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TRACINGS Newsletter is a 

quarterly production of the 

Medical Student Government 

Association of the Texas 

College of Osteopathic 

Medicine.  Article and 

photographic submissions are 

welcomed and encouraged.  

Contributions can be sent to 

Kiran Nair, Editor-In-Chief, at 

knair@hsc.unt.edu or Student 

Box 465.  Photos and articles 

will be returned if possible , 

and are subject to editing prior 

to publication. 

Individuals interested in aiding 

the production of TRACINGS 

Newsletter can contact Kiran 

Nair by the above methods. 

ñOwing to the great haste 

which this book has been 

rushed through the press to 

meet urgent demand, we will 

ask the indulgence of the public 

for any imperfection that may 

appear.ò 

A.T. Still 1899 

 

 Each year the MSGA 

President gets the opportunity 

to participate in several national 

conferences through COSGP 

(The Council of Osteopathic 

Student Government 

Presidents).  This body, 

comprised of student 

government presidents and 

members from each osteopathic 

college, has focused on several 

issues this year including 

Osteopathic medical research, 

the growth of the osteopathic 

profession, the Osteopathic 

identity, curriculum approaches, 

and NBOME testing.  The body 

serves as a resource pool to 

share student opinions and 

experiences and to represent 

the osteopathic student opinion 

to bodies like AACOM, AOA, 

NBOME, etc.   

 

At our last meeting, there 

was quite a bit of discussion on 

the issues surrounding the 

direction of the Osteopathic 

identity, profession, and 

education.  As you might 

imagine, there is no strict 

template to Osteopathic 

educationésome schools are 

very osteopathic in their 

approach, some more allopathic 

(whatever that may mean to 

each school)ésome are 

traditional subject-based 

curricula, while others use a 

strict case based/small group 

approachésome have large 

faculties, others small, etc.  

Everyone tends to define 

Osteopathy by their own 

experience and thus there were 

lengthy discussions to gain 

some idea of how each school 

viewed the ñOsteopathic-nessò 

of their college and in what 

direction their university is, or 

should be, heading in the 

future.  Several items were 

agreed upon after discussion 

including:  the importance of 

maintaining manual medicine as 

part of the osteopathic 

education, the need for 

osteopathic education to be a 

full four year education with 

ample osteopathic graduate 

medical education opportunities, 

and the need to maintain and 

strengthen the teaching of 

Osteopathic principles in a rapid 

growth environment.    

 

Here are a few excerpts 

from different reports that give 

some idea as to the current 

growth environment of 

Osteopathy: 

 

§ Since 1996, the 

number of available seats for 

first-year students in the 22 

colleges and three branch 

campuses that are part of the 

AACOM application service has 

grown from approximately 

2,200 to approximately 4,000 

    CONTINUED ON PAGE 3 
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On Ruins  
ANDREW KENDALL 

 

Firsts 
CHRISTINA DOAN 

   

   

  

    

 

for my neighbor, at Binz and Almeda 

 

The difference between outrage and empathy 

is not large: think of what happened tonight, 

how things break, refuse to stand, leave us empty. 

 

You tried twice to lift your dog from where sheôd 

died, to lead her by the collar out of sight. 

What difference was my outrage or empathy 

 

to you, a stranger screaming in the street 

no god Jesus no get up youôre all righté. 

But she was broken, refused to stand, empty. 

 

No good dog (never tied) could ever flee 

your stupidity and all those rushing headlights. 

She didnôt need outrage or empathy; 

 

she always loved you uncontrollably. 

Nothing I could mutter would make it all right: 

things break, refuse to stand, leave us empty. 

 

We cannot dig ourselves from such debris, 

escape it by forgetting.  Despite 

any human difference-outrage, empathy- 

things break, refuse to stand, leave us empty. 

Itôs been 7 months since I started medical school. Thus, itôs only fitting to sit 

back and remember the firstséé. 

 

My first impression of my class as a wholeé.òwow, there are so many different 

people hereé Iôm curious to learn everyoneôs story.ò I wonôt attempt to try and 

summarize all the ñawesomenessò of our class but hereôs some of TCOM 2010 

in a nutshell: researchers, Ph.D, D.C, MBA, MPH, engineers, proud parents, 

loving husbands and wives, post-bacs aka ñthe curve wreckersò, aggies, 

longhorns, horned frogs, cougars, bears, that one chick from Washington (hi el 

presidente), that one guy from Forney (just where is that exactlyéchad), and 

of courseé. ROCKETS and mavericks fans. Sorry I couldnôt resist.  

 

The very first CIL with Dr. Dubiné.. ñoh my goodness, he has the roster in his 

handsé whatôs going on here??ò ñstudent Dré.ò ñoh for the love of all that is 

holy, please donôt call on meé.ò I remember becoming tachypneic, acidotic 

with metabolic compensation, insulin-resistant, and the like during the 

moments when those infamous words were uttered. ñwhere is everyone getting 

all this info from?ò and thus, MDConsult entered our lives. ñpt presents with a 

cough.ò ñdifferential diagnosis? DKA! MI! Legionnaireôs Disease, diabeteséboth 

types! Pneumo- something or other, myasthenia gravis, Cushingôs disease, a 

lesioné. above, below, sideways, parallel, perpendicular to segmentéò ñwhat 

labs are we considering?ò ñeverything short of an autopsy should cover itò And 

having gone through countless cases, itôs no longer an hour of anticipation, but 

rather, quite the learning experience itôs intended to be.  

 

The very first day of OMM. ñhi, nice to meet you OMM partner.ò 5 mins lateré.. 

ñsorry but Iôm going to have to palpate your ischial tuberosity nowé. As soon 

as I find out just exactly what that is.ò Nothing like grabbing your partnerôs 

rear-end to quickly break the ice between the two of you. And then of courseé. 

thereôs that beloved pubic symphysis. I donôt think anyone will ever forget that 

infamous day when Jonathan ñhot pantsò Hopkins ñadjustedò himself on camera 

so his p. symphysis was made readily available. ñso whatôs your diagnosis? 

Okay so she doesnôt want to go left ï she has left side somatic dysfunction 

(yeah, I understandé this totally makes sense!) NO THATôS WRONG!! Always 

name it the way that doesnôt make sense ï she doesnôt want to go left so she 

has RIGHT side dysfunction!ò ñalrighty thené. I suppose I will now throw all 

caution to the wind and see how this goesò ñOK FINE! From now on, Iôm just 

gonna take you where you donôt want to go unless otherwise specified!ò OMM 

has been such a learning experience and the more techniques we learn, the 

more I feel that itôs definitely an asset to us. 

                                      CONTINUED ON PAGE 4 

 

  

The first day in anatomy lab. I remember changing into my overly big scrubs 

 

The average dog is a nicer 
person than the average 

person 

Andy Rooney 
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Have Your Badge Ready 
at the Parking Garage for 
Little Man  

PHIL SCRIPP 

 Updates from The Council of Osteopathic 
Student Government Presidents (COSGP) 

     FROM PAGE 1 

   

   

  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

There is a mischievous little man 

who lives and hides in the box that controls 

the arm-gate at the parking garage.  I first 

discovered this at the beginning of my first 

year.  Campus police will tell you that the 

official times of the parking arm are 

something like 7am to 6pm, but there is no 

rhyme or reason as to whether the parking 

gate is up or down except for Little Man.   It 

doesn't matter what time you arrive-if your 

badge is in the trunk with your books, little 

Man makes sure the arm is down.  If you 

come at 9:30 with badge ready, Little Man 

sees you and has the arm up.  But arrive at 

six am to try and beat Little Mann and "ARM 

DOWN!"  he laughs mischievously in his little 

box.   

 

I have gotten into the habit of 

always having my badge ready now, and so I 

don't run into Little Man anymore except on 

test days.  I know it sounds crazy that I 

believe in Little Man, but this last exam I came 

driving late to the parking garage and from a 

distance saw the arm up-until I got there and 

amazingly it closed just as I arrived!  I had to 

fish for my badge while traffic backed up 

behind me.  So now I am spilling his secret.  

Keep your badge ready and spoil his fun. that 

is until he has a new batch of first-years to 

play with.   

      

   

§ Three new colleges have 

received provisional accreditation within 

the last quarter, and will begin serving 

students in Fall 2007. The association 

welcomes COM Mesa of the AT Still 

University of Health Sciences; the Debusk 

College of Osteopathic Medicine of 

Lincoln Memorial University; and the 

TOURO College of Osteopathic Medicine 

to AACOM membership.  Along with 

these three schools two additional 

schools in the states of Washington and 

Colorado are opening in 2008 and 

existing colleges are growing in class size 

§ Active Osteopathic physicians 

now number more than 53,000, or 7 

percent of the nation's 744,000 

physicians, and 2,900 more are 

graduating each year. By 2010, COMs 

will graduate about 4,500 DOs annually. 

§ The number of colleges of 

osteopathic medical education (COMs) 

and affiliated branch campuses has 

grown from just five in 1963 to 14 in 

1980 to 26 today (allopathic programs 

have seen little to no growth 

§ In 1968, the five colleges 

enrolled 1,879 students and annually 

produced 426 DOs. In 2006, enrollment 

totaled 14,435, more than a seven-fold 

increase, and the colleges graduated 

2,713 DOs. By comparison, the numbers 

of allopathic medical students and 

graduates have not quite doubled in the 

same time frame. 

The list goes oné..Obviously, osteopathic 

education, thus Osteopathy, is in an 

expansive growth phase.  There are 

many opinions and concerns surrounding 

responsible growth, accreditation, need 

for faculty resources, and all of the issues 

mentioned above surrounding the 

Osteopathic identity, teaching of 

Osteopathic principles, and direction of 

osteopathy in the future.  While every 

school is unique and there are differing 

opinions about where we are and where 

we are going, this continues to be an 

issue that is seen as paramount at all 

levels.   

 

While this report is by no means 

comprehensive, and I could continue to 

ramble for pagesé I will close with this.  

Every chance that I have to share the 

ñTCOM experienceò with other schools 

across the nation and to hear of their 

experiences, I am very proud to be a 

student at TCOM.  While we always have 

room for improvement, my opinion (from 

curriculum, to tuition, to GME 

opportunities, to facultyéand beyond) is 

that we are at one of the best, if not THE 

best institution in the nation!  Thank you 

for allowing me to represent our school 

in this forum and to share a bit of our 

institution with others.  If you ever have 

concerns or questions, please let me 

know.   

 

 
If you are interested in some of these issues, read Inside OME at : 
http://www.aacom.org/insideome/2007-03-Mar.asp#item2cont 

http://www.aacom.org/insideome/2007-03-Mar.asp#item2cont
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Firsts 
FROM PAGE 2  

   

   

  

    

The first day in anatomy lab. I remember changing into my overly big 

scrubs despite the fact that itôs ñextra smallò and thinking to myselfé. 

Iôm wearing M.C. frickin hammer pants! I took a stroll down the 

entire length of the lab in the attempt to find my tank. I got to make 

the very first incisionééAnd thatôs one moment I will never forget. I 

just have to mention how awesome my tankmates are, especially 

being the only girl in the group ï go skulls!  

 

The first session of clinical medicine. ñhow do you work this thing?ò 

ñIôve never taken anyoneôs blood pressure before!ò ñIôm sorry, but Iôm 

gonna need to get really close to youò ñok now just try to get under 

there and listenò ñhey you might want to turn it the other way so the 

light is in the patientôs eye and not yoursé you know, itôs just a 

suggestion.ò ñwhy canôt I hear?!?!ò ñuhhh, you might want to switch 

it to the bell firstò 

 

The first post-exam gathering at the Flying Saucer. Imagine a patio 

filled with people. Thinking to myselfé ñItôs about time I can relax 

and meet new people. Wait a minuteé. I know all these people!!ò 

Because who else but medical students would be out at a bar on a 

Monday night?!??! ñHey guys! Howôs everyone doing since a couple 

of hours ago when I last saw you?ò Crickets chirp as no one has 

anything to say. ñSoéé. Whatôd yall think of the test?ò And thus, a 

conversation begins. ñOk I think I will go mingle nowò ñééyeah Iôm 

so excited about my wedding plansò ñWhen are you getting married?ò 

ñJulyò ñSoéé. whatôd you put for number 24?ò AHHHH thereôs no 

escape. ñyeah, I put that down but then I changed my answer.ò ñI 

wonder what our average isò ñIôm sorry you guys, but Iôve forgotten 

how to carry on a normal conversation without reverting back to 

something class related.ò ñSoéé WHEREôS THE BAR???ò  

 

My first panic attack. Yeah, I managed to make it through ONE day 

before huffing and puffing on my way home after the second day of 

lecture. ñI canôt do this!ò  why is there so much information?ò ñhow 

on earth am I supposed to remember all of this?ò I think I freaked 

my roommate out because I was silent. And knowing me, youôd know 

that Iôm a girl with many words. But it came and went. I figured if all 

my predecessors could go through with this, I CAN TOO. I think 

many people understand when I say itôs definitely hard to be away 

from your family, in a new city, and often forgetting exactly what it is 

youôre doing here, which brings me to the next first. 

 

The first time I realized Iôm in medical school learning to become a 

doctor. You know youôre back in school. And you have quizzes and 

exams to study for. And often you just have those moments where 

you sit back and take it all in. ñIôm gonna be a doctor in 4 yearsò ME! 

The first time I realized Iôm in medical school learning to become a 

doctor. You know youôre back in school. And you have quizzes and 

exams to study for. And often you just have those moments where 

you sit back and take it all in. ñIôm gonna be a doctor in 4 yearsò 

ME! A real live doctor! And Iôll have colleagues who will be 

specializing in all the different specialties. This is both amazing and 

unbelievable! And then I take a look at some of my classmates, 

myself included, and think to myself ñwho in their right minds 

would give us that designation?!?!ò but in all seriousness, I cannot 

express how fortunate I am to be a part of TCOM 2010. Itôs my 

classmates who motivate me every single day. Whenever I 

question whether I can go through with this, I think about my 

classmates who are married, have kids, have to commute, and all 

the others who have so much more than school to handle on their 

plates. And then my frustrations about school are not as earth-

shattering as I make it out to be. I LOVE BEING A PART OF OUR 

CLASS. Thank you guys for being so generous when it comes to 

sharing your notes, websites, and anything you think would help 

out your fellow classmates. Not only that, but our professors and 

administration are truly one of a kind. We are all extremely lucky 

to be here.  

 

And so I leave you with my very first impression of TCOM. 

This is my home. And I canôt imagine myself anywhere else. And at 

the risk of sounding extremely cheesy, we truly are a big family.
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Pronexia  
BENJAMIN CRAWFORD 

    

    

  

    
 

 

A lucky day for Adam and his wife Hava!  They were the 

winners of an all expense paid trip to Pronexia ï the island paradise 

where the latest longevity enhancing medical technologies were 

employed to ñadd years to your life and life to your yearsò.  In fact, 

Pronexia was the home of Dr. John Crystal, M.D., the medical genius 

who is said to have actually advanced science to the point of 

defeating death itself.  Hava was beside herself with glee.  Adam 

cautiously read the sweepstakesô terms over and over and wondered 

if the company would give him the time off of work. 

He did get the time off of work and the joyful couple soon found 

themselves at the airport ready to experience paradise.  They were 

met outside the gate by a young woman who handed them each an 

envelope with pills inside.  Hava giggled but Adam wondered at the 

fact that the woman had no eyebrows and her smile seemed 

permanently fixed in place.  ñI havenôt aged in years!ò she said, 

noticing his stare.  ñYouôll want to take these pills before you go 

through customsò. 

ñWhat are they?ò grumbled Adam as his wife eagerly 

gulped the pills.   

ñBrain Derived Neurotrophic Factor modulators!  Proven in 

nineteen separate randomized double-blind control studies to 

maximize serotonin, dopamine, and éò 

ñNo, no, no,ò quipped the man, ñwe donôt have any 

problems with depression or anything like that.ò 

ñAnd you wonôt either, as long as you take these little pills.  

They also have indications for frustration, aggravation, worry, and 

discontent.  Trust me, youôll need them soon enough.ò 

And so, downing the pills Adam followed his wife through 

customs.  They went through the line marked ñPronexia travelers 

onlyò and coming to the end his wife went into a booth marked óde-

conô.  There was a noise of buzzing, ripping, giggling and a door 

opening and shutting and then an attendant motioned for him to go 

in.  All in an instant his clothing was being torn from his body, razors 

were caressing his skin and hot water was blasted over him.  Then a 

door opened on the other side and he saw Hava, among many 

others, wearing nothing but a thong, skin flushed and shaven from 

head to toe.  It took the man a second to realize he was in the same 

condition. 

ñHow do I look?ò squeaked Hava. 

ñWell, eré they might have at least left your eyebrows!ò 

ñEyebrows can be a reservoir of pathologic bacteria,ò 

responded a stranger.  ñThey are not welcome in Pronexia!ò 

ñHmphò snorted Adam.  ñNormally this sort of thing would 

really bother me.ò 

ñThe medications must take effect very quickly,ò answered 

his wife. 

 

The plane ride to Pronexia was more pleasant, despite the 

awkwardness of sitting near complete strangers wearing thongs.  

The attendant brought some porridge looking stuff for the meal.  

When Adam complained that it was dinner time, not breakfast, she 

replied cheerily, ñItôs an energy meal!  Multiple retrospective studies 

demonstrate its efficacy in reducing risk of diabetes, obesity, and 

heart disease!ò  When he then asked if there were steak on the 

menu she gasped and moved away.  His attention was then diverted 

by a soft metallic clicking sound coming from the chest of an athletic 

looking man sitting to his left. 

ñExcuse my curiosity, but what is that noise?ò asked Adam. 

ñAh, that would be my heart!ò said the man proudly 

thumping his precordial area.  ñIôve had a replacement, itôs a 

prosthetic.ò 

ñGoodness!  What happened?ò 

ñHappened?  Why nothing.  A Denver study showed out of 

81 people who received a prosthetic heart transplant, 72 lived an 

average of ten years longer than the average population.  Theyôre 

offered to everyone in Pronexia.  Itôs taken 30 seconds off of my 

mile!ò 

ñI see!ò replied Adam dubiously. 

   CONTINUED ON PAGE 7 
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La Tortue (Cajun for Turtleéor is that  Torture?) 

ï Fishing with Tino 

     BUDDY TIERCE 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                   
 

An abrupt, unsolicited awakeningéStartledé furiously 

fidgeting to turn the clock where it is visibleéòoh no, did I miss my 

ride?òéBlurred by slumber, the red numbers are barely legibleéthen, 

clearly, I see é 4:43éIôve awoken 17 minutes before the alarm, 

anxious and unable to return to sleep.  The excitement was equally 

the cause of my insomnia a couple hours earlier. I preemptively reach 

over and click the alarm to ñoffò and sit up in bed. 

 

The dog is awake.  

 

So, I move toward the back door through the darkness to 

let him out for a little morning relief and then head to the bathroom 

to do the same.  Brush my teeth, slip on clothes set out the night 

before, plop on my lucky cap and start the gurgling, spewing of the olô 

coffee machine in the kitchen.  The tinkling sound of the dark, rich 

liquid hitting the glass as the dragon continues to spit and spew ï the 

sounds of morning as I sit in the darkness. 

 
With a few snacks, some water, and my gear, I crack the 

door to await my chariot ï sipping the dark liquid from my cup.  In 

minutes, headlights burn around the corner as a white wagon comes 

to a halté5:15, right on timeéA quick wave to the driver as I dart 

back inside.  The angels are still sleep.  I kiss their foreheads lightly, 

whisper goodbye and slip back through the dark mazeéoh ya, the 

dogéto the back door again before my final exit.  My driver has 

already loaded the equipment and we exchange greetings in the 

warm red glow of the taillights.  Another sip of coffeeé slide into the 

front seatéweôre off! 

 
Conversation is sporadic as the horizon begins to glow.  

Weôve discussed dinner the night before, our significant others, 

school, what weôre packing in the back, what time we need to be 

home by, andé. as the destination grows closeréour game plan.   

 

Today, it is catfish on the Brazos (actual destination unable 

to be disclosed). Affectionately called ñkitty catsò by aficionados.  We 

have a number of rods, a minnow bucket, and some blood baitéor 

stink bait as it is more accurately called.   

Our hopes of chicken livers were dashed due to the fact 

that the local ñGro/Deli/Iceò  had yet to open as we passed through 

the last glimpse of civilization.  We decide to compensate by using 

some of the lighter tackle to catch a few perch and use them to 

attempt to lure in one of the monsters of the deep.   

 

We have heard tales of these giants; seen remnants 

hanging on fence posts and entryways.  They are ñHood ornamentsò 

and status symbols to some of the upper echelon residences in the 

greater Brazos River Bottom area.  Heads the size of dinner plates 

belonging to fish that would dwarf my child or dog at home.   

 

Today, we are searching for the behemoth that plagued my 

buddy on 2 earlier occasions by breaking 2 rods and snapping fishing 

line as if it were the thinnest of hairs from a childôs head. 

 
We pull off the two-lane highway onto a chat/mud drive 

beside an overpass that crosses a creek.  The creek bed is dry, with 

nothing but white limestone to walk on, as we head off into the cold 

gray light of dawn.  While dry, the leaves are green and moist grass 

pads our steps when we leave the creek bedé the air is heavy and 

cool.  We walk for a while in silence, and then Iôm told that the river is 

just around the next bend.  We peer into a couple of pools as we walk 

- no signs of life found.  Then, the tree line opens up into the Heart of 

Darkness.  Air cool, sun still dim, wisps of steam drift softly from the 

waterôs surface.  The river is wide and slow here.  A herd of deer 

water in the distance upstream.  A Turkey gobbles downstreaméfar, 

far way ï but audible in the still of morning.  We walk out to a point 

where the water speeds a bit through a riffle and then slows a bit by 

a fallen tree on the far side of the bank.  The water is deep here.  The 

hole is not very big.  Maybe ten yards long.  We drop our rods and off 

load the backpack.  My fingers go to work fumbling for the hooks, 

sinkers, bobbers, and swivels.  With the first rod ready, I sink my 

fingers into the container of ñstinkò wishing we had a different bait 

choice or a spatula to assist in this task.  The ball of putrid stench is 

then packed tightly around the triad of sharpened steel and hurled 

toward the fallen treeérinse and repeat until all the lines are set.   

   CONTINUED ON PAGE 9 
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Pronexia 
FROM PAGE 5 

 

   

    

  

    

  

  

The couple came to their hotel later that day, Hava still 

giddy with anticipation, Adam feeling bewildered, though certainly not 

frustrated or aggravated.  The front desk attendant went over a 

brochure detailing all there was to do in Pronexia.  They spent the 

rest of the afternoon having a óbowel screenô in which a scientist 

inserted long snake-like probes through their rectums and down their 

throats searching for pathology and ónormalizing the balance of 

enteric bacteriaô.  All the while they were assured that studies had 

proven that this would dramatically reduce their risk of cancer, 

irritable bowel, and gastroenteritis.  They next day they pampered 

themselves with an extensive cardiac and pulmonary work-up and the 

third day was spent with psychiatrists undergoing extensive 

psychoanalysis.  Adam found this more tolerable than the first two 

days, though he did spend several minutes that same night in bed 

scratching his head saying, ñI never thought that I felt that way 

about my mother.ò 

Finally the time came for them to visit the laboratory of Dr. 

John Crystal, M.D.  He greeted them warmly and congratulated them 

on winning the contest.  Hava was beside herself.  Adam looked 

around and noticed several almost human looking robots with 

plastinated bodies about the room busy at various tasks, all with big 

plastic smiles. 

ñSo what do you think?ò asked the doctor. 

ñOoh itôs wonderful!ò beamed Hava. 

ñThink about what?ò replied Adam. 

ñAbout my work,ò said the doctor, motioning to the smiling 

robots, ñThe final victory!  The conquest of death!ò 

Adam paused before answering.  ñYou mean these used to 

be human?ò 

ñUsed to be!ò retorted the doctor.  ñCan you show me 

anything about them now that is not human?ò 

ñWell, I uhé  You know, they donôt really look alive after 

all.  I mean, theyôre kind of robotic arenôt they?ò 

The doctor smiled.  ñAn understandable misconception.  

But all weôve done with these people is replace everything in them 

that is perishable with what is imperishable.  And weôve altered their 

brain chemistry to make them very happy.  That is after all what 

distinguishes them from robots.  Robots, you see have no emotion, in 

these people however you cannot deny a robust happiness.ò 

By now even Hava was only gaping apprehensively. 

ñBut donôt feel left out my friends!ò continued the doctor, 

ñAs winners of the sweepstakes you can take full part in this.  If youôll 

just fill out this paper work, then when death comes knocking, you 

return here to Pronexia and we can cheat it, keep you living forever!ò 

 

And so the couple, not without hesitation, sat down to the 

ñBut donôt feel left out my friends!ò continued the doctor, 

ñAs winners of the sweepstakes you can take full part in this.  If youôll 

just fill out this paper work, then when death comes knocking, you 

return here to Pronexia and we can cheat it, keep you living forever!ò 

 

And so the couple, not without hesitation, sat down to the 

paper-work, first Hava, then her husband.  In a couple days their 

paradise getaway was over and they were flown back home.  After 

landing and going through customs they went through a door over 

which a sign read ñWe hope you enjoyed your stay in paradiseò.  

When they walked through they found themselves in the main 

terminal among other fully clothed travelers, and they ï red skinned, 

bald, wearing nothing but thongs and sober expressions.  The Brain 

Derived Neurotrophic Factor modulators were beginning to wear off. 

Hava said, ñHmm, I almost wish there were another way to 

live forever.ò 

ñYeah, if only,ò said Adam. 

 

Quotes 
 

I told the doctor I broke my leg in two places. 
He told me to quit going to those places. 

Henry Youngman (1906 ï 1998)  
 
 

My doctor gave me two weeks to live.  I hope 
theyõre in August 

Ronn ie Shakes  
 

 

To find health should be the object of the doctor. 
Anyone can find disease. 

A.T. Still (1828 ï 1917)  
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D.O Dollars and 
Sense 
CURTIS MERRITT 

 

   

    

  

    

 
 

Editor's note: This is the beginning of a multi-part series.  Curtis is a 

self-taught student of finance who discovered as a biology undergrad 

that he had no idea what to do with money and set out to educate 

himself.  In his own words, he presents common sense financial 

themes, and hopes you will take what you learn and share what you 

know, so that we can all learn about finance. 

Delayed gratification.  Itôs something weôve become 

intimately familiar with on this long road weôve taken.  And whether 

youôre a student doctor, or student PA, or post-bac or PhD candidate 

there is some part of you that longs for the days when grades no 

longer matter and paychecks every two weeks is your reward.  It is 

no stretch of the imagination to say that many of us have already 

picked a couple of dreams weôd like to fulfill when we finally reach 

our career goals.  But, just as weôve used our brains to learn 

medicine in our various areas, it is also important that we use them 

to make smart financial decisions for our future.  I know what has 

streaked across some of your faces upon reading this is ñI could care 

less about finance right now,ò and granted, this is not going to be on 

the test.  So the challenge that rests before me is to somehow help 

you see, as someone once did for me, the value of time and money.  

I apologize for that horrible rhyme.  Anyways, Iôll begin with a 

question: Who wants 1.28 million dollars?  Any takers?  I hope so, 

because the information youôre about to hear maybe worth that much 

or more to you.   

  

What this installment of D.O. Dollars is going to focus on is 

starting early in building wealth.  If you ask any group of fourth 

graders which one of them wants to be rich I dare say every one of 

the little buggers will raise his or her hand.  Itôs engrained in us that 

money equals happiness.  Now there are various moral debates that 

continue to burn on how true or how false this idea is but the is no 

mistaking that if someone walked up to you and offered you a million 

dollars no strings attached, most all of us would take it.  But I submit 

to you that there is a huge difference between being rich (a.k.a. 

having money) and having wealth.  The difference being that wealthy 

peopleôs money works for them.  It does not stay locked in an 

account that is FDIC insured, sitting there until itôs time to buy 

something.  It is put to work, and put to work as soon as possible. 

You see, something often unfamiliar to people of science 

is the idea that time matters when it comes to money.  And it 

matters a great deal.  The sum of $1.28 million is based off of only 

five years of investment growth.  You may be thinking what kind 

of scheme am I trying to persuade you into that will promise that 

kind of return in such a short number of years.  No scheme, no 

shady dealings and no ethical dilemmas; just an understanding of 

time and how it can work for us to build our wealth.  Hereôs an 

example:  Letôs say we have a 30 year old doctor, weôll call him Dr. 

Dan.  Now Dr. Dan is fresh out of residency in emergency 

medicine and is ready for those fat paychecks to start rolling in.  

Let say Dr. Dan makes $100,000 per year after taxes.  Now Dr. 

Dan has worked awfully hard in medical school and feels he 

deserves a nice new car.  So he buys one and not just any car, a 

2014 Cadillac Escalade with the Ion Fusion drive and leather seats.  

So he spends the next five years using about a tenth of his 

paycheck to pay off this civilian tank.  After these five years are 

up, Dr. Dan starts reading financial books and learns how he could 

be putting his money to work for him.  So he begins to invest 10% 

of his money at 10% interest every year for 30 years.  Happy and 

having saved the lives of countless heart attack victims and 

treated innumerable STDs and flu victims, Dr. Dan retires at the 

age of 65 with $1,881,380 in his retirement account.   

     CONTINUED ON PAGE 10 
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La Tortue ï Fishing with Tino 

FROM PAGE 6 

 

The Life of a First Year MSGA Rep 

 JESSICA TOLER 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
                                   
 

Like a firing line, the rods point toward the far bank 

waiting for the commandéòFireòéThe first rod dips furiously 

toward the dark pool.  It is quickly snatched up and like a 

pistonéòwhamòéthe hook is set.  I sit and watch.  This one 

must be huge.  The rod is one of the heavier that we brought,  

intended for saltwater fish and larger species.  The tip dances 

and dips in response to the life thrashing about below the 

surface.  I hope for a jump or flash of the fish in the event that 

the line breaks as it had weeks before.  This beast was wily.  The 

light is still low and the creature continues to dig toward the 

depths.  Turn after turn the battle is won by my compadre as he 

slows the reeling to hoist the trophy ashoreéa turtleé 

 

Now, to some of our Cajun counterparts, this would be 

a prize.  To my friend and me, it is disappointing at best.  After a 

rudimentary incision with the camp knife, the hook is freed from 

the flipper of the turtle and he is sent back to the depths with a 

begrudging instep to his backside. 

 

Back on watch, I sat.   

 

As one of the first year MSGA representatives this 

year, I have had the awesome opportunity to become involved in 

the school as well as get to know my classmates better.  As chair 

of the 2010 Student Activities committee my goal is to get the 

class together outside of Luibeléout in the real world.  This year 

the committee has had several successful events including post-

exam get-togethers and TCOM 2010 in the Park where 2010ers 

played flag football and snacked on picnic food.  In February we 

had a function at Main Event where students bowled and played 

laser tag.  We have several more events in the works for this 

semester that our committee is excited about. 

 

As a first year rep I have the tasks of coordinating the 

class bake sales and birthday treats, heading the 2010 Student 

Activities committee and creating the class phone and birthday 

lists.  Each month I post the new birthdays and anniversaries on 

the class bulletin board.   

  

Every month the Birthday Committee bakes treats for 

that monthôs birthdays and special dates such as anniversaries or 

the birth of a child.  By doing this the committee hopes to show 

our support for our fellow classmates and create the feeling that 

our class is like a second family.  

 

There are multiple committees through MSGA and 

your class that could always use another member.  Contact one 

of your class MSGA reps for more info! 
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D.O Dollars and Sense 
FROM PAGE 8 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

   
 

 
 

This sounds like a pretty ideal life for an ER doctor doesnôt it?  But, remember the lesson here is how important time is when we 

invest.  So what if we added another 5 years to this time frame?  Well, Dr. Dan doesnôt want to work anymore after age 65 so weôll have to go 

back in time and get him to start earlier.  Now, bear in mind, Iôm not advocating forfeiting self rewards like cars or a house to live in poverty so 

that when weôre 65 we can live it up with lots of money.  Thatôs nonsense and weôll not entertain such ideas here.  On the contrary, a careful 

budget will easily allow Dr. Dan to have his tank and save at the same time.  But that is a topic for a different day.  Letôs return to Dr. Dan at 

age 30, fresh out of his residency and get him started in his investments from this point on.  So, what would it be worth to him?  Well in the 

first scenario he ended with around 1.88 million dollars.  Had he started 5 years earlier, this would have become 3.16 million dollars.  This is a 

difference of roughly 1.28 million dollars just by starting 5 years earlier.  I hope the wisdom in this is self-evident.  A little bit of knowledge in 

our finances can create huge differences when itôs all said and done. 

 The purpose of this article is to challenge you to think about your money and how you will use it in the years to come.  Healthcare 

professionals have a horrible reputation when it comes to financial matters but this certainly doesnôt have to be the case.  All it takes is a little 

bit of wisdom and a little bit of discipline to create some truly amazing results.  Study hard, study smart, and Iôll see you when I see you. 

  

Tiger, Tiger Burning 
Bright 
KIRAN NAIR 
 
The inspiration for my pencil sketch was the 

poem, The Tiger by William Blake (1757 ï 1827).   

 
Tiger, tiger, burning bright   
In the forests of the night,   
What immortal hand or eye   
Could frame thy fearful symmetry? 
  
In what distant deeps or skies           
Burnt the fire of thine eyes?   
On what wings dare he aspire?   
What the hand dare seize the fire?   
  
And what shoulder and what art   
Could twist the sinews of thy heart?    
And when thy heart began to beat,   
What dread hand and what dread feet?  
  
What the hammer? what the chain?   
In what furnace was thy brain?   
What the anvil? What dread grasp    
Dare its deadly terrors clasp?   
  
When the stars threw down their spears,  
And water'd heaven with their tears,   
Did He smile His work to see?   
Did He who made the lamb make thee?   
  
Tiger, tiger, burning bright   
In the forests of the night,   
What immortal hand or eye   
Dare frame thy fearful symmetry?  
 

To me the picture speaks of the serenity that 

comes with true inner strength and majesty.   
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Class Officers 
   

 
 
 

 

Class of 2008  

President  
JEB FROST 
Vice President  
BUDDY TIERCE 
Secretary  
KIMBERLY MARTIN 
Treasurer  
HELEN MARIE WILLIAMS 
Curriculum Representatives  
MEGAN SMITH 
ABBY CRUME 
MSGA Representatives  
KALAN BOBBITT 
CAMERON GATES 
KIRAN NAIR 
TOMA Representatives  
COURTNEY GREY 
CAREY PENNISTON 
Honor Representatives  
DEIDRA WUENSCHEL 
RICHARD FRIES (alt) 
JOE OBERDORFER (alt) 
Historians  
ERIN WUEST 
JOCELYN ZEE 
 
 

Class of 2009  

President  
DAVID HAINED 
Vice President  
ARASH YEKRANGI 
Secretary  
KATHY SMITH 
Treasurer  
AMBER THOMAS 
Curriculum Representatives  
KAJAL GANDHI 
MARCUS SIMS 
MSGA Representatives  
HEATHER BRANDFELLNER 
RICK GRAY 
NEHA PATEL 
TOMA Representatives  
JIM BRADY 
SHARON LIU 
Honor Representatives  
KELLY WHITED 
HUNAID GURJI (alt) 
ILONA PARKS (alt) 
Historians  
HARIS BAIG 
MARY KATHY HOWE 
 
 

Class of 2010  

President  
LORI DOCKSTADER 
Vice Presid ent  
JENNY OZAN 
Secretary  
TRAVIS LEHMAN 
Treasurer  
SAMIP SHETH 
Curriculum Representatives  
JOHN COLSTON 
LAUREN SHEPHARD 
MSGA Representatives  
JESSIE TOLER 
HETAL GADHIA 
CHRISSY DOAN 
TOMA Representatives  
RALEY RINDERKNECHT 
ALICIA CLEAVER 
Honor Representatives  
BARRETT CROMEENS 
 
 
Historians  
THO LUONG 
RITHY SOK 
 

Class of 2007  

President  
MARVIN MOUL 
Vice President  
SIMON SCHRICK-SENASAC 
Secretary  
MICHELLE JONES 
Treasurer  
BEN ADAMS 
Curriculum Representatives  
LINDA GREGORY 
HATEL RANA 
MSGA Representatives  
AMBER PHILLIPS 
KIMI HARNAGE 
KIRAN NANGRIANI 
TOMA Representatives  
HIMALA KASHMIRI 
JENNIFER KOVARAK 
Honor Representatives  
LIZ RANKIN 
GLENA DAVIS (alt) 
XAN JACOBS (alt) 
Historians  
CHRISTINE KIM 
PAYEL PATEL 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

DO Dash 
   OCTOBER 20TH

 

Contact Matt Brooker and Jessica Toler at dodash@hsc.unt.edu for more information on DO Dash. 


