So apparently the latest excerpts of self-expression have influenced me enough to write, too. But first, I have to give a little credit to the others. It's really nice to see a group of friends so willing to expose their core with each other. Moreover, I like reading all your interesting outlooks on life and what it has in store for all of us. Me, I'm an optimist. I love living. I don't really see destinations as much as I see an incredible journey. I don't think I'm an idealist, per se, but I'm hopeful. I'm hopeful that I'll keep enough perspective to live every day to its fullest and enjoy my time in my 20's rather than worry about where it will take me. 





Alex tells me that I'm a little different because I have already found what I want to do with my life. Don't get me wrong, I feel lucky to be exploring a career I'm truly excited about. But that doesn't mean I've learned any more than the rest of you about how to be an adult or where my other passions lay. I do know I've grown up a lot since med school started. I see death in a completely new light. I see life in a completely new light. I almost feel like I have no right to complain about my silly problems when I see real suffering at the hospital. There have been so many nights that I have felt so lonely or so sad because I don't know how to deal with this new life away from those closest to me. Sure, my sister's here, but it's not the same as your close friends. And it's true what people say about med school - nobody understands unless they've been through it before. 





And unlike you guys, who I often envy, I don't have a group of close friends here who already knows and understands me. The people here are still getting to know me, and many of them haven't figured out how soft I really am under the exterior of "attitude." It's tough, and all the while, I'm trying to study, network, make a place for myself, maintain an apartment, and become an "adult." At one point last year, when I really didn't know where to turn, I read a book about coping in med school. And it turned out that the book had a lot of valuable life lessons. One of the major ones that helped shift my attention was this: "No one will ever again fulfill you completely but you." Sure, you have friends and family, and perhaps a significant other, but it's really true. The only way to make yourself happy and full, even while in a relationship, is to do things for yourself. And granted, I was doing that some just by being here and on this path, but I still wasn't happy. 


So that's really when I started to turn my life around. I had to take a look at the things that make me truly happy - family, dance, reading non-medical books, the arts, etc. I learned to take in San Antonio and make this place feel like home. I held on tight to the close relationships that I've worked so hard to develop. I started reading before bed.


It's hard. It's hard to take a risk and try something out. It's hard to grapple with the unfamiliar. It's hard to force yourself to meet and get close to new people. I often wonder if I would have been able to do that had I stayed in Houston for med school. I'd like to think that I've always been a bit of a risk-taker in life and would have done a lot of the same things. But I really don't know. I know that I did it here because I had to. I had to find a way to be happy, not just with my life, but also with how I was living it. It was hard. It still is. But I can tell you I've never been more proud of myself than I am now. With a couple of years under my belt, and generally a peaceful and happy life here, I can say with certainty that I've built this life by myself, and I've done a good job. I'm going to be a great doctor. I'm going to be a great wife and mother when the time comes. And learning so much now makes me hopeful that in the future, I'm going to be good at fulfilling myself and my needs. 


When I was at Beer Bike, I ran into a guy I dated who I haven't seen since he graduated. He asked me what all I've been doing, blah, blah, blah, and mentioned that in college I had seemed pretty flighty about my path and goals. I tried not to be offended, since this guy knew me my sophomore year. For those of you who remember me before I decided on medicine, I suppose flighty's not really far from the truth. But then he started listing things I had said I wanted to do, and he named med school, going abroad, taking time off, and some other things. All I could think was, "Check, check, check," as I mentally noted that I had done them all. I no longer felt offended at that point in the conversation. 


It reminded me about something I've been told by many women I respect - you can have everything in life that you want, just not all at the same time. So my response to the twenties - live them. Enjoy every day. Things come, things go, and all we're supposed to do is make the best of it. Stop thinking of your passion as one thing that's supposed to hit you someday. Start thinking of it as a bunch of small things that you get the opportunity to be a part of. Right now, for example, I am immersed in a sea of final exams with another month of studying for boards to look forward to. But I enjoy the fact that I still have plenty more years of youth and frolicking ? I have no idea. I'm just excited to play the game. left. I enjoy that the weather was nice today. I enjoy that I get to be an integral part of my niece's and nephews' lives while they grow up. I enjoy that at the end of a hard day, my nephew lets me just sit with him and hold his hand while he watches his favorite cartoon. I enjoy that pretty soon I'll have real people with real illnesses looking to me to help them. I'm on a path - I'm doing this now so that I can have a family when the time comes. Sometimes I feel like I'm missing out on things, but I think that's a "grass is always greener" deal. I have to remind myself that I don't want or need the drama that I used to have in college. When did all this happen? I have no idea. I'm just excited to play the game.





Some Things I've Learned (please forgive some of the repeats from my diatribe): 


Med School is High School (and maybe sometimes even Middle School) all over again - just with a hundred times more intensity. 


No longer will our intelligence alone get us anywhere. Thanks for getting me into schools and all that, but from now on, we're all on equal playing field with the rest of the world, and the only thing that will make us stick out is good, old-fashioned, hard work. 


It takes up a lot of time of live as an adult. Seriously, to work all day, go to the gym, come home, shower, cook dinner, eat dinner, and clean up after dinner takes a long time. 


No one will ever again fulfill you completely but you. 


You can have everything you want in life, but not at the same time. 


Talking with people in med school about med school is boring and annoying. You often find yourself talking about a quiz or something, wondering "What do you do for fun? How many brothers and sisters do you have? What's your favorite color? Why is it that I know nothing about you besides your annoyance with this professor?" 


Life is not a destination or even a series of destinations. It's a journey. 


It's hard to separate your work from home life. How do I have a patient die at work and then come home to a rowdy household of children and not take it out on them? These are things I'm glad I still have time to learn. 


People in San Antonio truly do not know how to drive. 


At this point in my life, close friendships are a lot easier to maintain than develop. I'm glad that I already have friends I don't have to explain myself to. It's fun that I can call Alex up and make a joke about Jewish people without offending him. It's not fun that if I let that same joke slip at school, I'm anti-Semitic. It's nice that Mandy and I can sit in a room together without talking. It's not nice that unless I make superficial conversation with school acquaintances, I'm bitchy and in a bad mood.


Kids make you see everything in a different light. 


When sick or unhealthy, people really need someone to look to for comfort. 


Girls are just as able as guys to hook-up without emotion. I think this is more something I wanted to throw in just to make sure you guys are giving your women enough credit. I know it doesn't apply to all girls, but really, it's not that hard. Calling so many of your hook-ups "mistakes" fails to consider that she may have been playing you, too. 


My parents are amazing, yet fallible, people. Looking at my parents as real people is enlightening. In fact, I've never admired them more. To come to this country and build a life a million miles (not literally, I know, but you get the point) away from many of their loved ones, is damn impressive. To raise three girls, all successful, independent, and without eating disorders, is also impressive. 


You have to try out a lot of things to know what you want. It's not like sitting around thinking about it will make it come to you. It takes putting yourself out there trying a bunch of stuff out. This applies to relationships, jobs, even clothes. Try it on, see if you like it. You won't like everything about anything. But really give it a shot, even if it takes longer than you imagined. If it doesn't work, be willing to let go. And this one's tougher, but be willing to try again. The more you do it, the more the daunting "what do i want" question will clear itself up. 


I am not good at being fake. You'd think I'd be better at this, what with growing up in Plano and all, but I was so glad to leave that city and shed the outer layer, that I've never completely put it back on. But here in med school, which I've already told you is like high school, you have to be cordial and happy all the time when talking to people. Decidedly, I suck at this. Perhaps I should relearn. 


Nothing worth anything was ever easy. 


Your good friends don't say, "What a bitch." They say, "She wasn't acting like herself. I wonder if something's wrong." 


Comfort all, relieve some, save a few. An old proverb, but I've made it my philosophy on my career


I am so incredibly lucky to have everything and everyone that I have in my life. 


Just because you're an adult now doesn't mean you have to start liking tomatoes. This is more of a metaphor, as I'm sure you all understand. For me, it's tomatoes. I hate them. I've always hated them. Now that I'm older I haven't all of a sudden learned the error of my ways just to become healthy. I still hate tomatoes. So anyway, this is my way of saying that it's okay to keep the child in you. It's even happy and healthy sometimes. There's no rule that every single thing that makes up your personality has to grow up - just some things. 





