite it having rained everyday—not too much of a surprise for a
subtropical rainforest.
Our final day in Iguazú was spent visiting two fascinating new areas: the mines of Wanda and the Jesuit
ruins at Misiones. I cannot argue that the mines were anything special. If you’ve seen one geode, you’ve seen
them all. If anything it was most interesting to learn about the area’s geological composition. The soil in Iguazú
had a deep red tint, thanks to its rich iron content, and the area was plentiful with rodocrosita, a beautiful pink
mineral not found in many areas of the world.
Next we traveled to Misiones to see the Jesuit ruins. I had the opportunity to learn the history of the Jesuits
while exploring an expansive archeological site. They had restored a Jesuit mission to the best of its capacity,
with ancient stone walls towering over the crumbling remains of a small town, fighting back a jungle trying to
reclaim its territory. For
example, there was a tree there
that was dubbed the “arbol
corazón de piedra” because the
tree has enveloped an ancient
stone pillar that now resides in
its center.
After the ruins, it was time
for us travel-weary students to
pack up and leave Iguazú. On
our way out, we made sure to
see the Three Frontiers: the tripoint of Argentina, Paraguay,
and Brazil. So in addition to all
the wonderful sights and sounds,
I also obtained the luxury of
being able to tell the somewhat
white lie of having seen all three
of these amazing countries. !
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My Cute Friend from Japan
by Jessica Cuniff
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My Cute Friend from Japan
By Jessica Cuniff
“Oh, Cute,” Yuka said to almost everything,
except when she answered with a confused shrug or
giggle.
Yuka was a Japanese girl, about twenty. She
was living in London for a month to learn English. I
never understood how she was supposed to learn
English in a month, since the complex writing system
of Japanese was unlike it in every way. Nevertheless,
Yuka seemed content with her adventure to England.
I met Yuka the first weekend in March, when
I relocated to a new host family. My new host family
consisted of Susan, Peter, and their good friend
Chloe, who they called their niece.
“Oh, and there is a Japanese student upstairs.
She sleeps so much. Poor thing wakes up at 3 p.m.
and misses half the day,” Susan told me minutes after
arriving on her marble stone walkway.
Susan and Peter spoke Arabic fluently and
some broken English. Susan was from Iraq and Peter
was from Syria, so it was difficult to understand
them. Chloe was from Dubai, and she had a strong
accent when she spoke English.
For the first few days, Yuka and I didn’t
speak much because I didn’t think she would
understand me. Our family was always working and
left us to take over the television for a few hours in
the evening.
One night, I walked into Yuka’s room and
said, “Hi, I’m Jess.’”
She responded, “Oh, Cute.” I’m still not sure
if she meant my scarf that she pointed to or me.
I laughed, “Wanna come watch a movie?”
Yuka looked at me, laughed, and shrugged. I
thought for a moment of how to ask her without
words, since her English vocabulary wasn’t
developed much beyond ‘cute.’
All I could think of was to draw a big
imaginary square with my hands, and then pointed to
the staircase outside her door.
I said, “Come on,” waving my hand for her

to follow me downstairs, and she did. I picked up a
pile of DVDs next to the television. I motioned for her
to pick one she wanted to watch. We ended up
watching two movies that night, in English, together.
Yuka was learning some new words like “yes”
and “no thank you.” This helped when my host family
spoke to her. But I helped Yuka learn what American
movies to watch. We even went shopping. We used a
number of nonverbal gestures to point out good prices.
I wanted to do more with Yuka; she had become a
friend.
It came time for London to celebrate St.
Patrick’s Day, which is one of the city’s liveliest
celebrations of the year. There was an Irish parade,
music, dancing, food, and plenty of pubs celebrating. I
wasn’t going to miss celebrating one of my favorite
holidays, since I am Irish. I wore green and
anticipated the releasing of hundreds of green, orange,
and white balloons at Trafalgar Square. As soon as I
got home from class, I ran up to my room to grab my
camera. I noticed Yuka was watching television.
Peeking in her room I whispered, “Yuka?”
She popped open the door with a smile. “I’m going
out for St. Partick’s Day. Do you want to come?” She
looked at me puzzled. I was speaking English too fast.
I pretended to hold a mug and brought it up to my
mouth. I danced around similar to how my mother
dances in the car, waving arms and shaking my head
back and forth. “Party?” I asked her. She nodded
and started to get her things together. I pointed to my
shirt and my St. Patty’s Day accessories, hoping she
would put on something green. “What’s the Japanese
word for green?” I asked. She didn’t understand me.
She must have thought I wanted a compliment on my
various shades of green clothing and shamrocks.
Yuka said, “Oh, Cute!”
Yuka and I caught the tube, went to the
parade, tried Irish beer, took pictures, and laughed all
St. Patty’s day. She was not Irish or good at
understanding English. I’m not even sure she knew
what she was celebrating that day. But I couldn’t help
thinking to myself, “this is cute.” !

18

lorem
ipsum
The
Road
Lessdolor
Traveled

issue,2010
date
Spring

The Whole World’s a Stage……………………………….by Dan Baur
Cusco morning commutes are nervous affairs. The city is a bee’s nest, abuzz, and constantly moving.
People moving, taxis roaring past in every direction. It’s as if the ground is moving beneath you. It requires a
dancer’s poise and balance to pull it off. Today, like every day of my commute, I am George Balanchine
performing “Gringo Swan Lake.” The only difference is that my stage is Avenida Qollacalle rather than the
Bolshoi. Moreover, today’s number will be of the Neoclassical set. The setting requires less rigidity and attention
to classic lines. The tempo will be high, and there will be a slightly more technical approach. There will be little
room for narrative today. The beauty of the dance is a story in itself. The dance is the juice.
Oh with the dance! Let joy be unconfined.
Walking down the steps from my apartment, I rub the sleep out of my eyes and try to limber up. The sun,
recently arisen, hangs slightly above the surrounding mountains. It is early yet, but I am beginning to hear the
sounds of music. Initially, I hear what faintly sounds like piccolos and strings. Softly, oh so softly, it builds. I am
awakening. My heart begins to swell with one part excitement and one part dread. I go on stage everyday, but the
butterflies are ever-present.
I own this dance; it is my daily cross to bear. But, there is no margin for error, for I have some harsh
critics. In my audience sit Jesus, Lucifer, and Mr. Reaper. They wait with baited breath for me to falter. Death is
all around in the form of Daewoo blurs, always at the ready. Indeed, one must make a choice when it comes to
the dance—live dangerously and possibly create and experience something beautiful, or, take a cab. It is not
unlike going to battle. Glory is there; it is available, but requires surrendering to the fates. One must decide
whether the juice is worth the squeeze. There can be no second-guessing.
When it comes to the dance, the juice is always worth the squeeze. Today, like most days, I’m feeling
existential. I will dance; I will do battle for the chance to touch the ethereal. Fittingly, the crescendo of piccolos
and strings is building to Tchaikovsky’s “War of 1812 Overture.”
As I step onto Pumapacha street, the maestro welcomes the brass. It is 6:30 a.m., and the taxis are
already screaming. My first move requires navigating the 30 percent gradient street down to Calle Recoleta. As I
stand perched atop the precipice, I hear the choir starting up. Something momentous is coming. I breathe; this is
it.
One foot steps forward and down I go. The smooth cobbles are moist, so I chasse. Ten feet, then a rut, a
180-degree ballon, and a sliding plie. Twenty feet, a ballon, and ten more feet. At the bottom, I lean back. Onto my
heels, I stop. My end may come if I am unable to create friction. All stop! The maestro pauses for a moment. I
peek around the blind corner at Recoleta. WHOOSH! That taxi was gunning for me. A gap forms between cars.
Ten feet, no more. I leap into an arabesque. Across Recoleta in a single bound. And, here comes the percussion!
The maestro signals allegro.
Brass, strings, drums, cymbals, woodwinds, they all sound off at once. Sounds bounce off each other and
carry me along. Before me stands the quarter-mile death trap of Qollacalle. Narrow, one-sidewalked, peopled,
and taxi-ed. This is Act Two – it is devastating to watch, and exhausting to perform. Taxis coming at regular
intervals—one, two; one, two, three. This is where rehearsal pays off.
I flow, striding down the sidewalk. Taxis. Cymbals. Fireworks. Pedestrians bore straight for me. Time the
jump. Into the road as a taxi approaches with speed from behind. Back onto the sidewalk, around the pedestrian
in a single fluid motion, feeling the air of the taxi. Telephone pole straight ahead blocks the path. Right foot into
the base of the pole, arm wrapped around at shoulder height. I swing around the pole at 45-degrees without
leaving the sidewalk. Pedestrians running at me, late for work. In, out, around. Never break my flow. I am water
adapting to my container. Whoosh! Taxi! Brass wails from behind. I am flying. (Continued on next page… )
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The chorus builds. Then, all notes are held. Drums roll. Is this the end?
But a brief pause, my friend. Before me stands Plaza Limacpampa, the most technical and potentially
dangerous part of my performance. I stand briefly at the corner of this death trap of an intersection before me. My
eyes are set on the goal, the other side of the street. I am surrounded by pedestrians and policemen.
Deep breath. Green light. Maestro! All start—people, whistles, taxis, drums, cymbals, brass, choir,
woodwinds, fireworks. The redcoats are charging! Gentlemen, once more into the breach!
I leap sideways off the sidewalk into the center of the street. I stop at the edge of a cliff. Whoosh! Whoosh!
Whoosh! On again, two strides to the opposite sidewalk. The music is deafening, my body tingles. I am a giant
nerve-ending. Two toes on the edge of the sidewalk, my balance is unsure and I do a sway back, trying to hold my
ground. A taxi whizzes by one foot behind my back. Sheer force of will pulls me back from the brink.
The choir builds to max volume. The bells begin to chime. I am standing on solid tarmac and staring at
the Temple of the Sun. The sun has risen high above the buildings, and the glare makes it hard to see, I smile.
Certainly, Inti’s light is shining on me. Oh, to be young and able to shrug off death’s embrace.
I do triple runs as the finale roars. One leap, two small steps. One leap, two small steps. Into the entrance
of my language school as the final chords resound. I bow deeply at the top of the steps, hands on knees, air
pumping through my lungs. I am exhausted. The curtain drops. I head upstairs to teach my first class of the day.
Not a bad performance for a Tuesday. Onto to the next act—standup comedy. !

!
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What is the Word for
Chicken?

I stare at another menu. Do I know any of
these words? No. Okay. Chicken. What is the
word for “chicken?” Sure, Chinese symbols were
more of an obstacle, but oh the pictures! Chinese
menus have mastered the picture. If I could just
figure out the word for chicken.
by Tara Stief
Spain was easy, like finding the perfect
way to cheat on a test. Pizza. Pasta. Vino (wine).
Thank God for vino. Cerveza (Beer), Uno más (one more), and Por favor (please). Drunks and lushes need manners,
too. It was tapas at five, wishing they would just serve dinner, followed by an overflowing table, plate after plate, at
eleven o’clock. Eating and drinking, talking and laughing, eating and drinking, talking and laughing, in a fluid cycle
of overstuffed stomachs and instant connections.
Morrocco. Morocco was not easy. It was sauces and gray meats, head nods and questionable vegetables.
“Does anyone think this once had legs?” It was snake-meat and rice; thank God for rice. It was finally learning
what couscous actually is and finding yourself taking seconds. It was sitting shoulder to shoulder in the round,
sharing platters of food, while searching for eyes of assurance. “Did you try the orange… stuff?”
China and Japan were no utensils. It was “how do I eat soup with chopsticks?” and, “That looks like beef...
right?” It was staring at the symbols on the menu, realizing you were never going to understand what they said. It
was beef in Kobe, served on a metal cow plate. “Did they really have to show me the before and after?”
Thailand was the pointing game; never sure what would come out, but satisfied with every plate. Noodles,
rice, and veggies; arranged, prepared and sculpted. It was my personal discovery of the spring roll.
India was eating with risk. It was Russian roulette with spicy chicken and a toilet. It was knowing the end of
the story, but playing out the events anyway.
Foreign food was a mystery, a game with every meal. But it was also exploring new tastes, sensations to
your tongue and stomach that you never felt before. It was the unquestionable, undeniable comfort of eating at a
McDonald’s, though you never eat there in the states. It was five-hour conversations, sharing, passing, falling in
love. !
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