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Chapter 21

From: anonymous@

Date: Tuesday, March 20 11:49 PM
To: williaro@wacad

Subject:

We hate you you black nigger you better take heed and leave while you can.

(Copy of an anonymous email received in my Wasatch Academy email account
The Beginning

Where does one begin? Begin at the beginning, always the fastlveperiously,
where is the beginnirgDoes it begin with time owith people? Or does it begin with, more
specifically, the people, the characters who are germane to the story being told? Or does it begin
with the dateortime oft h e p e o p1 Tdai, $00, & & begimiagthink | will be a bit
different. My dear reder, | will begin at a point | believe to be of paramount importance to every
human being; healthcaréhat 6 s r i ght, health care.

Welcome to Our World

Upon arriving to Utah, | was welcomed by the local denizens on several different levels.

We allreceivet hese fAwel comed signals when we move in
typically the gangbangers (who you reppin fool?). Or the cops (we got our eyes on you!
Welcome tothehood) n t he burbs, ités the neighbors who
persowi t h a bottle of wine or a f-woekerfwholstioksed pi e .
you the ropes. I n a new school , itdés that one
from around the way. And so oinwill start by sharing with you, deaeadermy fiwelcometo
t he ¢ o mbytheliotcyadl medi cal Aprofessional so.
The Pain

| was awakened by a stabbing pain in my belly. Actually it was more like a stomping
pain; as if a three hundred pound individual had stood on my belly and began toT&temgin
jolted me into wakefulnes®Reality came shattering through my dredikes a brick througta
television screen looked over at the clock next to my bed. It was 2:37am.



| tried to sit up but it was impossible; any type of pressure on my stoanaictine
surrounding muscles caused me agony. | looked around the darkened bedroom as the nature of
my reality floodednto conscioughought | wassingle, aachelor, living alonégood)in a new
town where | hardly knew anyorieot so goodn that momet).

The pain rippedhroughme again as it seemed to come in increasingly larger waves
centered in my bellyPounding andadiaing outward,the painwas becoming a living breathing
thing, wrappingmy entire midsection in a mind numbing blanket of agon

| rolled from the bed onto the floor where, surprisingly, the unyielding carpeted surface
seemed to provide momentary relief. | quickly began to procegsomentialresources: new in
town, with only a few friends | felt | could trust. One lived in thext town over, 15 minutes
awaya definite possibility Another lived approximately an hour and a half awlaguickly
dismissedthat thought | assessed my colleagues, all whom lived nearby r eal i zed |
particularly trust any of themMost of themworked pretty hard to makene feel like an
Aout sidero. My, forveampledadrmade it perfegtly blear early on that he saw
me as inferior and essentially attempted to treat me accordingly. Avoiding him to request help or
assistance foanythingwas a nebrainer.

A new wave of painweptthroughme. Beads of sweat began fmrm on my forehead
The pain, increasing in intensity, was beginning to envelope my thought prodeabies)
deeper into my@lonessmy eyes began to well, as | lookeer into the precipice of selpity. In
that moment made alecisionnot to give into the pain or theelfpity. | forced myway through
the pain induced fogged though®arity. My family was back east, | had bekring alone for
more than a decadthis was nothing newDios mio! | knew that the local hospital was less than
a 5 minute drive away and | hadrack parked outside my door.

Fighting through the fog gfain | forced myself to get dressed. | managed to get inside
my truck. | fumbled withthe keys as the pafbught with me incessantly to put me under, into a
state of unconsciousne®espite bein@lone andn the embrace of miserymanaged to get my
truck pointed in the direction of the local hospital.

In an attempt to distract mysdibm the waves of pain, | began to compare what | was
feeling with past experience3he broken wrisP No, this was worseThe broken forearrd
Maybe. | remember many tears and feeling awkward afterward, especially with a full arm plaster
cast for 6 weekdMaybe some comparison. Then there washroken finge? Nope, the finger
had been broken for nearly a month before | realizedas more than asimple sprainHow
about that cop antherelentless pounding dhe phonebook on top of my headuring myruff-
neckperiod® Nope, that shit wa sWhat dbbuthe dlegal fadklehat by c o
blew my knee ouin college? Possibly some comparisdhneretoo, cause that shit was mad
painful. lwasprescribecain medicatiomearlyevery dayfor 3 weeksAt a psychological level,
that incidentalsostole my dreams and changed my life fore@me comparison. Perhag3h,



and never forgethe sudden and illegal sidekick to the knee durihgt Tae Kwon Do
tournamentin Buffalo? A painful revisit to the college injuryAgain, verypainful. Butnope.
Nothingreally compared to what | was experiencimg so | had begun to convince myselfelt
like whatever was happening inside my belly, weettyserious.

| pulled into the parking lot oftie local hospital. As a transplanted New Yorker, the
hospital, though obviouslynade of some type of préabricated construction, appeared to be
nothing more than a couple of doublgde custom built trailers joined together and labeled as a
hospital. | wa horrified What possibé professional health caservicescould lie beyond the
door s of s u(tldspital indeddbwaptold later Wy one of the local residents that the
Ahospital o was nothing mor e t hlacal female§iweatitb i ng ¢
give birth (to their little lambg)

| sat there trying to measure my fatdhenl was reminded of mi abuela.
El Regalo

Mi abuela possessed a peculiar gift. As a youngster | hbastories Suabuelaes una
brujeria. Su @uela es una curanderaVisitors would come to our house and make strange
requests.

Abuela would take them into her kitchen, her most favorite room in the house, where she
creat ed t hsoncochothe thsiiest perml san arrozs y habiclaeelnd neveallowed
a soul to walk away feeling anything less than stuffed. Here she would sit with the visitor who
would say something likeyis Daisy,Ihave a new gir | friend; I |l ov
about marriage. | need to know, is she right for @&nyou help medealwith that?.Abuela
with her ever present apron, protecting her dress (abuela was Ol Skool, she never wore pants,
didndét believe they were proper wear thther a wo
back of her head in what remiedme of a white cloud atop her heagouldtake a deep breath,
open the pages of her Bibleeginsearcing for a verse, and thefinding the one(s) she wanted,
without a word, she would beconsgill as a statueHer soft brown eyes focused on a world
where only she could sek was like time stood still as abugiest seemed to leave, though her
body was still there in the kitcheAnd then just as suddenl\she would returnThen all quiet
and serioudike, she wouldsay to the visitor, everythingilivbe alright. Sometimes what she had
to say was not always googwsand in those moments, she would look the visitor in the eyes
and briefly rock her head fromieft to right with a look of tremendous compassion and sarrow
Then she would sayery quiety: 1 canét help you.

No matter what the news abuedurned with the visitor would attempt to force money
into abueladés hand. She would quickly refuse.
point to the table. En la mesgagr favor, she would sa The visitor would do adirectedand
depart. Growing up, | was accustomed to such thivgggening nearly every day with no real
sense ofvhat they really meanflust a child observingnadult reality.



Then oneevening during myruff-neckperiod | stopped by to pay a short visit to abuela.
| had my own crib, but | would always drop in to see abuela, who | began to call my favorite girl.
| always had several differenthicasin my mix ( t &® s Domi ni can t hi ng; y
understand) but mi abuda, in her concern for the direction | was taking in life, would feign
jealousy.Muchas mujeres itu vida esun cosgpeligroso papi. Una ajer buena es sufficieat
she would sayUsted es solamente la buena mujer que conozco, abuela. And she kneasthat w
from mi corazon.Besides,abuela knew | as simply beingme With a reminder that | was in
Los Estados Unidoshe would leave it alone.

Mijo are you taking care of yourself? La mugsrcooking for you papi? No worries
Abuela, you know you are my favorite girThen she would start in with her ritual of making
sure | had at least one good meal that ddyela was speciah that way

On thisevening, abuela tried to stuff me with arroz con pollo, but | ate meagmdyse
meand my boy Goat needed to be light on our feet for what we had plaratedehing.

Abuela wasnot her usual talkative self.asked what was up with her. She said nada as
she busied herself around the kitch®tas morir sonando, she aské&tb, no masl pushed my
empty plate awayand stoodl kissed abuela on the cheek as | brushed by her and headed toward
the door.Paremijo, uno momentoUsted no puede irsePorque abuela?Stay mijo, | am an old
woman, talk with your abuela/Nhat is your hurry?

| checked my watch and did some mental math as | tried to estimate how much time |
could spend with mybuelaand still get across town to hook up with my dog. | wandered into
the living room and sat on the plastioveredsofa and watcheds abuela droppe into her
favorite chair. We chatted about family and stuff for awhile and theied to leave again.
Abuela stood and literally blocked the door. | thought she was playing around. Then | saw a look
on her face that scared the shit out of me. Mijo yownad t |l eaving this house
itdés safe for you.

| reseated myself on the sofa and watched as abuela moved hdo dilagk my path to
the door | knew she was serious ahdva s n 6 t g o i. hlpd seenyabuélae go ehrough
similar behawo r bef or e, |l i ke the time she wouldnodt I
playmate, Dezzie (the retardlengo una mala sensacidle eso she said. We heard later that
Johnny Dolla, a local thug and pi mpseandbeata b e,
first his mom, and theDezzie (the retard)ddamn near to deatis a result of some drug fueled
rage that no one understo@®blamente dios sabe por gabuela was fond of saying to explain
the inexplicable.

As she sat back down, satisfight | was there for the duration, she pulled out her bible
and began reading verses from it, interspersed with prayers. | said fuck it and flicked on the TV.
I figured t hap myibdyGoatwbuldjustéset shis up domtomorrow nigistead
Finally after exactly 3 hours, abuela closed her bible and said she was going to bed. She moved



her chair from the door and told me | should go home bdé&sreespiritasgnalvadas en la aire
settled on me

| was cool with that especially since my plansrevspoiled. | picked up my favorite
yamp and headed back to my crib to bust her out and call it a day. Early the next morning | got a
call f r om Yelamyt (Ansericanizedit @=came,Y ohanna) Bawling uncontrollably,
she wanted to know where las last ngha nd why | was n O Appavently h  her
someonepumped 3 bul | et sanddroppedhis Gfeless ldody ital & gadage
dumpster. | was shook because | was supposed to be witMHiioh meantl was supposed to
be with him!(l later realized that Goat had done the unthinkable and tried to pull off the job we
planned together arabree togethemwas best done by 2eople and not solo! That stupid move
cost him his life).

| met Goat while | was shootin game at his sisfefine statuesque sista with caramel
colored skin, and thick black curly hair that fell just below her shoul@rs.hadin nalgathat
was soperfect;it was dreanlike just to watch. And when she walked down the block, | swear,
dogs would howlold men wouldstartto cry; mothers rushed out and grabbed up their young
ones, while old women, dropped their shopping bags and began making the sign of the cross,
while screaming to the skies, DIOS MIO!!! It was no secret sbhbol boys ditched classes and
hid out n attics and alleyways, hoping to cat¢lo h a ndaily &tsoll to the corner bodega
while jailbat jezebels worked hard to imitate her waih d | have never seen s
suddenly get struck dumb and speechiBsslly,| swear!

Yohanna was a sight to behdlthe spoke with a thick Dominican accent whioade it
difficult for the gringos to understand hgpeech. It made heel-conscious when speaking in
English, but when she walked down the blaitlere was nothing setfonscious thereY ohanna
was a show stoppand knew it. Gringos would slow dowm holla at her, and she wal, negro
please! When | heard that thick homegrown accdmgdlto go at her

She was cool at first. But the more | talked, she began to soften, and she realized as much
as | did, that we both hungered for something fromédadnthink we convinced ourselves that we
could find that missing piece with each otiehe made me work at it, though. For days, | had to
deal with her stubborn streak, her explosive anger, and then one day, | was in there. Just like that.

On that firstday, | walkedYohannahome That 6 s wher e | met Goat .
he was Dom to the core, and hyped on getting paid. We knew some of the same cats back on the
islandso there was no need for explanatidmsvas enough for us to become tight. \@eckly
became partners in crime.

With his hype and recklessness and my familiarity with the culture and the peeple
began to seriously throw down. I't becdakee a | o
long beforethe hoodguessectorrectly at what me and Goat were abo&ut there were few
apprehensions there, because we never worked close to home.



Yohannakept a steady hand on rtigoughout it all She had a touch that was soft,
reassuring, and somehow possessed of restorative powes. dt twach | decided | did not want
to be without She was my connection to memoriehiof embraces the sugar canfelds,
walks along the malecon, and those blistering summer evenings when the electricity went out
and passion becantlee guiding light. Yohainybecame myridge, myconnectiorto home Ella
fue mi primer amor verdader&haring her pain of lost, | promised to get with her later and
work on making things right.

Hanging up the phoné, hit me. Abuela knewshit. She was likgosychicand shit! Damn,
| could hit the numbersr somethingl showeregddressedndrushed oer tohave breakfast with
abuela

As we ateMangu, along with fresh slices of mango and pinapbsgla explained the
nature of the gift. dregalo y una maldici6tambien It goes fromgeneration to generatioMes
she explained, you get these feelings sometimes, si? And you know something is no correcto,
something needs cambisi? It was then | understood the feeling that cesi@po mefrom time
to time and consmes me with its power to engage my whole beinthanging myplans my
course of behavior.

The feeling is hard to describe, but it begike a small chill. A kind of psychic warning.
A foreboding, felt deep insidénd thenlike a dip in cold pool of water, it would strike;sense
of foreboding wasesover me as tendrils of crepuscular intuition brush against the inside of my
brain. Lasting just long enough for me to notice. Sometimes lasting for days, even, weeks
waking mefrom sleep at night Sometimes lasting for just a few momerisit always there,
bugging me with varying degrees of intensity, waiting for me to notice and acknowledge its
presence.

As | sat in front of this odd box shaped building calldtbapital thasame feeling began
to nudge me. Then | was hit hard by another wave of pdus.intense pain gave me very little
choice | badly needed relief from the overwhelming pain in my béltyied to ignore el regalo.

There appeared to be no emergency en&rdacthe structure, so | entered through the
buildingds main entrance. |l nsi de, t here were
Then | saw light in front of me, on the other side of a set of double doors. As | went through the
doors, | was agaihit by a wave of crippling pain. | reached for the wall as | felt my knees begin
to buckle. | looked down the half lit hallway and saw the form of a woman, leaning across a
counterpeering down the darkened hail my direction.(She did not turn on any additional
lighting!)

| held onto the wall and moved forward inch by inch, step by slow step, until | was face
to face with the womarBhewa s wear i ng a nur saditledoo cammiydsshiem. S h e
stared at me if Were a space alien.a@ | help you?



On the verge of painful collapse and simply relieved to be in the presence of a healthcare
professional, my response came out in one swift bréé&hs & Inin pain and | need to see a
doctor!

Is it an emergency?
Yes, po su puesto!

Then you need to turn around and go back down the hall, and just before you get to the
doors you came through, turight; that is the emergencyom.

Holding onto the wall for support, | askethn | get some helpeghr e ¢ a wheel c ha
sometlng?

| looked around the small litareayt t he A nur s e bturrled duggihg thkea p p e ar
wall, and made my way towardthe mer gency 0 r oom

Though only a few hundred feet from where | stood, | began the slow walk to the
location. Because of the uedrable pain, | was forced to stop from time to time to allow the
waves of pain to subside, as | attempted to stay mentally focused. Simply giving up and crashing
to the floor seemed such an easy thing to do. But again, | had no idea of whom or the type of
people | would encounter. After all, in my mind, the entire structure was no more than a couple,
or even maybe 3 or 4 double wide trailers, joined togetNer. dondét see shit | ik
Only in movies, where nightmares are dreamed up anadaotit.

A good five minutes | ater, I s t Theydwungn f r on
openautomatically | entered and made my way to #eaminationit ab |l e 0, cli mbed
down. At that point was enveloped by a deep dark paisimply lost consciousness.

Later, | have no idea when, but | was rudgiulled through the murkinesto
consciousnessy the same nurse. It seems she was the only nurse working at the time.

Wakeup, she harshly retorted, as she dropped a thin hospital gownnonichest
Remove your clothes and pugtion, pointing toward the gown.

Between short breaths, | replied, | only need to remove my shirt, because the pain and
reason for my being here is in my stomach!

Whatever, shenarledbackat me,as she lefthe room.
| managed to get my shirt off and as | tussled with the gown | again, lost consciousness.

Once again, the relief brought on through unconsciousmassterrupted by someone
slapping the soles of my feet. | managed to raise my head to keet &ad white guy in wire



rimmed glasses. Once he saw that | was conscious he walked over to the other side of the room
and sat at a desk with a clipboard of papers and began calling out questions to me.

Why are you here?

Because my stomach is kil me; | am in tremendous pain.
When did you last eat something?

At dinner; around 5 or.6

What did you have?

A baked potato and a few slices of strip steak.

By then | realized that his fibed side manr
guestiors in my direction from across the room.

I interrupted the Adoctoro and asked him w
human being with the ethos called upon by the nature of his profession.

With a loud and purposely audible sigh, he ambled twexhere | lay and introduced
himself. To this day, whether it was the pain or my unconscious response to his professional
indifference, | am unable to recall his name, but his physical appearance will forever be part of
my memory of that horrific experien.

Il am Doctor Awhatdéds his nameo, followed by
Has your belly always been this distend@&dyng to crack on me.

| ignored his corny attempt to belittle md. just need to be diagnosed and a remedy
prescribed, nothing more.

We will perform anupper gastrointestinandoscopy which will take pictures of your
intestines to see what is going on, and therwill perform a blah, blah, blah.

Having cut my professional teeth working with medical doctors, his approach sounded
unnecesary and superfluous, and | told him as mud#é, in fact did not, would not, touch my
belly to determine the degree, if any, tble presence of antendernessincompetence or
contempt? dondét know.

He became enrageliterally screamingwho is the dotor here?
| guesswe both are doctors, my maBalm and quietly.

Fine, then who is the patient and who is the attending physiSi@h&houting.



| guess you are the attending physician, but because your approach to diagnosing my
problem seems so outldish and without compassipmvhyy ou havenot examined
touched mewhat is that about?

| refuse to be questioned by a patient about my role in the treatment process. You can
adhere to my protocols or you can lea®@d then as an afterthought baid, anéfter the tests,
we will get you something for the pain.

A moment of temptation, Amoment of attempted redemption. Brief moment.
Somewhere deep inside of ni®ugh | felt outrage overtake my paifihensuddenlythe thing,
the bueno y mal costhe warning it gripped me and crystallized into something the¢med to
whisper words against my soul, warning me about unimagined thifgengs we leave for
monsters to perpetrate. Things devised by the sick, the soulless,lisiabldhings| was
incapable of dreaming ufhingsconceived to hurt, to maint.hings that called upon an age of
barbarism, of undeveloped creatures who sought refuge in that area created with the absence of
light. You know what | meanNameless scaryithn gs t hat p 0 p miphamares. every
That nameless faceless horror that lurks in the background of our most dreaded thoughts
representing the deepest darkest fears within us all.

And yet, it seemed to be there, in that. BI® family or friends inhe area, suffering from
some painfully disabling stomach thing, looking for help from an openly hostile doctor and an
indifferent nurse. This was a script straight from.He#inic suddenly becanagtangibleforce |
could feel it | could taste it as itried to grip me in a locking vice

Then, as if to balance trenvelopingmadness| heard the voice of yndearly departed
abuela Firstin my earas if she sitting next to m&hen inside my headNo longer outside and
disconnected, but inside of me, connected to me, to my bEremthe voice of abuelavashed
over my entire beingln a whisperMijo, despierte.Then screaming. & mijo, run from this
place.Do it now. Tu tiene que ir, mijoHer wice again Rafae] tu tiene que ir ahorra mismo! It
was not a suggestion or a warning but a commAbdela only called mi Rafael when she was
pissed owvery, veryserious.OK abuela, | heard myself saying over and over again, OK abuela,
as | tried pull nyself togetherfighting through the pain induced fagd the encroaching panic

Of all the medical doctors | have known and worked with, | have never witnessed such
unprovoked hostility from a medical professional. Amamberof the African Diaspora, lam
well aware of the practice of medical racism. The Tuskegee Expetfirtiempractices of Marion

! For forty years between 1932 and 1972, the U.S. Public Health Service (PHS) conduotperament on 399 black men in the late stages of
syphilis. These men, for the most part illiterate sharecroppers from one of the poorest counties in Alabama, werewleatdisédse they

were suffering from or of its seriousness. Informed thattheywe bei ng treated for fAbad blood, 06 their do
syphilis at all. The data for the experiment was to be collected from autopsies of the men, and they were thus delfbtvatebeherate under
the ravages of tertiargyphilid whi ch can include tumor s, heart disease, paralysis, bli

doctors involved explained, fwe have nBadBleod: THe @uskedea SyphilicEspreniBy t hese pa
James H. Jones (New York Free Press, 1993)




Sim<, the genetic racism experimentmarried out by Columbia Presbyterfamad infinitum,

where members of the African Diaspora were made victim to thdigeaoof a sometimes

di abolical medi cal i nstitut icoSuch awareness trequiresi | | e
some degree of informed vigilance. Even so, where timeseents do occur, the perpetrators, for

the most part, have historically tried tosgluise the compromising of their professional ethics

behind a persona of faux compassion. This gowever,was blatant; just openly hostile

without reservation Hi m and his Anur seo.

| managed to sit up and swung my legs over the side of the examiratieriood mijo,
muy buenoAbuelita was whispering now, her voice calmer and soothing to Ingalfed on my
shirt. Excellente mijol managed to get to my feet and slowlygan a labored shuffle toward the
door. Steady papi. Right foot, left fod€onq lleve a cabo a su cabeza, usted no son un animal
derrotadd That was mi abuela. She insisted on -se$fpect.El respecto comienza con uno
mi s mo . Abuel abvealckaerdd ionwatl afultehe fAemergency r
Anur s e o0 ilhpassikely Bteadympapil exi ted the Ahospitalo, c
and somehow made it back to my apartment.

0
I

Once inside, | called back east my daughterand explained to her what | had been
through and asked her to call me every coupléairs to be sure | was OKknew she was
angry with me, but my choices were limitéiche pain was unrelenting and by now, disorienting
as well | found a couple of prescription strength pain killers, retirethédloor and somehow
managed to fall aslpe

Several hours later | was awakened by the telephbmes my daughter. As | grasped at
consciousness, | realized the pain in my belly had subsided to a significant degree. | conveyed
that to my child, and went back to sleep.

(Several days later, lew back east to visit my primary care physician, and was given a
thorough examinationMy primary care physician in New York City gave raeclean bill of
health,(probably a bout of extrengas, he saidHe wasprobablycorrect Shortly thereatfter, |
devdoped a case of IB&at troubled me up until the very week that | committed myself to the
decisionto leae the state of Utah, almost 4 years later)

2 3. Marion Sims (1813.834) grew rich and famous experimenting on enslaved African women. Without the benefit of anesthesia, he routinely
tiedslavewomen to a picnic table in his backyard and using aingyusty spoon
where he would make an incision into the thin membrane separating the vaginal wall from the urinary tract, and thenirstigibrirtogether

He would laterre-examine the female slavetrack thehealingprocessHis note propelled him to fame where his rude hemade surgical

devices were refined and are in use with his nentkis very day. As such, Sims, is routiryelegarded as the father of Gynecology. Because the
experiments took place without consent or anesthesia, others refer to Sims as a monstdieandsae Birthing a Slave: Motherhood and

Medicine in the Antebellum SoutBy R Wolters JAMA2006; 296 17841785.

% Columbia Presbyterian Hospital has been accused of engaging in genetic racism based on the premise put forth by Riehaehti&Gai
Wasserman (the lead investigator) which sought to confirm the premise that boys of color are genetdisihogoeto engage iviolent
behavior. Though found to be without merit, the human trials were continued with support from the National IniartabHealth. See,
Ghosts From The Nursery: Tracing the Roots of VioleBgeRobin KarrkMorse and Meredith SViley. (The Atlantic Monthly Press. New
York, 1998).




| explained to my doctor what | went through in Utah, and like everyone else, he wanted
to know whyl waseven out there. He then offered up his home and cell phone numbers, and
suggested that | call him or have someone else do so, if | needed medical attention. He said we
would figure something out.

Feeling much bettef,flew back out to Utah. It becanmetty clear to me that | was in a
difficult and hostile environment and that if | were to remain for any significant period of time, |
would have to take very good care of myself. That lone experience had taught me that I certainly
could not rely on thdocal medical facilities and their attendant professionals to care for me in a
professional capacity.

At the ti me, little did | realize that my
probably undergirded, motivated and punctuated, in all likelihndydracism | guess | was
lucky. The psychological pain | felt was only matched by the physical pain for which | sought,
but was denied, treatment for. As | processed that whole experience, | realized it represented a
|l evel of fAwe@&lcome to Ut ah.

Toaddi nsult to injury, the Ahospital o and th
for three hundred dollars. | camett® graduatealizationthat this type of localized medical
treatmentvas not an aberration or an isolated incidévitlcome to MounPleasantUtah.

| felt lucky. | came to believe that the entire scenario, pain inclusive, was designed to
give me a sense of what | would be dealing with if | remained in Utah. Stories would emerge
from time to time, like the student complaining of paimer side, but was diagnosed as having
an earachelater, it was determinedfter 2 additional visits 0 t he e meshgwancy r 00
actuallysuffering from acute appendicitisat required immediate surgeifhis was not unusual.
Indifference or incompetencé&drtunately| had been warnedl regalo.



