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and it is going to be something like taking a 
blood test.  The public doesn’t understand what 
genetics is; there are a lot of misconceptions. 
And it is going to be a problem, because it is not 
as easy as a blood test. The report that you’ll get 
back is more complicated than a blood test. So, 
if you don’t have the right people to explain it to 
you, it’ll be hard. But when I was doing my PhD, 
I thought it was something fun, you know, you 
get to wear jeans for a day and doing fundrais-
ing – those kind of stuff – so when I came back 
after my postdoctoral, and became a lecturer 
here, I did exhibition. And we did movies and 
documentaries for 2 or 3 years – it was really 
small scale. Then, we started selling cupcakes, 
and got a little bit more well-known – but only 
at the faculty level. And other lecturers started 
being part of the team. And with more manpow-
er, the programme also gets bigger.  It feels like 
something you naturally do. Even if it means 
writing letters at midnight or having phone calls 
at 7:00 a.m. in the morning, you still just natu-
rally do it. There’s something inside you that’s 
just driving you. It’s the same with other lec-
turers like Dr Anwar, Dr Suzi, Dr Rozaida, Dr 
Nur ‘Ain; who really helped out last year. If you 
find something you really feel strongly about, it 
will happen; and if you find people who feel the 
same way, then big things will happen.

6. What do you do during 
your free time?
I catch up on news, I guess. I do read. And just 
spend time with my family like go to the play-
ground with my kids.

7. Since you mentioned 
family, is there any-
thing on love and re-
lationship?
Rather than my relationship and love 
story, from a woman’s point of view; if 
you’re interviewing me as a woman of 
science, a woman scientist; I’ll tell you 
what are the key things that you need, 
like I always tell your seniors: 
You have to be clear in your 
mind what you want.
If you know what you 
want, it helps you plan 
out your life. Inevitably, 
when you get to certain 
age, people will expect 
certain things out of 
you. When will you 
get married? When 
will you have kids? 

when you get to certain age, people will ex-
pect certain things out of you. When will you 
get married? When will you have kids? Boys or 
girls? There’s always something that is expect-
ed out of you, as a woman, in your life. But if 
you want to have a career, a PhD, a whatever, 
you have to know. Because if you don’t, and you 
delay that decision, it’s going to be harder on 
you to finally do what you want to do. For ex-
ample, if you’re not sure if you want to do post-
grad, and you said “Takpelah, I’ll work first.” 
But once you worked and started thinking 
about coming back for your postgrad, at some 
point you started earning money or be in a re-
lationship, and he wants to marry you. And you 
agreed, yet you still want to do your PhD, and 
he’ll ask you “What does it mean you’re doing 
a PhD?” And you’ll be “I’ll have to take 4 years 
of my life, I’ll be super busy, super stressed out, 
and it’ll be hard to have kids and I’ll have to 
work weekends.” This will have a hard impact 
on your life later. 
That’s why I always tell girl students, “You need 
to know what you want very early, and you 
need to try to do it as soon as possible, before 
you start to have pressures from the outside.” 
Once you start doing your Masters, PhD, then, 
it’ll be settled. If you do it after you’re married, 
you’ll have other responsibilities to take care 
of. There are many people in the faculty, like 
Dr Rozaida, who did do their PhD when they 
had children. But they are amazing women; I 
don’t know how they did it and not everybody 
could do it. I don’t think I could do it. But, you 
know, if you can, try to get your education done 
as soon as possible. Also, make sure to find a 
person who supports that decision. Basically, 

the key thing is you need to know very 
early on what is it that you want. Then 

plan it out. For women, especially, 
do it quickly. Don’t be the I’ll-work-
first-then-come-back-in type, be-
cause it rarely ever happens as it is 
difficult. And find someone who is 
very, very supportive. The majority 
of women in this department, if you 
ask them “What about your hus-

band?” They’ll reply “My hus-
band is very supportive.” 
You need to find a man 
who understands and 
knows you. As a per-

son, have a need to be 
fulfilled, that 

is out of your 
personal life.
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ONDINE’S
CURSE

Ondine was breathtakingly beautiful and possessed of a streak 
of independence, truly what we call a ‘free spirit ’
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 Congenital central hypoventilation syndrome (CCHS), also known as Ondine syndrome, 
is a disorder that affects your ability to breathe. It is a genetic form of sleep apnea. People with 
CCHS have trouble breathing properly, especially while sleeping. Instead of breathing regular-
ly, people with CCHS hyperventilate (take shallow breaths), which decreases the amount of 
oxygen in the blood and increases carbon dioxide levels.

THE ILLNESS

THE MYTH
 Ondine was a nymph, a water god-
dess in French folk tale written by Friedrich 
de la Motte Fouqué. The tragic and tender 
love story has been made into both an opera 
and a ballet (Undine). Here is the story of 
Ondine.

 Ondine was breathtakingly beautiful 
and possessed a streak of independence, 
truly what we call a ‘free spirit’.

 Like all nymphs and mermaids, she 
was leery of men. If a nymph ever falls in 
love with a man and bears his child, she will 
begin to age like a mortal woman, losing her 
eternal youthfulness and everlasting life.
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 Nonetheless, when Ondine saw the handsome young Palemon she was smitten and 
began to watch for him on his daily walks. When Palemon noticed her, he fell for her incred-
ible beauty and came back frequently to try to get a glimpse of her again.  

 Eventually they talked and fell in love. He broke his engagement with the young no-
blewoman Berta and, in time, convinced Ondine to marry him. When they exchanged their 
wedding oaths, Palemon vowed that “My every waking breath shall be my pledge of love and 
faithfulness to you.”
 
 But it was not to be.

 The following year Ondine gave birth to their son. From that moment on, her beauty 
began to fade, her body suddenly susceptible to the effects of aging. As her youthful attrac-
tiveness gave way to a more mature beauty, Palemon’s eye began to wander to the younger 
women he met at court.

 One fateful day Ondine was out walking on their estate when she heard the sound of 
Palemon’s familiar snoring. Planning to take him back home so he could finish his nap, the 

amused Ondine entered the stables 
to wake him.

 The scene she encountered filled 
her with great sorrow. Discarded 
garments littered the floor and her 
beloved Palemon lay sleeping in the 
haystack, his arms wrapped around 
his former fianceé Berta. Having 
sacrificed her immortality for this 
man, she was filled with anger and 
regret.

 Kicking her sleeping husband, she 
woke him and uttered her curse. 
“You pledged faithfulness to me 
with your every waking breath and 
I accepted that pledge. So be it. For 
as long as you are awake, you shall 
breathe. But should you ever fall 
into sleep, that breath will desert 
you.”

 Ondine still retained some of her 
magic . . . enough to make the curse 
come true. And so it was. Palemon 
would never sleep again.

66



67

WILLY 
WALTER

DISCLAIMER
All characters in this story are purely a 

work of fiction. Any resemblance found is 
purely coincidental.
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It was a stormy Friday night, I was just about to watch a movie online 
after completing my homework when I saw a notification on my phone. 
 ‘Hmm, a couple of Whatsapp messages. Who could that be at this 
time?’ I thought. 

*James created group “Willy Walter” *
*James added you*
*James added Paul*
*James added Jessica*
*James added Lily*

 ‘Oh God, James. Not only do you annoy me at class all day, now 
you’ve attempted to extend that into my private life. I mean, isn’t five 
whatsapp groups enough? Do you really have to create another one? Don’t 
you have a life bro?’

YOU: Another whatsapp group? What’s this for James? Another prank?
YOU: *scowling emoji*

JAMES: Oh, come on Peter, don’t be a wet blanket. Have a little fun once 
in a while.
JAMES: And no, it’s not for another prank. The prank is scheduled for 
next week *.*
JAMES: This group is for us to have a little adventure together.

JESSICA: Pass. I have a piano recital this weekend. Can’t go anywhere.

JAMES: Not an actual trip. A SUPERNATURAL TRIP. Right from the comfort 
of your respective rooms. 

LILY: Oooooo. I LOVE THAT SHOW!! Sam and Dean are bae.
LILY: Are we going to have a Supernatural marathon? 
LILY: Please say yes

JAMES: NO LILY. WE ARE NOT WATCHING A BUNCH OF GUYS HUNT FOR MONSTERS!

LILY: Aww. :( 

JAMES: We are going to play a game. A game that is not for the faint of 
heart. A game that involves supernatural forces. 

JESSICA: What are you talking about, James? 

JAMES: WILLY WALTER

JESSICA: Who’s that?

JAMES: It’s a game. I saw it on the internet. You get a bunch of friends 
and all of them have to say a rhyme. If you say it properly, the spirit 
of Willy Walter will visit you.

LILY: WHAT HAPPENS NEXT?

JAMES: No one knows. They say that no one has been brave enough to say 
it. Those who have, they disappeared and were never heard of ever again.

LILY: NO WAY AM I PLAYING THAT GAME!

JAMES: Come on, Lily. It’ll be fun. I’m pretty sure it’s just a joke and 
we’ll all be just fine.

LILY: Still not worth it, James.
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AMES: Fine. If all of us play this game tonight, 
I’ll treat you guys to Bingsu at 
Hanbing.

LILY: One each?

JAMES: Yes, one each.

LILY: Alright I’m sold. 

JESSICA: Hmm…I should be practicing for my piano 
recital but Bingsu is my kryptonite.

PAUL: Beam Me Up, Scotty

JAMES: God, Paul. Stop it with your Star Trek 
jokes. No one else gets it. 

PAUL: Jealous much…

JAMES: What about @Peter?

 I paused for a moment. ‘Should I play this 
game. I mean, what could go wrong? It’s just 
a game, right? But then again, I 
wouldn’t want to expose myself to 
any supernatural forces at play.’ 
The reason being I believe the 
existence of dark forces in 
the universe.

YOU: I think I’ll skip this 
game. I don’t know why but 
I feel we shouldn’t be messing 
with spirits. Plus, I was just 
about to watch LOGAN.

JAMES: HAHAHA. Classic Peter. 
Always chickening out on anything 
beyond his comfort zone. Spirits 
aren’t real Peter. They are 
just stories your mum and dad 
told you around the campfire. 
Pure fiction.

YOU: Well I don’t think so. If there is an all-powerful 
good in the universe, the will be as bad as well.

JAMES: Here you go again with your religious banter. 
Seriously, why don’t you just admit you’re scared? 

PAUL: Whoa, Set Phasers to Stun James.

JAMES: Shut Up Paul.
JAMES: You know what? If you play tonight, I’ll admit 
to your rubbish about spirits and the underworld and all 
that. Deal or No Deal?

‘Oh God. What am I about to do? Am I really going 
to get myself into this? ‘. I took a deep breath and 
I typed:
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YOU: Fine.

JAMES: Woo. Finally! 
JAMES: So here are the rules of the game, at midnight everyone will sit 
on their beds facing their windows with the lights off. And then you 
will say –“Willy Walter come to play, Willy Walter come to stay, Come 
and show your ghostly sight, We can have some fun all night.” 

 The group went silent. No one was typing anything for a while. Then 
James started typing:

JAMES: Yoo-hoo. Anybody home?
JAMES: Not having second thoughts, are we?

JESSICA: No, it’s just…You are absolutely sure that this is safe right, 
James?

JAMES: Yes. 100%...I Think.

JESSICA: Well that’s convincing. 

JAMES: DO YOU GUYS WANT TO DO THIS OR NOT?!

LILY: Let’s do this. 

JESSICA: Alright

PAUL: Live Long and Prosper

YOU: Whatever 

JAMES: So, let’s do it. It’s 11.57 now. EVERYONE GET READY!

 With a heavy sigh and a shake of my head, I got off my bed to turn 
off the lights. Conveniently for me, the window was just at the foot of 
my bed.
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JAMES: So, everyone ready? Let Us BEGIN!

 I rolled my eyes. I did a silent prayer first. Then, I started say-
ing the rhyme.

“Willy Walter come to play;
 Willy Walter come to stay;

 Come and show your ghostly sight;
 We can have some fun all night.”

 And I waited, hoping nothing would happen. To my relief, nothing 
did happen. I looked back at the whatsapp group.

JAMES: There, that wasn’t that bad, was it? HAHAHA

PAUL: That was creepy, dude.

JAMES: Oh No! Paul has been cured of his Star-Trek-itis. 

PAUL: haha. Not funny James.

JESSICA: Yeah that was really creepy James. Let’s not do this again.

LILY: guys
LILY: There was a tap on my window.

PAUL: What?

JAMES: Probably just a bug or a stone. Don’t be a baby Lily.

LILY: NO JAMES. IT WAS A DISTINCT KNOCK ON THE GLASS! TAP, TAP, TAP!
JAMES: When there’s something strange, in your neighbourhood, who you 
gonna call?
LILY: NOT FUNNY JAMES! 
LILY: OMGGGGggGGgg
LILY: SOMEONE HELP!!!!

JAMES: Enough drama Lily.
JAMES: Lily?

PAUL: Lily, are you there? What happened?

JESSICA: LILY, PLEASE SAY SOMETHING!

 This was not right. Lily was online but she’s not replying. And 
then I saw ’Lily is typing…’. I sighed a sigh of relief. That relief 
would not last as long.

LILY: Hello everyone, my name is Willy Walter. But you can call me Wil-
ly.

 I held my breath in horror. 

JAMES: Lily, stop playing.

LILY: OH, I’m Sorry. Your little friend is mine now. All of you will be. 
You called me. You wanted to play. And now I’m here. Let’s play. 

JAMES: Look, Lily. If this is your idea of a prank. Stop right now. It 
isn’t funny.

LILY: Poor little boy, he still believes that he is speaking to his 
friend. Listen here. SHE IS NOW MINE.
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LILY: I can’t let that happen now, can I? It isn’t every day I get five 
souls to play with. All of you will not see the end of tonight. Haha-
hahaha.

*Lily left*

 ‘OH GOD, OH GOD, OH GOD. What have we done?’

PAUL: What now, James?

JESSICA: Yeah James, WHAT NOW?
JESSICA: YOU TOLD US TO PLAY THIS GAME! YOU TOLD US THAT IT’LL BE SAFE! 
NOW WHAT?

JAMES: I …I don’t know.

JESSICA: DAMN IT JAMES.
PAUL: Guys…I think he’s here.

JAMES: What? 

PAUL: Guys, if you survive tonight…please tell my mum…tell her I love 
her.

JAMES: PAUL! NO! YOU’RE GOING TO BE ALRIGHT!
JAMES: PAUL? PAUL!

PAUL: Tell his mum he loves her? How sweet.

JAMES: DON’T YOU DARE TOUCH A SINGLE HAIR ON HIS HEAD!!!

PAUL: First, there were five,
PAUL: With spirits, so free, 
PAUL: But then they called WILLY,
PAUL: And now, there are THREE. Hahahahaha 

*Paul left*

JAMES: NO! DAMN YOU WILLY!

JESSICA: This is YOUR FAULT JAMES! NONE OF THIS WOULD HAVE HAPPENED IF 
YOU DIDN’T ASK US TO PLAY THAT STUPID GAME.

JAMES: I’M SORRY. I’m so, so sorry. 

JESSICA: I’M GOING TO GET A KNIFE FROM THE KITCHEN.
JESSICA: IF HE COMES, I’M GOING …

JAMES: JESSICA?

JESSICA: Hmm. A knife to fight a ghost? Not a very smart idea. It has 
its flaws. A DOUBLE EDGE SWORD one might say. Hahahaha.

JAMES: WILLY! IT’S ME YOU WANT. I’M THE CAUSE OF ALL THIS. LET THE OTH-
ERS BE.

JESSICA: The young hero sacrifices himself for the ones he loves. How 
valiant. 
JESSICA: Don’t worry. You’re next.

*Jessica left* 

72



73

 All I could do was watch in horror as my friends were being 
picked off, one by one. I knew we shouldn’t have done this.’ I should 
have talked sense into them. If I did, they would have been alive. 
Stupid, STUPID!’

JAMES: Peter. I’m sorry. I should have listened to you. You were right 
about spirits. 

YOU: James, don’t give up.

JAMES: You heard him Peter, he’s coming for me. This is the end of my 
road. I hope he leaves you after me.

YOU: James, no…

JAMES: Boy, this kid can’t stop being heroic, can he? Hahahaha.
JAMES: So, you’re the last one, huh? Sadly, I can’t let you go. You 
spoke the words too. And now, it’s your turn Peter. I’m coming for 
you.

*James left*

“Aaaaaaaahhhh” I screamed in a mixture of fear and rage as I smashed 
my phone against the wall. He was coming. Nowhere to run, nowhere to 
hide. There was only one thing to do, wait and pray. So, I waited. Not 
a single sound. No ghostly figure showed. Then, there was a knock on 
my window. A haunting apparition fazed its way into my room through 
the glass of my window. It started to take shape. The shape of a young 
English man. The clothes he wore resembled that of a farmer in the 
late 18th century, but it was filthy. He wore a white shirt covered 
in soot, grey trousers that were held up by ruined suspenders and tat-
tered black boots. His face was disfigured. Blood dripping from his 
nostrils and lips. He limped closer to me. As he limped, he began to 
sing.

‘Willy Walter came to play;
 Willy Walter is here to stay;

He came to show his ghostly sight;
 So, we shall have fun all night’ 
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He stopped about a foot away from where I was standing frozen from see-
ing the paranormal entity form.  He studied me, up and down, like a 
predator studying its prey. 

 ‘You’re a lucky boy Peter. Most of my victims do not have the priv-
ilege of meeting me before I take their lives. They never see me coming’ 
he said from a mouth barely covered with rotting teeth. 

 ‘Why us, Willy? Why not someone else?’ I asked.

 ‘Well, my child’ he said as he caressed the back of my head ‘You 
wished for it.’

 He smiled a sinister smile from his gruesome lips.

 ‘And sometimes we DO get what we wish for’ he said as he stabbed 
his hand through my chest.  
 
 That was sufficient to jolt me back to reality. Apparently, I had 
slept off while doing some homework. The rain was still pouring outside. 
And most importantly, I was alone in my room, without a gaping hole in 
my chest. No sign of any 18th century English ghost either. I picked up 
my phone. 

 ‘No. This can’t be happening’

 My fingers were shaking as I unlocked my phone to view the notifi-
cation. A notification that brought tears of dismay to my eyes.

*James created group “Willy Walter”*

Written by: Hari Haran
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What Killed Kim 
Jong Nam?

Earlier this year, we were appalled by the news 
of the assasination of the  North Korean pres-
ident’s estranged brother, Kim Jong Nam who 

was assassinated in our very own KLIA2. Many came 
up with countless ‘what if’s’ and even conspiracy the-
ories on how this incident mightl lead to World War 
3 – since the North Koreans have advanced nuclear 
weapons and well-known military strength. Political 
issues aside, we  would like to take a look at what 
actually took his live. Let’s unravel the science behind 
this murder mystery.

A surveillance camera managed to record two wom-
en were trying to cover Kim Jong Nam’s face from 
behind for an alleged ‘prank’ show. The footage 
subsequently showed him rushing to the terminal 
help desk, trying to explain to the orange-jacketed 
staff what had just taken place. Soon he complained 
of feeling groggy and having difficulty with his vi-
sion and was helped to a nearby first-aid station. He 
was strapped onto a stretcher and sent to a hospital 
in an ambulance - but died en route. An autopsy 
was conducted and based on a preliminary report 
by the Chemistry Department of Malaysia, it is con-
firmed that a ‘poison’ was found on his eyes and 
face – VX nerve gas – and that this poison was the 
cause of his death.

It is said that VX nerve gas is one of the most dead-
liest nerve gases ever created compared to its oth-
er organophospate family members such as sarin, 
tabun and soman. It was developed for military use 
in chemical warfare after the  translation of earlier 
discoveries of organophosphate toxicity in pesticide 
research. In its pure form, VX is a colourless, mobile, 
relatively non-volatile liquid, taking on a yellowish 
to brown colour – amber, in impure state. Due to its 
low volatility, it persists longer in the environment. 
 
As a chemical weapon, VX nerve gas is categorised 
as a weapon of mass destruction and is banned 
by the Chemical Weapons Convention of 1993. It 
is forbidden to produce the gas in large scales for 

military purposes, withthe  exception of research, 
medical or pharmaceutical purposes outside a sin-
gle small-scale facility in aggregate quantities not 
exceeding 10 kg per year per facility.

Why is  VX  the most potent out of them all? VX 
has the consistency of motor oil, and seldom pres-
ents a vapor hazard, unless exploded or subjected 
to high temperature. VX is much more toxic, in fact, 
100 to 150 times than sarin when on the skin be-
cause sarin evaporates from the skin surface while 
VX does not. Ten milligrams are enough to kill a 
person through skin contact although it is also fatal 
through inhalation. Then how was it that the two 
suspects remained well and alive after complet-
ing their mission? It is speculated that the suspects 
were carrying a binary weapon - the toxic agent 
was in the form of two chemical precursors, physi-
cally separated within the weapon. The precursors 
are designed to be significantly less toxic than the 
agent they make when mixed, and this allows the 
weapon to be transported and stored more safely.

VX is an acetylcholinesterase inhibitor, which 
means that it  works by blocking the function of 
the enzyme known as acetylcholinesterase (AChE). 
Normally, when a motor neuron is stimulated, it 
releases a neurotransmitter into the space be-
tween the neuron and an adjacent muscle cell. 
When acetylcholine is taken up by the muscle cell, 
it stimulates muscle contraction. To avoid a state 
of constant muscle contraction, the acetylcholine is 
then hydrolysed by the  AchE enzyme into inac-
tive substances, acetic acid and choline. VX blocks 
the action of AChE, resulting in an accumulation 
of acetylcholine in the space between the neuron 
and muscle cell. On a molecular level, this leads to 
constant  stimulation and eventual “fatigue” of all 
affected muscarinic and nicotinic ACh receptors.

Clinically, the consequence of this type of ongoing 
stimulation is uncontrolled muscle contraction. This 
results  in  initial  violent  contractions, followed by
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sustained super contractions restricted to the sarco 
plasm of the subjunctional endplate and prolonged, 
depolarizing neuromuscular blockade. The pro-
longed blockade causes flaccid paralysis of all the 
muscles in the body, including the diaphragm which 
can lead to asphyxiation. Overstimulation at mus-
carinic sites will increase glandular secretions, fol-
lowing which the victim may experience increased 
salivation, tearing, runny nose, thick secretions in the 
airways and sweating. Overstimulation of smooth 
muscles causes miosis, bronchoconstriction of the air-
ways, and hyperactivity of the gastrointestinal tract, 
causing nausea, vomiting, and diarrhoea. The fatal 
combination of pinpoint pupils, muscle fasciculation 
and respiratory distress are reliable clinical evidenc-
es of nerve agent poisoning. The cause of death in 
nerve agent exposure is respiratory failure caused 
by bronchospasms, thick secretions in the airways, 
weakness of respiratory muscles to flaccid paralysis 
and inhibition of the respiratory centre in the CNS.

Going back in time, in December 1994 and Janu-
ary 1995, Masami Tsuchiya of Aum Shinrikyo syn-
thesized 100 to 200 grams of VX which was used to 
attack three people. Two of the victims were injured 
and one victim, a 28 year-old man, died. He was the 
first victim of VX ever documented in history. The VX 

victim, whom Shoko Asahara had suspected as a spy, 
was attacked at 7:00 am on December 12, 1994 
in the streets in Osaka by Tomomitsu Niimi and an-
other AUM member, who sprinkled the nerve agent 
on his neck. He chased them for about 90 metres 
before collapsing, dying 10 days later without ever 
coming out of a deep coma. Doctors in the hospital 
suspected at the time he had been poisoned with an 
organophosphate pesticide, but the cause of death 
was pinned down only after cult members arrested 
for the subway attack confessed to the killing. Me-
tabolites of VX were later found in samples of the 
victim’s blood seven months after his murder.

 It’s sad to see how something that originally 
started as a pesticide, with certain modifications, can 
be turned into  a lethal bioweapon.   It’s amazing to 
see how the benefits of science can be incorporated 
into our lives for the greater good, and unfortunate-
ly also the terror that it brings when abused.

Edited by Nurul Shafarina

- http://www.sjcphs.org/Healthcare_Providers/Documents/05%20Terror   
  ism%20Agents/25%20Nerve%20Agents.pdf
- https://www.opcw.org/about-chemical-weapons/types-of-chemical-agent/ 
  nerve-agents/#c4115

- http://edition.cnn.com/2017/02/20/asia/kim-jong-nam-death-timeline/
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Symbol 
 A common misconception of the caduceus as the symbol of med-

icine, instead of the staff of Asclepius, has entwined itself into 
minds of many as it is used relatively more commonly, especially in the 
US. The “real” symbol of medicine is supposedly the Staff of Asclepius, 
which comes with a single snake, instead of the Caduceus which is winged 
and entwined by twin serpents around it.

“It could be a reference 
to a traditional treatment 
of a parasitic nematode 
called Dracunculus med-
inensis or Guinea worm, 
in which, doctors would 
cut a slit in the skin right 

in its path and, when 
it poked its head from 

the wound, take a small 
stick and slowly wrap 
the worm around it un-
til it was fully removed. 

The infection is relatively 
rare today, but the same 
extraction method is still 

used.”

The

of Medicine
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The Twin Serpent, 
Winged Staff –Caduceus

 The caduceus is 
the staff of Greek 

God Hermes. It is winged 
with two serpents coiling 
around it. Hermes (or his 
Roman form, Mercury) is 
the messenger of the gods, 
guider of the dead and pro-
tector of merchants, shep-
herds, gamblers, liars, and 
thieves. The caduceus acts 
as a symbol of his power.

 When Hermes was a 
child, he sneaked off from 
his cave and stole a herd of 
sacred cattle from Apollo, 
god of the Sun. Outraged, 
Apollo tracked Hermes 
down and demanded that 
he return his cattle. As a 
sign of forgiveness, Her-
mes crafted a lyre, a type of 
musical instrument, which 
he then gave to Apollo. Ac-
cepting the gift, Apollo and 
Hermes became friends. 

 Hermes then craft-
ed the reed pipes, another 
instrument. When Apollo 
saw the pipes, he begged 
Hermes to give them to 
him. Hermes made a deal 
with Apollo: he would give 
him the reed pipes in ex-
change for Apollo’s golden 
wand- the caduceus. Apol-
lo agreed to the deal, then
 got the caduceus, and it 

has been the symbol 
for him ever since.

 By extension, the 
caduceus is also a rec-
ognized symbol of com-
merce and negotiation, 
two realms in which 
balanced exchange and 
reciprocity are recog-
nized as ideals.

“The myths 
around this 

staff are 
many but 
none point 
towards 

medicine.”
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by the death of his son, Apollo retali-
ated by killing the Cyclops that made 
Zeus’ thunderbolts. This act caused 
Zeus to suspend Apollo for a year.

 To prevent a further feud with 
Apollo after reviving the Cylopes, As-
clepius was resurrected and made 
into a god- the god of medicine and 

healing.
Other than the myths related 

to Hermes and Asclepius, 
there are also many in-
terpretations on why 
the staff and snake 

are a part of the sym-
bol of medicine.

 In Greek mythology, 
snakes were considered sacred. 
There are many theories for the 
why the snake is part of the 

symbol. 

“The snake that’s 
wrapped around the 
rod may symbolize 

rejuvenation, 
because snakes shed 

their skin, or it 
could simply 
represent the 

healing of snakebites.”

The True Symbol of 
Medicine –Staff of Asclepius
 

Asclepius is the deity associated 
with healing and medicinal arts 

in Greek mythology, he is basically the 
Greek god of healing and medicine- 
one of the countless numbers of minor 
gods. He is the son of Apollo, god of 
the sun, light, healing, music, poetry, 
archery, reason and prophecy- a real 
multitasker, this one. But in general, 
he was the physician of the gods. 

 Asclepius is the son of 
Apollo and Princess Coro-
nis: Daughter of King 
Phlegyas of the Lapiths. 
Coronis fell in love with a 
mortal man while she was 
pregnant with Asclepius. When 
Apollo discovered this, he had his 
twin sister Artemis, goddess of the 
moon, kill the lovers in a rage, but 
saved his child out of remorse. The 
newborn was then taken to be raised 
by Chiron (the centaur who mentored 
Hercules and nearly all of the famous 
Greek heroes) who taught the demi-
god in medicine and would drive him 
to become the greatest of healers.

 Asclepius became a favorite of 
Athena, goddess of wisdom, who gave 
him a vial of Gorgon Blood. This al-
lowed him to cure any illness, heal any 
injury, and even bring back the dead. 
Furious, Hades, god of the underworld, 
forced his brother Zeus, the king of the 
Olympian gods, to strike Asclepius dead 
with his thunderbolt for his transgres-
sion against the natural laws. Angered 
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Label the
Digestive Tract 

1) Teeth
2) Tongue
3) Oesophagus

4) Stomach
5)Pancreas
6) Liver

7) Gall bladder
8) Appendix
9) Intestines
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THE POWER OF SPINACH
MORE THAN TO INFLATE 

POPEYES’S BICEPS?

As puzzling as it sounds, in recent weeks scientists have found that more power lies be-
hind this humble greens than just to pump Popeye up in his battles. What is the hype 
all about you may wonder; well I shall spare you the agitation and spill the beans. Ap-

parently, scientists have found ways to convert spinach leafs into human heart tissues-and 
it beats! Surprise? Well, so was I when I heard it from a friend in class one day which im-
mediately prompt me to look it up and write about it. What caught the eyes and excited the 
biomedical engineers was the network of veins the spinach grows that threads through its 
leaves in a similar way the blood vessels does through a human body. 

 These leafy greens and their remarkable structure allowed the researchers at Mas-
sachusetts’s Worcester Polytechnic Institute (WPI) to give a new meaning to spinach. The 
tissue engineers, as reported in the journal-Biomaterials recently stripped the greens naked, 
removing them of their cells which turned them translucent. The scientists then proceeded 
to seed the gaps that the plants left behind with human heart tissue. The heart cells in clus-
ters, continued beating for up to three weeks in this unusual environment. 

 The inspiration for such hybrid came about during lunch- yes, the leafy greens were 
involved- when bioengineers, Glenn Gaudette and Joshua Gershlak began brainstorming 
on new ways to tackle a serious and deadly medical problem that has gone on for so long: 
the lack of organ donors. It is the unspoken truth we all know about whereby 
the number of organ recipients grows at a wider gap than the number of 
donors each day and the lists keeps getting longer with the gap 
growing ever wider not  to  men- 
 tion the   number   of  

deaths .  Thus  it’s  not  
uncommon to hear 

about scientists coming  up  
with  solutions  to end our 

misery, to meet the demands 
such as creating artificial or-

gans through 3D printing 
tissue but alas, no one 
has yet to successfully 
print a perfect heart.
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 Gaudette , a  professor  of biomedical engineering at WPI and the brains behind this project 
once said in his interview with The Washington Post, “One of the biggest problems in engineering 
heart muscles is getting the blood to flow to all the cells. Heart muscle is pretty thick and current 
technology cannot construct a tissue that is dense enough to replace a damaged 
heart while also allowing for the tiny blood vessels needed to deliver 
life-giving oxygen.”

 Rather than recreating minuscule blood vessels, the scien-
tists have decided to borrow and implant what nature has already 
evolved. They first removed the cells from the spinach using de-
tergent which strips away the cellular materials of the tissues. This 
in turn leaves behind a protein matrix and a structure known to all 
as cellulose and the intact veins of the spinach leaf. Cellulose in the sci-
ence world is very well known to be compatible with mammal tissues 
hence without further a due, the scientists proceeded to seed 
the now-vacated cellu- lose matrix with cardiac muscle 
cells and after five pains- taking days of waiting and an-
ticipating, the muscle cells began to beat.

 Though they did not grow an entire slab of quivering muscle from spinach and the red liq-
uid that course through the spinach veins were mere dye and not actual blood, but to witness in-
dividual human cells 
contracting on a spinach 
leaf via a microscope 
was, in its own, an as-
tonishing ordeal indeed. 
It may be long before 
they can call it a success 
but it is as Gaudette put 
it, a study that could be 
the base and foundation 
for stitching the veins 
of spinach leaves to hu-
man blood vessels. Who 
knows, maybe in years 
to come we would be seeing a graft made out of plant scaffolds being implanted into a damaged 
heart. Hard work it may be, but Rome was not built in a day hence I for one can’t wait to see what the 
future holds in store. It would be revolutionary indeed for us mankind if the researchers working on 
it sees the light and hits it big but, that’s for time to tell. 

“One of the biggest problems in engineer-
ing heart muscles is getting the blood to 
flow to all the cells. Heart muscle is pret-
ty thick and current technology cannot 
construct a tissue that is dense enough to 
replace a damaged heart while also allowing 
for the tiny blood vessels needed to deliver 
life-giving oxygen.”

90
by Siti Syahiiroh



9191



92

Not everyone likes a cactus, 
A plant least attractive.
Dull, prickly and plain - 
All they seem to give you is pain. 

But there’s more than meets the eye, 
So don’t believe those petty lies, 
Of how a cactus only pricks, 
And how it’s full of little tricks. 
A cactus is tough and independent, 

Always stringent but yet so tolerant, 
Admittedly a little prickly, 
But trust me, 
Deep inside, 
It can love unconditionally. 

Now won’t you take a cactus home? 
Don’t leave it alone by the side to roam.
Everyone should be loved for who they are, 
So a cactus is no exception and that’s true 
by far! 

by  Tasha Lim
92
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Getting to
know LGBTQI

There was a young adult man called Einar. Having a loving relationship with his 
wife, Gerda, he worked as a landscape artist while his wife drew people’s portraits 

for a living. One day, when his wife requested him to wear woman’s stockings and 
pose as a woman for her to complete her drawing of a woman, he began to feel an 
unprecedented pleasure creeping up on him. 

 Since then, he discovered that getting dressed in beautiful female clothes and 
acting as a woman provided him pleasure and a feeling of finally being true to ‘her-
self ’. Slowly, he began to recognize the presence of a female personality called ‘Lili’ 
inside him. Entangled in the confusion of his own gender identity, he tried to suppress 
‘Lili’ inside him to avoid hurting his wife’s feelings. 

 However, as time passed, Einar felt more and more unnatural and depressed, 
due to his aggravating problem of gender dysphoria. In that era, his problem was 
largely recognized as a type of mental illness. Doctors diagnosed him as having sex-
ual perversion and some to the extent of schizophrenia. Taking account of his hus-
band-wife relationship, he tried to eradicate the female personality in him. To achieve 
that, he had undergone some painful conversion therapy, but it only inflicted more 
harm to him psychologically and physically. 

 Einar had no one to seek help except his own wife. Eventually, he and his wife 
met a doctor called Professor Dr Warnekros at a friend’s recommendation. The pro-
fessor claimed that he met a man with a similar condition as Einar’s before. He recom-
mended Einar to undergo a surgery called ‘Sexual Reassignment Surgery’. The surgery 
procedure was divided into two parts: the first part is to remove his male genitalia; 
the second part is to craft and form a vagina. Nevertheless, at that time, the surgery 
was never done before and carried a considerable amount of risk of complications. 

 Driven by Einar’s eagerness to get rid of his vestige of male genitalia, Einar 
volunteered for that surgery. Prior to the surgery, the doctor told him to have ample 
of rest and to gain some weight.  He self-assuredly told the doctor, “Professor, this is 
not my body. 
 
 Please take it away.” After he completed the first part of surgery, he felt re-
lieved and carried on with his life as Lili, a woman. Sadly, after the second part of the 
surgery, she suffered from post-surgical infections and eventually passed away.
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WHAT IS THE DIFFERENCE BETWEEN BI-
OLOGICAL SEX, GENDER IDENTITY AND 
SEXUAL ORIENTATION?

Assigned sex, or known as ‘Biological sex’ is 
the determined sex of a person upon birth. 

It’s either male, female or Intersex. According to 
the UN Office of the High Commissioner for Hu-
man Rights, Intersex are variations in sex char-
acteristics including chromosomes, gonads, sex 
hormones, or genitals that, according to defin-
tion, “do not fit typical binary notions of male or 
female bodies”.

BIOLOGICAL SEX ≠ GENDER IDENTITY ≠ 
SEXUAL ORIENTATION?

This story above was adapted from the film 
“The Danish Girl” screened in 2005. The mov-

ie portrays Einar, the main character as a man 
who has the gender identity of a woman and may 
be sexually attracted to men, even though he has 
a wife. Eventually, he chose his gender expres-
sion as a woman with the identity, Lili.
 We’re used to told that there is only two 
gender: male and female, but, in reality, there 
are people who are not classified under the two 
major categories due to the complexity that they 
have. These people have unique gender identity 
and sexual orientation. They are usually classi-
fied as LGBTQI, which stands for Lesbian, Gay, Bi-
sexual and Transgender, Queer and Questioning 
and Intersex.
 These group of people are distributed 
across the globe around us without us know-
ing it. In our conservative society, some of them 
came out, but in fact, many of them are still hid-
ing, trying to suppress their true selves.  
 For those who came forth, they were 
constantly exposed to social discrimination and 
criminalization. There are cases in which trans-
gender women got turned down for all job appli-
cation and ended up being a sex worker. Besides, 
there were cases in which LGBTQI people faced 
domestic violence because family members took 
the act of violence as a form of “correction” to 
their gender identity and sexual orientation. Un-
fortunately, the aforementioned cases are just 
the tip of the iceberg.
 Various studies show that societal prej-
udice to these LGBTQI people causes significant 
psychological and harm to the LGBTQI commu-
nity. . The harm is even greater in a community 
which is conservative and non-supportive.
 According to a research on the issue of 
family acceptance of LGBTQI youth conducted 

at San Francisco State University, compared to 
LGBTQI young people whose family accepts their 
identity, those who are rejected by their family 
are more than 8 times as likely to have attempted 
suicide and 6 times as likely to have high levels of 
depression.
 There has been so-called “conversion 
therapy” which is promoted to be able to mod-
ify sexual orientation and gender identity. Tech-
niques used in conversion therapy includes spir-
itual interventions such as “prayer and group 
support and pressure”, chemical castration with 
hormonal treatment, electric shock aversive 
treatments, counselling, psychoanalytic thera-
py, etc. However, to date, no adequate scientific 
evidence has proven that it is safe and effective. 
American Psychiatric Association had posted a 
fact sheet showing that the potential risks of “re-
parative therapy” are great and include depres-
sion, anxiety, and self-destructive behavior, since 
therapist alignment with societal prejudices 
against homosexuality may reinforce self-hatred 
already experienced by the patient. The therapy 
is also condemned by Human Rights Watch as 
“dangerous and discredited practices”.

WHAT IS MAY 17?

Since 2005, May 17th has been dedicated to 
the International Day Against Homophobia 

,Transphobia and Biphobia(IDAHOT), marking 
the day in 1990 when the World Health Organi-
zation removed  homosexuality  from  its  list  of
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mental disorders.
 The main objective of IDAHOT is to draw 
the attention of decision makers, the media, the 
public, opinion leaders and local authorities to 
the alarming situation faced by lesbian, gay, bi-
sexual, transgender and intersex people and all 
those who do not conform to majority sexual and 
gender norms.
 The focused topic of IDAHOT for 2017 
is “Family” as the International Day of Fami-
ly lies on May 15th, just two days prior to IDA-
HOT. International Family Equality Day (IFED) 
was launched and commemorated in conjunc-
tion with IDAHOT to celebrate family diversity. 
The theme emphasizes on the roles of family 
to ensure physical and emotional well-being of 
LGBTQI people and social and legal recognition 
of Rainbow families, families where at least one 
parent is LGBTQI.
 IDAHOT is celebrated largely in various 
countries worldwide. In Singapore, Pink Dot SG 
was initiated to raise awareness and garner sup-
port for LGBTQI issues. In the event, the partic-
ipants were dressed in pink and stood together 
to form a big dot. The theme for 2009 was “Free-
dom to Love”.  In Malaysia, LGBTQI rights activ-
ists in Malaysia joined the IDAHOT commemora-
tions, by launching a web-based video campaign 
to challenge transphobia. Penang Pink Dot 2014 
which was scheduled to be held on 29 March 
2014 too was cancelled due to safety concerns 
on the organizer and the participants.

WHY AM I WRITING THIS ARTICLE?

One friend of mine, who is also a medical 
student, claimed that LGBTQI culture is ab-

normal, but in contradiction to her beliefs, she 
promised she will be non-judgmental towards 
LGBTQI patients. Her presence indicated that 
there is a poor understanding about LGBTQI 
people among future healthcare profession-
als and something need to be done about that. 
This issue sparked my interest in writing this 
article.
 As healthcare workers, being non-judg-
mental to LGBTQI people is insufficient. In-
deed, as a human, we are free to have our own 
thoughts and it’s sometimes “okay” just to keep 
your thoughts to yourself. 
 However, bear in mind that, these group 
of people have faced considerably harsh neg-
ative critisism in the society. Other than their 
own family, hospital and clinics should be a 
place for them to seek asylum. As healthcare 
workers, not only are we obliged to treat them, 
but we have the responsibility to mend their 

souls; not in a way to change their sexual orien-
tation and gender identity, but to revitalize their 
spirit and rebuild their self-esteem and dignity 
to face the world. 
 In short, building rapport with them is 
important. Good rapport means more accurate 
diagnosis, better treatment outcomes, better 
prevention and early intervention. Being com-
fortable with them and understanding them are 
2 important elements in building rapport.
 To educate healthcare professionals on 
how to cope with LGBTQI patients well, Straight 
for Equality in Healthcare project was launched 
by PFLAG (Parents, Families and Friends of Les-
bians and Gays) in 2007. The project covered 
on guidelines on how to become a LGBTQI ally 
in healthcare and how healthcare professionals 
can help to move equality for LGBTQI forward.  
Full detailed information can be found in www.
straightforequality.org
 Even though Malaysia is still lagging on 
the road to LGBTQI equality, there is still hope 
for us to catch up with other developed coun-
tries. Let us hope and work towards the day 
when Malaysia can be a country friendly to these 
minority and people can raise the Rainbow Flag 
with pride.

Written by Ang Qi Xuan 
Reference: 
1. http://dayagainsthomophobia.org
2. http://www.straightforequality.org

3. www.hrw.org/topic/LGBTQI-rights
4. www.pflag.org
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 The Tales 
        ofGreatness 
from Small Beginnings

by Lady Grey

The night was still and somber with not a 
sight of another living creature. Jonathan 
Pine stood at the porch of his house, an 

unlit cigarette dangling loosely between his 
fingers as he stared at the endless infinity, not 
really making sense of anything in the dark. 
He could hear his wife’s subtle sobs coming 
from the living room, an aftereffect of the cha-
otic argument that had ensued between them 
a few moments ago. Deep breaths; the damp, 
earthy smell filling his lungs as his body shook 
to regain composure. As he let his eyelids drop, 
the vivid memories of their many arguments 
played and replayed like a broken record, as if 
to stir the emotions he had under control and 
to awaken the sleeping beast again. 

“What are we going to do, love? We can’t just 
keep him in that dungeon. He is our son, he 
needs an education. He needs some form of so-
cial interaction, to be able to mix freely with the 
outside world, to explore what goes beyond 
those four walls. We can’t keep him locked 
up in there forever, he is a growing child for 

heaven’s sake!” Eleanor’s piercing cry stung 
him deep to his bones, each word stabbing his 
already fragile heart, puncturing it one sylla-
ble at a time. “We have already discussed this 
El. We can’t afford to take that risk! He’s too 
different to be accepted as normal in the soci-
ety. Sending him out there would only destroy 
him!” While he was preparing to reinstate his 
arguments, Eleanor walked off to earlier said 
‘dungeon’-or so she calls it- to console herself 
in her son’s presence. Jonathan’s eyelids flick-
ered and with an exasperated sigh, he shoved 
that memory to the very back of his mind. Not 
today, he thought as he lit his cigarette. 

James, who had heard the argument from the 
door of his chamber quickly rushed to his table 
where a dim light shone on papers with scrib-
bles and continued to act as if he knew nothing 
when his weeping mother came in and threw
and threw her arms on him, hugging her arms 
on him, hugging him close. “Oh, James!” She 
cried but was unable to continue as she looked 
at her son, her brilliant boy who knew so much
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yet so little; who was confined to an eternity of 
solitude all because he was deemed to be “the 
child of the demon.” Nine-year-old James who 
was always filled with curiosity, who on other 
occasions would question the infinite possibil-
ities and the wonders of the universe, stood 
silently as he stroked his mother’s back in an 
effort to calm her, he definitely seemed wise 
beyond his age that day. 

   As if by 
 

         instinct, 
     James 
   opened his eyes and grog 
       gily headed over to his table.  
   The wooden doors to his chamber 
unlocked and his father came in with a tray 
of food. Surprised by the lack of items on the 
tray, he began to inquire about his usual pile 
of books that his father would sneak in for him 
to read. He was able to read now, a huge im-
provement from what was merely scribbles on 
paper as his attempt of writing to fluent read-
ing of the Daily Times and beautiful cursive art 
as he wrote each alphabet. He dedicates this 
solely to his father’s relentless teaching each 
morning; a tireless effort he presumes in order 
for him to not be left out totally of his rights to 
education. With a smile, Jonathan took out 3 
books he had hid under his thick sweater and 
placed it on James feeble hands. Stroking his 
head gently, Jonathan asked, “What should 
you read to me today son? I reckon the tales 
of Robinson Crusoe sounds lovely. What say 
you?” The then thirteen year old James nod-
ded excitedly and with the usual spark in his 
eyes, proceding to read with great gusto of the 
valiant adventures the fictional character had 
while silently dreaming of his own.  

When night came, his mother would come 
down secretly, guided by the dim light  of a 
candle into his room to tell him of all the beau-
tiful things she saw, describing it as vividly as 
possible that on some days it felt as if he had 
experienced them himself. This, he had per-
ceived was a way for his mother to relieve her-

self of any guilt at not being able to provide him 
with a life like normal children of his age. “The 
sun rose today, with its ever glorious magnifi-
cence and bestowed upon the crops his golden, 
honey rays bringing joy to Mother Earth and 
its residence. The dew drops gleamed and glis-
tened, reflecting light creating a beauty of that 
like                                                      diamonds.”  
     

    Each description etched 
in his memory and was then scrawled onto 
scraps of paper. And as years passed, his heart 
grew fonder for the sun that he never saw, 
for the wind he never felt and seas he never 
taste. He wondered about the chirping birds 
and floating clouds, of the tall trees and green 
carpet called grass. He yearned for freedom, 
to find that adventure that tells for a great tale 
like that of Crusoe and Tom Sawyer.  

James, now the ripe age of 24, stood in the liv-
ing room for the very first time, a heavy ruck-
sack hung over his shoulder as he tried to break 
free from his mother’s grasp. His father who 
has aged greatly, stood firmly between him 
and the door, like a wall blocking any form of 
trespassing. “The time has come Mother, you 
must let me leave. I want to know more about 
the world, I want to experience things like ev-
eryone does, I want to live.” “Look at yourself 
James; you are the werewolf boy. If you leave 
now, if you ever so as to step foot outside of 
this house, all you will feel is agony and de-
spair. Please son, stay with me and don’t go.” 
Despite his mother’s pleading cries, James was 
adamant about his decision and pulled his 
hand free. Without looking back, he shoved his 
way past his father, who he dare say did not 
even try to hold him back, and stepped out of 
the vicinity and the comfort of his home. 

Having left home with only the theoretical 
knowledge on life, James had to admit it was 
rough. The looks he got from the people as he 
walked   down   the   dusty ,   country   roads ; 
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the whispers of hatred and the look of fear they 
gave as they hurdled together and talked about 
him while at the pub. Each moment made his 
heart hurt, each moment made him want to turn 
back and run straight into his mother’s arms 
and hide behind her soothing voice of com-
fort. While those days made him feel weak and 
small, there was a silver lining, a ray of hope 
that made every down that he faced worth-
while. He had met wonderful people along the 
way, who taught him new things that were not 
found in books that he had read growing up. He 
documented each moment of his life out in the 
world exploring new things and facing great, 
new ordeals into his journal in hopes to write 
his own tale and inspire younger generations 
in the future. Tales of his adventure in an un-
known jungle, of his fights against the roaring, 
enraged sea. Tales of love lost and found in be-
tween each victory, of friendships made within 
moments of grief. Alas, while the bliss of enjoy-
ing life’s bittersweet moments enchanted him, 
there never was a day that went by without him 
missing home. 

The doors to the old shack swung open and a 
gust of cold winter wind rushed in, sending 
chills down James’ spine as he sat by the fire, 
writing about his latest and what would be his 
last adventure into his journal. “Good Lord, it’s 
you isn’t it? That famous werewolf boy, Jona-
than and Eleanor Pine’s son! Good grief, how 
long has it been since you’ve returned home?”. 
James looked up to an unknown face of an elder-
ly man, who stood there in shock as his quiver-
ing eyes examined him from head to toe. “Good 
evening to you too, sir. Yes, I am indeed their 
son, James Pine and I believe it has been more 
than 20 years since I last stepped foot in this vil-
lage yet I can see nothing has really changed. 
Same old Crimson Peak. Do you know where 
my parents live now? I went back to our house

but it was, dare I say, hauntingly deserted.”   
Stopping in front of the iron rust gate, James 
inspected the address that was given by the el-
derly man earlier after a long chat. This can’t 
be it. His breath became short as each breath 
sent sharp, cold air piercing his lungs; each 
bold step forward made him weak at the knees. 
Carefully, he threaded through the thick snow, 
maneuvering expertly in between all the obsta-
cles until his eyes found what they were look-
ing for-or to be precise, what they had hoped 
not to find. Unable to conjure up any strength 
to stand upright, James fell to his knees and 
wept like he never knew he could. Tears began 
falling down his flushed cheeks as he rested his 
hand on his parents tombstone. “I’m sorry I’m 
late. I’m sorry it took me so long to finally find 
my way back. I wanted you to hear me say it, 
at least once. I wanted you to know that I’m 
thankful for my childhood and there was not 
one moment of regret. I wanted you to be able 
to welcome me like any other family welcomed 
their child after a long journey. Mother, Father, 
I’m home.”  

“The Tales of Greatness from Small Beginnings 
by James Oliver Pine. I dedicate this book to 
my parents who taught me of life’s wonders 
while I was blindfolded and oblivious to it all; 
to the people I met throughout my journey who 
shared with me the real taste of life’s ups and 
downs and showed me things beyond books 
can ever describe.” Never in his life would 
James have thought that a day such as this 
would come as he stared at the books being 
showcased through the bookstore’s window. 
It took him a while to finally gather up some 
courage and publish his adventures. Five years 
have passed since then; five years of grieving 
and mourning; of loneliness and retreat. “I 
owe it to them this much at the very least. This 
one is for them.” 

Congenital terminal hyper-
trichosis is characterized by the 
presence of fully pigmented ter-
minal hair that covers the entire 
body. This condition is usually 
accompanied by gingival hyper-
plasia. This form is most respon-
sible for the term “werewolf 
syndrome” because of the thick, 
dark hair that appears.
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