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L E T T E R  F R O M  T H E  E D I T O R S
Dear Reader, 

Welcome to the 15th edition of SCOPE, the medical humanities journal at UT Southwestern. Tis year features a 
breadth of works, from the visual arts to the written word, that attempt to capture the experiences of our students on 
their journey to becoming physicians. 

Tere’s a particular kind of silence in the early morning just before the sun crests the horizon. It is in that moment, 
at 4:30am on the walk to Parkland, that this year’s issue fnds its shape. Te breath of fresh air, a chill against your skin, 
and the soft glow of the Dallas skyline in the distance. Te heaviness of sleep still clinging to you, and the anticipation 
of what’s to come pushing you ahead. Tis edition carries that feeling of quiet persistence. Te silent strength and 
refection that people in medicine embody each day. And within it, the warmth of a generation that is ready to act, to 
question, and to care with deep intention. 

We hope that this year’s issue can serve as a constellation. Like the faraway stars that guide lost sailors or even the 
glow-in-the-dark stars we stuck to our ceilings as children, it’s meant to be both a small comfort and something to 
hold onto. Tese pieces speak to what it means to reach toward someone when you’re barely holding yourself up. 
What it means to foat, not because you’ve given up swimming but from the strength found in being buoyed by the 
tide in the presence of others. 

Te context in which we practice medicine today is rapidly shifting. And in the face of this, our peers have ofered 
pages of poetry, prose, and visual art that speak not only to hardship, but also to joy, resilience, wonder, and hope. 
Editing this issue taught us just how deeply our fellow students and colleagues are thinking. About medicine. About 
justice. About who we are becoming and how we get there. Teir voices resonate in the tension between solitude and 
solidarity, in the late-night studying and early-morning rounding, in the desire to stay human inside a system that 
often forgets humanity. 

We hope this issue moves you to act, to love, and to remember why you chose this path in the frst place. Let it be 
both a comfort and an invitation. An invitation to refect. An invitation to stay. An invitation to begin again. We hope 
to close this with a shared feeling like watching the sunrise after a long night. Like realizing that you’re not walking 
alone. Te 2025 SCOPE committee would like to express our thanks to everyone who made this possible, from the 
authors to the faculty who have given us their time and thoughts for this issue. 

We’ll see you at dawn. 

James Hwang 
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 

Celine Wei 
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF 

April Ju 
EDITOR 

Vivian Nguyen 
EDITOR 

Prisha Jonnalagadda 
EDITOR 

As we assembled this issue, the editing team collaborated on a poem in the style of an “exquisite 
corpse,” each of us writing stanzas independently to capture this year’s theme. To our surprise, 
the poem revealed similar imagery and shared emotional threads, which you can read below. 

Tese hands are frigid, forever suspended in reaching out 
I hold on through purple plastic 
And touch skin bruised with the memories of a thousand needles 
I see the tan lines of a woman who loved the hot press of the sun on her back 
A woman whose sinew stretched and grew with her 

Fighting against a frothy current 
We refuse to give up 
Until the eddies subside, becoming gentle 
Finally, we can rest, drifting into a vast sea 

Tey say sleep is for the weak, but I disagree 
For sleep is a chance to let the mind free 
To paint a canvas of both light and darkness 
Where whispers of tales remain with the dawn 

Waves crash against the shore, relentless, unyielding 
Yet far beyond, the sea breathes in quiet exhales 
Medicine moves the same - tumult and stillness intertwined 
What waits beyond the horizon to come 

just keep swimming when it’s
 really sink or swim 
gasping for breath in the pocket
 of the streamline 
pulling against swallowing waves 
that crash and smack 
but if you slow down 
you’ll feel the buoyancy 
of those around you 
and yourself 
foating 



Pink Lemonade Ice Cream 
AANIKA KASHYAP 

“Have you ever tasted happiness?” she asked 
her voice a trembling hymn. 
“Pink lemonade ice cream—it’s better than church” 
Her eyes lit up, 
two shards of sunlight cutting through the haze of years. 
She sat there, seventy-seven and defant, 
armed with only a spoon and stories 
no one had long enough to hear. 

Her world was small: 
a sagging porch, 
a radio that only caught static, 
and the hum of a freezer 
flled with sweets. 
She lived alone, tucked away 
in the shadow of east Texas pines, 
but in that waiting room, 
she invited me into her kingdom. 
Crosswords spread like maps on her table, 
stories of long-gone children 
dangling in the still air. 

We talked about everything: 
her boys, the ones she raised 
on casseroles and borrowed dimes, 
the dog she lost last winter, 
the quiet that pressed in 
when the house became just her. 

“Do you ever just listen to the quiet?” she asked me. 
I didn’t know how to tell her 
it scared me too. 
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In her pauses, 
I gathered the pieces she didn’t say. 
Her restless nights, 
the storm clouds of her mind. 

Her sadness wasn’t loud; 
it lingered like smoke, 
curling at the edges of her days. 
Her anxiety hummed beneath her skin, 
a faint electric buzz. 
But she never let it steal her ice cream. 

When her doctor called her name, 
I lingered, 
listening to the ghost of her laughter 
settle in the air. 

And when I left that day, 
I bought myself a tub of pink lemonade ice cream. 
I wanted to know what hope tasted like 
on a spoon. 
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understanding 
HEATH HAMPTON 

tinyurl.com/understanding-scope 

My song ‘understanding’ was written during the summer of 2024, and was completed after I moved to Dallas, 
shortly before beginning medical school. My older brother is featured on electric guitar. Cover art by me. 

With this song, I hoped to process and convey my excitement and anxiety at the beginning of my long journey 
in medicine, as well as provoke thoughts about the concept of ‘understanding’ through various elements of the 
composition and production. What does it mean to understand? What can we ever hope to understand? And how 
does understanding (or the pursuit thereof ) change those seeking it? 

Hopefully it sounds cool too :) 
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Red Polish 
EVIE DUNSKY 

I couldn’t tell you how old she was, 
but I can tell you that her hand was old. 
You had to reach deep into the dull, 
silver tank to pull it out and hold it. 
Her radius and ulna were cleaned thoroughly, 
free from any remaining muscle, 
fat, fascia, and fbrous tissue. 
Te delicate muscles of her palms and phalanges were mildly frayed, 
but still, we learned from them. 
Her fngertips are what stands out in my mind’s eye, 
she is pointing at me with her perfectly polished red fngernail 
that miraculously has stood the test of time and formaldehyde. 
I imagine she was as stubborn as her nail polish, 
but her wrinkled, cold fngertips are gentle, 
and I can imagine that she may have caressed my cheek, 
or my hand, or perhaps her own granddaughter’s. 
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Will I Still Be A Man? 
PHILLIP TABOADA 

He stared out of the clinic window as I told him what would happen. Te cancer had spread, the surgery 
was necessary, and we would be taking his penis. When he fnally spoke, his voice was low, almost lost in the 
sterile air between us: “Will I still be a man?” 

I’d rehearsed before how to discuss a total penectomy with wide local excision and its associated risks, 
practiced the right words: tumor, resection, metastasis. But I hadn’t prepared for this—the stripped-down 
question of identity. I sat across from him, staring into unblinking eyes that seemed to receive my words 
blankly. As I watched him wring his hands in his lap, I felt a pang at the cruelty of my coldness. 

When patients hear “tumor,” they know, at the very least, that something is wrong; “metastasis,” too, conjures 
a recognizable–and repulsing–image. But so often they ask: So what does that really mean?, every follow-
up question an attempt to parse out what they think we aren’t telling them. Te questions following our 
delivery of “tumor” and “resection” and “metastasis” are patients’ eforts to understand the emotional impacts 
of diagnosis, and these questions are valuable glimpses into what they feel will matter most after leaving the 
clinic. 

I remember, for example, him asking: Removing it is the only way? and the hushed tone in which he 
shared his reason for asking. He feared the loss of intimacy with his wife; he couldn’t bear the thought of 
her touching him, only for her fngers to meet scar tissue. More than anything, though, he believed that 
emotional intimacy would soon go after. How can she depend on me for anything if I don’t even have what 
makes me a man? 

My head spun. 23 years old at the time, unmarried, and a medical student, I didn’t feel that I was the right 
person to be advising a grown man on the future state of his sex life with his wife. But digging beyond 
the parts of me that wanted to respond with rote, memorized phrases, I spoke to him as I would a friend. 
I suggested other ways to be intimate, watching as he nodded reluctantly. I told him that I believed his 
relationship was capable of adapting to this loss. I never invalidated his feelings, never told him that 
it wasn’t really a loss. In our mutual acceptance of the weight of this diagnosis, we grieved together. 

Urology is not just about curing disease; it’s a science that explores what’s left behind when we remove or alter 
what feels essential to identity. Yet, these discussions are often pushed aside for lack of time—another patient, 
another surgery. 
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“I   SPOKE TO HI  M AS I   
wOULD A FRIEND.  . .“

But these words and our delivery of them are equally valuable to every patient. It’s up to us to make a choice: 
to sit with them and hear the real questions being asked. To truly understand the gravity of a question like 
“Will I still be a man?” 
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Materials: acrylic paint, glue, and cutouts from Elle Magazine 

Sixty-Eight Windows 
JAE CHOI 
Emmanuel Levinas described the encounter with the face of the Other as the fountainhead of ethics. His 
writing often placed a particular emphasis on the way in which eyes function to disclose a sense of vulnerability 
and transparency. He argues that it is this recognition of another person’s vulnerability that compels us to assume 
responsibility for them. As healthcare personnel, encountering the eyes (and faces) of our patients is one of the 
frst ways in which we connect and communicate with them, serving as a foundation for future care encounters. 
I think of the way maintaining eye contact and facing patients while talking with them already serves to 
non-verbally indicate that they are valued and that their concerns deserve unfagging attention, nurturing a 
relationship of trust. As Levinas wrote, “Te eyes break through the mask—the language of the eyes, impossible to 
dissemble. Te eye does not shine; it speaks,” paving channels of communication that transcend language. 

“ 
Te eyes break through the mask— 

the language of the eyes, impossible to dissemble. 

Te eye does not shine; it speaks. 
EMMANUEL LEVINAS 
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Cocoon 
CATHERINE D. AGARwAL 

“Medical students start out like a caterpillar in a cocoon and 
eventually transform into a full-fedged physician (a butterfy).” 

rerelearning 
MASHAL ALI 

A furry so fast, all you see is white 

Raindrops so thick, all you see is a blur 

Wind so strong, all you do is shiver 

A sun so bright, all you do is blink 

From delivering crying babies to a spent mom 

To being jolted awake at 3am in the trauma bay 

From adjusting a familiar medication 

To conveying a life-altering diagnosis 

Nine year olds to ninety year olds 

Helped by medications to hurt by drugs 

Caused by excess to stunted by dearth 

Te world harming yourself to your self harming your body 

Learning, seeing, relearning 

Trying, acting, rerelearning 

Failing, adjusting, rererelearning 

Understanding 

Just to do it all over again tomorrow 

A furry so fast, you see a canvas 

Raindrops so thick, you see a rainbow 

Wind so strong, you fnally breathe 

A sun so bright, you fnally see 
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“It has been 20 minutes asystole,” they said.

Thank God, I am in Medicine! 
FLavIA SOARES FERNANDES 

Dad, it had to be me! Time was of the essence. 
From a few meters away, I heard a loud thud; you were on the ground. 
I ran towards you, already knowing it was an emergency. 
A cigarette was burning in one hand, and the other hand was on your chest, with a painful expression on 
your face. 

No breathing. No pulse. 

Strangely, I knew exactly what to do. 
I could fip through physiology pages in my mind. 
No breathing. Started compressions. 

30 pushes, 2 breaths, check pulse. 
I heard and felt the sternum and bones cracking. 

30 pushes, 2 breaths, check pulse. 
You were looking at me, with your green eyes fxed. 

30 pushes, 2 breaths, check pulse. 
I was feeling my muscles burning. 

30 pushes, 2 breaths, check pulse. 
I had to keep helping your heart move. 

Te emergency team arrived. “It has been 20 minutes”, they said. 
My heart froze. My feeling was that they were ready to make the call. 

Where is the Epi? I asked. 
Tey restarted compressions. 
Tey did the intubation. 
Where is the Epi?! 
Tey were working on starting the IV fuids instead. 
Te defbrillator discharge didn’t make your body jump. 
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Let’s try it again. Where is the Epi? 
Tey asked me to be calm. 
I asked for another try. 
Tey asked me to be calm. 
No shock, no Epinephrine... 
“Are you in Medicine?” they asked. 
Yes! 

Te public hospital was fve minutes away. 
You arrived there. Tere was a properly trained team. 
Tey gave you three more rounds. 
Tere was a pulse. Tere was life! 

What were the odds of this happening while I was in Brazil to visit you? 
It had to be me, and I was ready. 

Tank God, I am in Medicine! 

Forever grateful for her medical training and deeply motivated to keep improving on her 
skills to care for patients. Her father still recovering from an NSTEMI in December 2024. 
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 The Weight of Strength 
MUNEVVER DURAN 

A 14-year-old girl, 
her body a battleground, 
yet her mind— 
a knife so sharp it cuts through the fog, 
and with the facility of a mundane task, 
she calls them by their names — as if nothing, 
as if they weren’t the weight of her world. 

She has lived a thousand lives 
in a body that has not grown up, 
fghting to be seen, 
fghting to be more than the label— 
a survivor, 
a story unfolding. 

Te needle pierces, 
muscles locking like iron gates, 
and her face— 
silent except for the tear that betrays her. 
I’m here, 
holding her hand, 
but it’s her mother who is the anchor. 

She’s more than a caretaker, 
she’s the storm and the calm, 
holding it all together 
with hands worn from years 
of navigating the chaos 
no one else can see. 
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Caregiving isn’t a job, 
it’s a life sentence 
of love, 
of quiet wars fought on the frontlines 
that no one notices, 
no one praises. 

I stand in their shadow, 
realizing how small my world is— 
how simple my battles. 
In their strength, 
I find the raw truth of what it means 
to endure.

Tis is why I’m here, 
not for the diagnoses or the charts, 
but for these moments, 
when the line between patient and provider blurs, 
and I’m not just learning medicine— 
I’m learning humanity. 

Teir story doesn’t just stay with me. 
It rips through me. 
A fre that doesn’t burn out. 
A reminder, 
a demand, 
to never forget— 
to carry their strength with me, 
to walk through the world with my eyes wide open, 
and never let this go. 
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rhythm. the beat 

AMY MU 

Much of the space we dedicate to refecting on our experiences in patient care tends to hold 
loss, grief, and pain— understandably so. But grief is very much an extension of love, and 
there’s tremendous comfort in reveling in the love that undergirds the loss felt. 
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[Ethereal Moments] 
RENE MENCHACA 

Delicate physical contact permits 
Departure into an alternate plane 
Which lies outside of time’s cruel domain 
Here emotions overwhelm in a blitz 
To this connection we eagerly cling 
To run away from all that is concrete 
Because the moment we exit this fing 
We blink to a place we feel incomplete 
A mother holds her stillborn baby near 
Here, their meager heartbeats become endless 
A dad holds his son’s withered body dear 
Here, his kisses and hugs are relentless 
A daughter holds her aged father’s hand tight 
Here, his body’s warmth becomes limitless 
A spouse hugs his wife’s wilting chest with might 
Here, her comforting whispers are ceaseless 
Known to a few is this ethereal place 
Where for the last time humans can be whole 
Here we may receive a fnal embrace 
From those leaving with a slice of our soul 
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Still Here 
ALYSSA LOw 

A knock echoes into a quiet room. 
Tired eyes meet mine, expectant. 
Te afternoon sun flters in, 
Gently settling atop a drifting conversation. 
He shifts, slow and deliberate. 
A sharp breath caught behind clenched teeth. 
I reach for the call light, but he shakes his head, 
“I don’t want to be a bother.” 

Te door clicks shut; 
A clean close to a neat goodbye, 
With certainty that tomorrow, once more, 
Our paths will meet. 

Te sky is once dark. 
Te sky is once light. 
Tomorrow comes, 
But there is no time to knock. 

Te air brims with urgent voices. 
Overhead pages beckoned running feet, and 
Suddenly, I am not just learning—I am doing. 
Hands pressed to his chest, 
Ribs crack beneath the weight of hope. 
Silently, I pray, 
Please come back. 

Te room swirls with chaos, 

Waves of staf surge in and out. 
Orders tumble out in a piling heap; 
For meds, for a pulse, for another round. 
Rhythms blur, monitors screech, 
Voices tangle into static, until 
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A pause. 

A fnal pulse check. 
Death makes its shrill announcement— 
Deafening silence. 

As suddenly as it began, so it ends. 
Te room exhales. 
Gloves peel away. 
By noon, we admit new patients. 
In the evening, we run the list one more time. 

How do you mourn when the body is still warm, 
But the soul has slipped away? 
When the halls are already echoing with the next patient’s name, 
Te next crisis to manage, 
Te next round of care to deliver? 
When the words of remembrance are pixels in an EMR, 
What space is there for grief? 

It seems the world does not stop for the ones who leave it, 
But I linger. 

Today, tomorrow, perhaps forever. 
Long enough to remember that, only yesterday, 
Tere were those that were still here. 
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Texas Nature (2024) 
SAM BAZZI 

I originally came to Texas alone – not knowing what I wanted to do or who I wanted to be. I fnd that being in nature 
has a powerful way of grounding me, so immersing myself in Texas’s many natural areas helped make me feel like I be 
longed in this new place. After many years of living away from home, I felt that I had a better understanding of what 
I wanted to be, and I felt inspired by my new friends and mentors to pursue medicine. My experiences since moving 
here 7 years ago shaped me in immeasurable ways, and I probably would never have made the leap to medicine had 
I not taken a chance and moved to Texas. 

Long exposure photo of the Milky Way above Enchanted Rock State Park 

Long rows of cacti along the Window Trail in Big Bend 

A large cloud over Big Bend National Park Blooming sotol plant 

19 | volume xv volume xv | 20 



volume xv | 22 

This is Not a Poem About Gardening 
AANIKA KASHYAP 

Plant the seed. 
No, not like that— 
Push until the dirt feels 
like it might bite you back.

Stop. 
Do you feel that? 
Te soil grinning under your nails? 

Somewhere beneath this chaos, 
a root is plotting. 
It curls, 
drags itself deeper. 

(Does this feel familiar yet?) 

Te stem doesn’t grow; 
it tears. 
It breaks the surface gasping. 
Leaves arrive too early, 
soft and trembling. 
Tey wither, but they stay. 

Look at your hands: 
raw, stubborn, 
learning the shape of care. 
Do they remind you of someone? 

(You’re still asking what this is about.) 
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Te fruit will come. 
One day, 
proof, 
bite into it and taste everything: 
the nights you doubted, 
the mornings you didn’t stop. 
It will taste like all the things 
you couldn’t say. 
It will taste like work. 

(It will taste like love.) 

Tis isn’t about the seed, 
not really. 
It never needed someone to believe in it. 
It grows— 
because it must. 

And so do you. 



Materials: 분채 (Bunchae) pigment on Hanji/mulberry paper 

23 | volume xv 

Su Song Star Map Excerpt No. 1 
JAE CHOI 
Su Song was an ancient Chinese astronomer who developed some of the oldest celestial atlases in print. His star 
maps divide the night sky into 28 sections, termed “mansions.” I was struck by the way in which many of the 
mansions are associated with diferent bodily components, including the heart, stomach, and neck. Te mansions 
are further grouped into four sets, each set corresponding to one of the “Four Symbols” that fgure prominently 
in Chinese mythology. To me, his maps seem to express an urge to see ourselves refected in the universe and to 
feel a kinship, or possibly even a sense of identity, with what we conventionally call the “external world” - even at 
its farthest reaches approaching the limits of what we can observe. To that end, in this piece I’ve painted a stylized 
version of one of the mansions from his star maps overlaid with distorted Chinese and Japanese script expressing 
concepts like “person,” “spirit,” “this world,” and “that world.” In the spirit of (my interpretation of ) Su Song’s 
star maps, I wanted to explore the correspondences and boundaries between the embodied self and what is on the 
far end of its blurry contours, i.e. how our “inner worlds” are transposed to “outer worlds.” 

“ 
...his maps seem to express an urge to see ourselves 

refected in the universe and to feel a kinship, or 
possibly even a sense of identity... 
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Our Memory 
BENJAMIN POPOKH 

I remember looking in the mirror, 
Or maybe you remember. 
It’s really one and the same, now. 

I remember being young, 
Coattail fying behind me, 
Chasing a departing bus, 
Heart pounding on a crowded street. 

But I also remember 
Waking to the crow of roosters, 
Stretching slender arms, 
And slipping on a light sundress. 

We both remember the choice: 
To take this step, 
To be the frst to blur the line, 
To share not just life, 
But memory itself. 

It was, 
Or perhaps you thought it was, 
A wonderful, beautiful, magnifcent moment. 

And it was, is, will be, 
For as long as it lasts. 

But I also remember 
Te Doctor’s appointment. 
Te one where one of us 
Struggled to name simple objects, 
To memorize a list of three words, 
To draw the face of a clock. 
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One of us watched, 
Helpless, 
Wishing memory could be shared 
As easily as a laugh. 

One of us cried on the way home. 
One of us stared resolutely forward, 
Calculating the future. 
Together, we did both. 
Together, we learned. 

A disease like this 
Will destroy even us. 
Once severed, 
Our memory— 
Or what’s left of it— 
Will return to each of us, 
Alone. 

You’ll remember who you were. 
I’ll remember who I was. 
But we’ll forget the us we created. 

I don’t know if I, or you, or we, 
Want to know that future. 
But for now, 
I’ll hold these memories close. 
Yours, mine, ours. 
It no longer matters. 

Because for now and evermore, 
Even when you fade, 
I’ll remember you. 
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Disseminate 
ANGELA YOUNG 
“Disseminate” represents my 
evolving understanding of how 
ideas, stories, and experiences 
spread through and shape our 
collective consciousness. It is a 
reminder that with each 
conversation and connection, 
we carry forward fragments of 
ourselves while receiving the 
refections of others. 

In this work, I explore my own 
role in that exchange— 
examining how I’m infuenced 
by what I encounter, and in 
turn, how my own voice, 
thoughts, and emotions cause a 
rippling efect outward. I hope 
viewers will see in it a mirror of 
their own journey—one that 
compels us to recognize the 
impact our voices hold and the 
transformation that occurs when 
we open ourselves to receive and 
pass on the currents of inspira-
tion that surround us. 

Kintsugi 
MARGARET VO 

the scars across the body 

the internal ones unseen 

the journey of mind. 

a lattice of stretching and 

breaking and hurting 

should not strike fear 

or sorrow but 

should instead be 

proof of fragility 

painstakingly patched. 

marked by resilience, 

cemented by 

radiance. 
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at UT Austin with degrees in Chem-
istry and Plan II Honors, where she 
fell further in love with literature 
and creative writing. In addition to 
medicine and writing, her passions 
include reading, social dancing, 
playing guitar, exploring new music, 
board games, and spending time 
with family and friends. 

Flavia Soares Fernandes is a third-
year medical student from Brazil, 
inspired to pursue medicine after 
starting a family in Texas, with a 
strong interest in Oncology. 

Heath Hampton is a medical 
student at UT Southwestern, whose 
artistic work is primarily in music, 
though they’ve enjoyed creating in 
other mediums. Teir sound blends 
elements of garage and DIY 
aesthetics, drawing inspiration from 
a wide range of artists, genres, and 
mediums. With a raw, unpolished 
approach, Heath creates music that 
feels nostalgic, authentic, and 
energetic, aiming to distill the 
complexity of various ideas and 
emotions into individual bodies of 
work. 

Aanika Kashyap is a frst-year 
medical student who approaches life 
with a mix of curiosity, compassion, 
and the occasional bad pun. She’s 
passionate about mental health, not 
just as a feld but as a way of show-
ing up for people. Outside of 
studying, Aanika loves exploring 
how words shape the world— 
whether through writing in her blog, 
humorous adventures with friends, 
or the quiet power of listening. 

Alyssa Low is a third-year medical 
student at UT Southwestern and 
Dallas area native. When she’s not 
studying, you can fnd her reading, 
crocheting, or enjoying time with 
friends and family. 

Rene Menchaca is a frst-year 
medical student at UT Southwest-
ern. As a medical student with a 
liberal arts background, poetry has 
been the way in which he stays in 
touch with his humanity and copes 
with the difcult moments that he 
faces. Not only is poetry cathartic 
for him, it is nourishing. 

Amy Mu is a third-year medical 
student who loves a good sunset 
and dreams of one day going to the 
Olympics (to watch). 

Benjamin Popokh is a third-year 
medical student originally from 
Plano, TX. As an undergraduate, he 
attended the University of Texas at 
Austin (Hook ‘Em!), where he 
studied biology and neuroscience. 
He is planning to apply to Family 
Medicine for residency, with a 
particular interest in rural practice 
and OB/GYN. His interests outside 
of medicine include running 
(shoutout to the Southwestern 
Running Club), guitar, and writing. 

Phillip Taboada is a third-year med-
ical student raised in Rio Grande 
Valley. He is interested in Urology. 

Margaret Vo is a third-year medical 
student. In her spare time, she 
enjoys pacing in her apartment, 
eating Jimmy Fallon ice cream, and 
snifng candles. 

Angela Young is a second-year 
medical student at UT Southwestern 
originally from Katy, TX. Beyond 
her academic pursuits, she fnds 
particular joy in artistic endeavors, 
exploring new cuisine, and devising 
whimsical Rube Goldberg projects. 
She especially credits her 
grandparents for nurturing her 
creative spirit and instilling in her a 
deep appreciation for the small yet 
beautiful moments in life. 
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