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Some names have been changed to protect the innocent. Some characters, situations, and 

circumstances are presented in aggregate.  This is my reality.  

 

Without exception, truth is universal. It is the individual interpretation of truth that makes 

liars of us all.  
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Chapter 2 ï  

 

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 fast reply- but seriously, 

where is the beginning? Does it begin with time or with 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 date or time of the peopleôs arrival? That, too, is a beginning. I think I will be a bit 

different. My dear reader, I will begin at a point I believe to be of paramount importance to every 

human being; health care. Thatôs right, health care. 

Welcome to Our World 

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

We all receive these ñwelcomeò signals when we move into a new area. In the hood, it is 

typically the gangbangers (who you reppin fool?). Or the cops (we got our eyes on you! 

Welcome to the hood!) In the burbs, itôs the neighbors who come over to ñwelcomeò you in 

person with a bottle of wine or a fresh baked pie. On the new job, itôs the co-worker who shows 

you the ropes. In a new school, itôs that one kid that you are immediately cool with, or a homey 

from around the way. And so on. I will start by sharing with you, dear reader, my ñwelcome to 

the communityò by the local medical ñprofessionalsò. 

The Pain 

I 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 to stomp. The pain 

jolted me into wakefulness. Reality came shattering through my dreams like a brick through a 

television screen. I looked over at the clock next to my bed. It was 2:37am. 



 I tried to sit up but it was impossible; any type of pressure on my stomach and the 

surrounding muscles caused me agony. I looked around the darkened bedroom as the nature of 

my reality flooded into conscious thought: I was single, a bachelor, living alone (good) in a new 

town where I hardly knew anyone (not so good in that moment).   

The pain ripped through me again as it seemed to come in increasingly larger waves 

centered in my belly. Pounding and radiating outward, the pain was becoming a living breathing 

thing, wrapping my entire mid-section in a mind numbing blanket of agony.  

I rolled from the bed onto the floor where, surprisingly, the unyielding carpeted surface 

seemed to provide momentary relief. I quickly began to process my potential resources: new in 

town, with only a few friends I felt I could trust. One lived in the next town over, 15 minutes 

away-a definite possibility. Another lived approximately an hour and a half away. I quickly 

dismissed that thought. I assessed my colleagues, all whom lived nearby. I realized I didnôt 

particularly trust any of them. Most of them worked pretty hard to make me feel like an 

ñoutsiderò. My upstairs neighbor, for example, had made it perfectly clear early on that he saw 

me as inferior and essentially attempted to treat me accordingly. Avoiding him to request help or 

assistance for anything was a no-brainer. 

A new wave of pain swept through me. Beads of sweat began to form on my forehead. 

The pain, increasing in intensity, was beginning to envelope my thought processes. Falling 

deeper into my aloness, my eyes began to well, as I looked over into the precipice of self-pity. In 

that moment I made a decision not to give in to the pain or the self-pity. I forced my way through 

the pain induced fogged thoughts. Clarity. My family was back east, I had been living alone for 

more than a decade, this was nothing new--Dios mio! I knew that the local hospital was less than 

a 5 minute drive away and I had a truck parked outside my door. 

Fighting through the fog of pain, I forced myself to get dressed. I managed to get inside 

my truck. I fumbled with the keys as the pain fought with me incessantly to put me under, into a 

state of unconsciousness. Despite being alone and in the embrace of misery, I managed to get my 

truck pointed in the direction of the local hospital.  

In an attempt to distract myself from the waves of pain, I began to compare what I was 

feeling with past experiences. The broken wrist? No, this was worse. The broken forearm? 

Maybe. I remember many tears and feeling awkward afterward, especially with a full arm plaster 

cast for 6 weeks. Maybe some comparison. Then there was the broken finger? Nope, the finger 

had been broken for nearly a month before I realized it was more than a simple sprain. How 

about that cop and the relentless pounding of the phone book on top of my head during my ruff-

neck period? Nope, that shit was childôs play by comparison. What about the illegal tackle that 

blew my knee out in college? Possibly some comparison there too, cause that shit was mad 

painful. I was prescribed pain medication nearly every day for 3 weeks. At a psychological level, 

that incident also stole my dreams and changed my life forever. Some comparison. Perhaps. Oh, 



and never forget the sudden and illegal sidekick to the knee during that Tae Kwon Do 

tournament in Buffalo? A painful re-visit to the college injury. Again, very painful. But nope. 

Nothing really compared to what I was experiencing, or so I had begun to convince myself. I felt 

like whatever was happening inside my belly, was pretty serious. 

 I pulled into the parking lot of the local hospital. As a transplanted New Yorker, the 

hospital, though obviously made of some type of pre-fabricated construction, appeared to be 

nothing more than a couple of double-wide custom built trailers joined together and labeled as a 

hospital. I was horrified. What possible professional health care services could lie beyond the 

doors of such a ñhospitalò (Hospital indeed! I was told later by one of the local residents that the 

ñhospitalò was nothing more than a ñlambing shackò, a place where the local females went to 

give birth (to their little lambs)).  

I sat there trying to measure my fate, when I was reminded of mi abuela. 

El Regalo 

Mi abuela possessed a peculiar gift. As a youngster I heard the stories. Su abuela es una 

brujeria. Su abuela es una curandera. Visitors 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 

created the worldôs best soncocho, the tastiest pernil con arrozs y habichuelas and never allowed 

a soul to walk away feeling anything less than stuffed. Here she would sit with the visitor who 

would say something like, Ms Daisy, I have a new girl friend; I love her and Iôve been thinking 

about marriage. I need to know, is she right for me. Can you help me deal with that? .Abuela 

with her ever present apron, protecting her dress (abuela was Ol Skool, she never wore pants, 

didnôt believe they were proper wear for a woman) and her waist length white hair pinned to the 

back of her head in what reminded me of a white cloud atop her head, would take a deep breath, 

open the pages of her Bible, begin searching for a verse, and then, finding the one(s) she wanted, 

without a word, she would become still as a statue. Her soft brown eyes focused on a world 

where only she could see. It was like time stood still as abuela just seemed to leave, though her 

body was still there in the kitchen. And then, just as suddenly, she would return. Then all quiet 

and serious-like, she would say to the visitor, everything will be alright. Sometimes what she had 

to say was not always good news and in those moments, she would look the visitor in the eyes 

and briefly rock her head from left to right with a look of tremendous compassion and sorrow. 

Then she would say, very quietly: I canôt help you. 

 No matter what the news abuela returned with, the visitor would attempt to force money 

into abuelaôs hand. She would quickly refuse, smacking the palms of her hands together and 

point to the table. En la mesa, por favor, she would say. The visitor would do as directed and 

depart. Growing up, I was accustomed to such things happening nearly every day with no real 

sense of what they really meant. Just a child observing an adult reality. 



Then one evening, during my ruff-neck period, I stopped by to pay a short visit to abuela. 

I had my own crib, but I would always drop in to see abuela, who I began to call my favorite girl. 

I always had several different chicas in my mix (itôs a Dominican thing; you wouldnôt 

understand), but mi abuela, in her concern for the direction I was taking in life, would feign 

jealousy. Muchas mujeres in tu vida es un cosa peligroso papi. Una mujer buena es sufficiente, 

she would say. Usted es solamente la buena mujer que conozco, abuela.  And she knew that was 

from mi corazon. Besides, abuela knew I was simply being me. With a reminder that I was in 

Los Estados Unidos, she would leave it alone. 

Mijo are you taking care of yourself? La mujeres cooking for you papi? No worries 

Abuela, you know you are my favorite girl. Then she would start in with her ritual of making 

sure I had at least one good meal that day. Abuela was special in that way.  

On this evening, abuela tried to stuff me with arroz con pollo, but I ate meagerly because 

me and my boy Goat needed to be light on our feet for what we had planned that evening.  

Abuela was not her usual talkative self. I asked what was up with her. She said nada as 

she busied herself around the kitchen. Mas morir sonando, she asked. No, no mas. I pushed my 

empty plate away, and stood. I kissed abuela on the cheek as I brushed by her and headed toward 

the door. Pare mijo, uno momento. Usted no puede irse.  Por que abuela?  Stay mijo, I am an old 

woman, talk with your abuela.  What is your hurry?  

I checked my watch and did some mental math as I tried to estimate how much time I 

could spend with my abuela and still get across town to hook up with my dog. I wandered into 

the living room and sat on the plastic covered sofa and watched as abuela dropped into her 

favorite chair. We chatted about family and stuff for awhile and then I tried to leave again. 

Abuela stood and literally blocked the door. I thought she was playing around. Then I saw a look 

on her face that scared the shit out of me. Mijo you ainôt leaving this house, not now, not until 

itôs safe for you. 

I reseated myself on the sofa and watched as abuela moved her chair to block my path to 

the door. I knew she was serious and I wasnôt going anywhere. I had seen abuela go through 

similar behavior before, like the time she wouldnôt let me and my brother Darrell go visit our 

playmate, Dezzie (the retard). Tengo una mala sensación de eso she said. We heard later that 

Johnny Dolla, a local thug and pimp wannabe, had kicked in the door at Dezzieôs house and beat 

first his mom, and then Dezzie (the retard), damn near to death as a result of some drug fueled 

rage that no one understood. Solamente dios sabe por qué, abuela was fond of saying to explain 

the inexplicable. 

As she sat back down, satisfied that I was there for the duration, she pulled out her bible 

and began reading verses from it, interspersed with prayers. I said fuck it and flicked on the TV. 

I figured that if I didnôt show up, my boy Goat would just set shit up for tomorrow night instead. 

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 I should go home before las espiritas malvadas en la aire 

settled on me.  

I was cool with that especially since my plans were spoiled. I picked up my favorite 

yamp and headed back to my crib to bust her out and call it a day. Early the next morning I got a 

call from Goatôs sister, Yohainy (Americanized, it became, Yohanna). Bawling uncontrollably, 

she wanted to know where I was last night and why I wasnôt with her brother. Apparently 

someone pumped 3 bullets into Goatôs dome and dropped his lifeless body into a garbage 

dumpster. I was shook because I was supposed to be with him. Which meant, I was supposed to 

be with him! (I later realized that Goat had done the unthinkable and tried to pull off the job we 

planned together and agreed together was best done by 2 people and not solo! That stupid move 

cost him his life).  

I met Goat while I was shootin game at his sister. A fine statuesque sista with caramel 

colored skin, and thick black curly hair that fell just below her shoulders. She had un nalga that 

was so perfect; it was dream-like just to watch. And when she walked down the block, I swear, 

dogs would howl, old men would start to 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 that school boys ditched classes and 

hid out in attics and alleyways, hoping to catch Yohannaôs daily stroll to the corner bodega, 

while jailbait jezebels worked hard to imitate her walk. And I have never seen so many ñplayasò 

suddenly get struck dumb and speechless. Really, I swear! 

Yohanna was a sight to behold She spoke with a thick Dominican accent which made it 

difficult for the gringos to understand her speech. It made her self-conscious when speaking in 

English, but when she walked down the block, there was nothing self-conscious there. Yohanna 

was a show stopper and knew it. Gringos would slow down to holla at her, and she was all, negro 

please! When I heard that thick homegrown accent, I had to go at her.  

She was cool at first. But the more I talked, she began to soften, and she realized as much 

as I did, that we both hungered for something from home. I think we convinced ourselves that we 

could find that missing piece with each other. She made me work at it, though. For days, I had to 

deal with her stubborn streak, her explosive anger, and then one day, I was in there. Just like that. 

On that first day, I walked Yohanna home. Thatôs where I met Goat. Fresh off the boat, 

he was Dom to the core, and hyped on getting paid. We knew some of the same cats back on the 

island so there was no need for explanations. It was enough for us to become tight. We quickly 

became partners in crime. 

With his hype and recklessness and my familiarity with the culture and the people, we 

began to seriously throw down. It became a job. When night fell, we went to work. It didnôt take 

long before the hood guessed correctly at what me and Goat were about. But there were few 

apprehensions there, because we never worked close to home.  



Yohanna kept a steady hand on me throughout it all. She had a touch that was soft, 

reassuring, and somehow possessed of restorative power. It was a touch I decided I did not want 

to be without. She was my connection to memories of hot embraces in the sugar cane fields, 

walks along the malecon, and those blistering summer evenings when the electricity went out 

and passion became the guiding light. Yohainy became my bridge, my connection to home. Ella 

fue  mi primer amor verdadero. Sharing her pain of lost, I promised to get with her later and 

work on making things right.   

Hanging up the phone, it hit me. Abuela knew shit. She was like psychic and shit! Damn, 

I could hit the numbers or something. I showered, dressed and rushed over to have breakfast with 

abuela.  

As we ate Mangu, along with fresh slices of mango and pinapples, abuela explained the 

nature of the gift. Un regalo y una maldición tambien. It goes from generation to generation. Yes 

she explained, you get these feelings sometimes, si? And you know something is no correcto, 

something needs cambio, si?. It was then I understood the feeling that creeps into me from time 

to time and consumes me with its power to engage my whole being, changing my plans, my 

course of behavior. 

The feeling is hard to describe, but it begins like a small chill. A kind of psychic warning. 

A foreboding, felt deep inside. And then like a dip in cold pool of water, it would strike; a sense 

of foreboding washes over 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 me from sleep at night. Sometimes lasting for just a few moments. But always there, 

bugging me with varying degrees of intensity, waiting for me to notice and acknowledge its 

presence. 

 As I sat in front of this odd box shaped building called a hospital that same feeling began 

to nudge me. Then I was hit hard by another wave of pain. This intense pain gave me very little 

choice. I badly needed relief from the overwhelming pain in my belly. I tried to ignore el regalo.  

There appeared to be no emergency entrance to the structure, so I entered through the 

buildingôs main entrance. Inside, there were no lights, so I hesitated before moving forward. 

Then I saw light in front of me, on the other side of a set of double doors. As I went through the 

doors, I was again hit by a wave of crippling pain. I reached for the wall as I felt my knees begin 

to buckle. I looked down the half lit hallway and saw the form of a woman, leaning across a 

counter peering down the darkened hall in my direction. (She did not turn on any additional 

lighting!) 

I held onto the wall and moved forward inch by inch, step by slow step, until I was face 

to face with the woman. She was wearing a nurseôs uniform. She asked, a little too calmly, as she 

stared at me if I were a space alien. Can I 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 breath. YeséIôm in pain and I need to see a 

doctor!  

 Is it an emergency? 

Yes, por 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, turn right; that is the emergency room. 

Holding onto the wall for support, I asked, can I get some help hereé a wheelchair or 

something? 

I looked around the small lit area, but the ñnurseò had disappeared. I turned, hugging the 

wall, and made my way toward the ñemergencyò room 

  Though only a few hundred feet from where I stood, I began the slow walk to the 

location. Because of the unbearable pain, I was forced to stop from time to time to allow the 

waves of pain to subside, as I attempted to stay mentally focused. Simply giving up and crashing 

to the floor seemed such an easy thing to do. But again, I had no idea of whom or the type of 

people I 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 together. We donôt see shit like that in the city. 

Only in movies, where nightmares are dreamed up and carried out. 

 A good five minutes later, I stood in front of the ñemergencyò room doors. They swung 

open automatically. I entered and made my way to the examination ñtableò, climbed up and lay 

down. At that point I was enveloped by a deep dark pain. I simply lost consciousness. 

 Later, I have no idea when, but I was rudely pulled through the murkiness to 

consciousness by the same nurse. It seems she was the only nurse working at the time. 

 Wake-up, she harshly retorted, as she dropped a thin hospital gown onto my chest. 

Remove your clothes and put that on, pointing toward the gown. 

 Between short breaths, I replied, I only need to remove my shirt, because the pain and 

reason for my being here is in my stomach!     

 Whatever, she snarled back at me, as she left the room. 

 I managed to get my shirt off and as I tussled with the gown I again, lost consciousness. 

 Once again, the relief brought on through unconsciousness was interrupted, by someone 

slapping the soles of my feet. I managed to raise my head to see a short bald white guy in wire 



rimmed glasses. Once he saw that I 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 killing me; I 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 I realized that his ñbed side mannerò was nonexistent, as he continued to shout 

questions in my direction from across the room. 

 I interrupted the ñdoctorò and asked him why he wouldnôt come over and talk to me as a 

human being with the ethos called upon by the nature of his profession. 

 With a loud and purposely audible sigh, he ambled over to where I lay and introduced 

himself. To this day, whether it was the pain or my unconscious response to his professional 

indifference, I am unable to recall his name, but his physical appearance will forever be part of 

my memory of that horrific experience. 

  I am Doctor ñwhatôs his nameò, followed by another deep sigh.   

 Has your belly always been this distended? Trying to crack on me. 

 I ignored his corny attempt to belittle me. I just need to be diagnosed and a remedy 

prescribed, nothing more. 

 We will perform an upper gastrointestinal endoscopy which will take pictures of your 

intestines to see what is going on, and then we will perform a, blah, blah, blah. 

 Having cut my professional teeth working with medical doctors, his approach sounded 

unnecessary and superfluous, and I told him as much. He, in fact did not, would not, touch my 

belly to determine the degree, if any, of the presence of any tenderness. Incompetence or 

contempt? I donôt know. 

 He became enraged, literally screaming, who is the doctor here? 

I guess we both are doctors, my man. Calm and quietly. 

 Fine, then who is the patient and who is the attending physician? Still shouting. 



 I guess you are the attending physician, but because your approach to diagnosing my 

problem seems so outlandish and without compassion; why you havenôt examined me or even 

touched me- what is that about? 

 I refuse to be questioned by a patient about my role in the treatment process. You can 

adhere to my protocols or you can leave! And then as an afterthought, he said, and after the tests, 

we will get you something for the pain. 

 A moment of temptation, A moment of attempted redemption. A brief moment. 

Somewhere deep inside of me though, I felt outrage overtake my pain. Then suddenly the thing, 

the bueno y mal cosa, the warning, it gripped me and crystallized into something that seemed to 

whisper words against my soul, warning me about unimagined things. Things we leave for 

monsters to perpetrate. Things devised by the sick, the soulless, diablolitos. Things I was 

incapable of dreaming up. Things conceived to hurt, to maim. Things 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 I mean. Nameless scary things that populate every childôs nightmares. 

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 ER. No family or friends in the 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 hell. Panic suddenly became a tangible force. I 

could feel it. I could taste it as it tried to grip me in a locking vice. 

Then, as if to balance the enveloping madness, I heard the voice of my dearly departed 

abuela. First in my ear as if she sitting next to me..Then inside my head. No longer outside and 

disconnected, but inside of me, connected to me, to my being, Then the voice of abuela washed 

over my entire being. In a whisper. Mijo, despierte. Then screaming. Run mijo, run from this 

place. Do it now. Tu tiene que ir, mijo. Her voice again; Rafael, tu tiene que ir ahorra mismo! It 

was not a suggestion or a warning but a command. Abuela only called mi Rafael when she was 

pissed or very, very serious. OK abuela, I heard myself saying over and over again, OK abuela, 

as I tried pull myself together, fighting through the pain induced fog and the encroaching panic. 

Of all the medical doctors I have known and worked with, I have never witnessed such 

unprovoked hostility from a medical professional. As a member of the African Diaspora, I am 

well aware of the practice of medical racism. The Tuskegee Experiment
1
, the practices of Marion 

                                                             
1
 For forty years between 1932 and 1972, the U.S. Public Health Service (PHS) conducted an experiment 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, were never told what disease they 

were suffering from or of its seriousness. Informed that they were being treated for ñbad blood,ò their doctors had no intention of curing them of 

syphilis at all. The data for the experiment was to be collected from autopsies of the men, and they were thus deliberately left to degenerate under 

the ravages of tertiary syphilisðwhich can include tumors, heart disease, paralysis, blindness, insanity, and death. ñAs I see it,ò one of the 

doctors involved explained, ñwe have no further interest in these patients until they die.ò See, Bad Blood: The Tuskegee Syphilis Experiment, By 

James H. Jones (New York Free Press, 1993) 



Sims
2
, the genetic racism experiments carried out by Columbia Presbyterian

3
, ad infinitum, 

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

diabolical medical institution or hate filled medical ñprofessionalsò. Such awareness requires 

some degree of informed vigilance. Even so, where these moments do occur, the perpetrators, for 

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

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

without reservation. Him and his ñnurseò. 

I managed to sit up and swung my legs over the side of the examination table. Good mijo, 

muy bueno. Abuelita was whispering now, her voice calmer and soothing to hear. I pulled on my 

shirt. Excellente mijo. I managed to get to my feet and slowly began a labored shuffle toward the 

door. Steady papi. Right foot, left foot. Cono, lleve a cabo a su cabeza, usted no son un animal 

derrotado! That was mi abuela. She insisted on self-respect. El respecto comienza con uno 

mismo. Abuelaôs cardinal rule. I walked out of the ñemergency roomò as the ñdoctorò and his 

ñnurseò looked on impassively. Steady papi. I exited the ñhospitalò, climbed back into my truck, 

and somehow made it back to my apartment.  

  Once inside, I called back east to my daughter and explained to her what I had been 

through and asked her to call me every couple of hours to be sure I was OK. I knew she was 

angry with me, but my choices were limited. The pain was unrelenting and by now, disorienting 

as well. I found a couple of prescription strength pain killers, retired to the floor and somehow 

managed to fall asleep. 

 Several hours later I was awakened by the telephone. It was my daughter. As I grasped at 

consciousness, I realized the pain in my belly had subsided to a significant degree. I conveyed 

that to my child, and went back to sleep. 

 (Several days later, I flew back east to visit my primary care physician, and was given a 

thorough examination. My primary care physician in New York City gave me a clean bill of 

health, (probably a bout of extreme gas, he said. He was probably correct. Shortly thereafter, I 

developed a case of IBS that troubled me up until the very week that I committed myself to the 

decision to leave the state of Utah, almost 4 years later)).  

                                                             
2
 J. Marion Sims (1813-1834) grew rich and famous experimenting on enslaved African women. Without the benefit of anesthesia, he routinely 

tied slave women to a picnic table in his backyard and using a rusty spoon that he fashioned in such a way to hold open the femaleôs vagina, 

where he would make an incision into the thin membrane separating the vaginal wall from the urinary tract, and then stitch the incision together. 

He would later  re-examine the female slave to track the healing process. His notes propelled him to fame where his rude home-made surgical 

devices were refined and are in use with his name to this very  day. As such, Sims, is routinely regarded as the father of Gynecology. Because the 

experiments took place without consent or anesthesia, others refer to Sims as a monster and a villain. See, Birthing a Slave: Motherhood and 

Medicine in the Antebellum South, By  R Wolters. JAMA.2006; 296: 1784-1785.  

 

     
3
 Columbia Presbyterian Hospital has been accused of engaging in genetic racism based on the premise put forth by Richard Hernstein and Gail 

Wasserman (the lead investigator) which sought to confirm the premise that boys of color are genetically pre-disposed to engage in violent 

behavior. Though found to be without merit, the human trials were continued with support from the National Institute of Mental Health.  See, 

Ghosts From The Nursery: Tracing the Roots of Violence. By Robin Karr-Morse and Meredith S. Wiley. (The Atlantic Monthly Press. New 

York, 1998). 



I explained to my doctor what I went through in Utah, and like everyone else, he wanted 

to know why I was even out there. He then offered up his home and cell phone numbers, and 

suggested that I call him or have someone else do so, if I needed medical attention. He said we 

would figure something out.  

Feeling much better, I flew back out to Utah. It became pretty clear to me that I was in a 

difficult and hostile environment and that if I were to remain for any significant period of time, I 

would have to take very good care of myself. That lone experience had taught me that I certainly 

could not rely on the local medical facilities and their attendant professionals to care for me in a 

professional capacity. 

 At the time, little did I realize that my hostile treatment at the local ñhospitalò was 

probably undergirded, motivated and punctuated, in all likelihood, by racism. I guess I was 

lucky. The psychological pain I felt was only matched by the physical pain for which I sought, 

but was denied, treatment for. As I processed that whole experience, I realized it represented a 

level of ñwelcome to Utah.ò  

 To add insult to injury, the ñhospitalò and the ñdoctorò had the audacity to send me a bill 

for three hundred dollars. I came to the gradual realization that this type of localized medical 

treatment was not an aberration or an isolated incident. Welcome to Mount Pleasant, Utah.  

 I felt lucky. I came to believe that the entire scenario, pain inclusive, was designed to 

give me a sense of what I would be dealing with if I remained in Utah. Stories would emerge 

from time to time, like the student complaining of pain in her side, but was diagnosed as having 

an earache! Later, it was determined, after 2 additional visits to the ñemergency roomò, she was 

actually suffering from acute appendicitis that required immediate surgery. This was not unusual. 

Indifference or incompetence? Fortunately, I had been warned. El regalo. 


