Nancy Rosebaugh

CFHI: Rural/Urban Himalayan Rotation, India- February 2008

The following is a compilation of Nancy’s emails home describing her experiences while on program in India.
Subject: contact!

Sent: 2/09/08

Greetings from rishikesh in north India! 
 
I want to let you know I am very well and having a fabulous adventure! after arriving in Delhi on Jan. 31, I spent two days there seeing sights, then traveled 6 hours by Indian railway to Dehra Dun, had a two-hour orientation before being whisked away to a small village (pop. 200) 45 minutes' drive through the forest into the mountains above Dehra Dun, where I have spent the past 5 days. today I and my two travel-mates, Jessica Feingold and Ericka Orozco, came down the mountain to dehra dun, caught the bus and landed in rishikesh about 1pm. we found a hotel with warm - not hot - water and have been walking the streets until now... the hotel we found has internet, but computers do not accept photo disk, so I’ll save the photos for another time and place.
 
We miss our small, quiet village, with regular tea-time (4:30pm, brought to clinic with a small plate of "biscuits") and other routines, but we are delighted to be in a place with other features of "civilization" -- e-mail! -- and look forward to next week's adventures of clinic and hospital time in Dehra Dun. 
 
Last Sunday, as we arrived in Dehra Dun, we heard it had snowed in mussoorie, a hill town in the mountains above us, and we could see snow on a peak behind the one nearest to the village. In the village, where water is solar-heated and electricity is not always reliable, we were very cold, day and night, and have been bundling up in layers. I haven't seen a thermometer or read a newspaper, but I am amazed that marigolds were blooming! It is still quite cold at night, but today for the first time in many days I have been able to enjoy just one layer of clothing and a warm-water shower!
 
I am grateful to have such fine companions on this journey. I’m with a group of 9 students in north India for February; we are divided into 3 smaller groups, and my group-mates are Jessica and Ericka. Jess is a recent UVA grad applying to grad school in public health. Ericka completed medical school and a year of rural service in Mexico; after 6 months in India, she'll go back and look for a job! both of them are excited about learning Hindi, which is helping me be interested too... jess is eager for adventures and has a lot of int'l travel experience; Ericka is a wonderful colleague to talk over clinical issues, and she is a kind teacher as well. We are a good team:-)
 
the arrangements for our stay here have been excellent -- I feel well cared for, and safe. I haven't been hungry or frightened even once! lost and confused a couple of times, but people are kind to travelers:-) I have a cell phone to use during my 4 weeks with CFHI, so have been talking with Charles almost every day. Of course, there's so much more to say about what we've been doing and what I’ve been feeling, but it will take much more time to tell. So look for other installments! 
 
Thank you, Jon and Scott, for your generous advice about travel in India, and for the loan of your equipment, which is perfect! Thank you, Shirley, for your guidance, some of which I followed and some of which I wish I had followed! Thank you, Hillsborough friends, for taking good care of Charles (and Stephen) and helping him get through the time of my absence. 
 
Namaste!
With love and gratitude,
Nancy
Subject: contact #2
Date: Thu, 14 Feb 2008 09:40:04 -0500
 
Greetings again, friends,
 
I’m beginning to get the hang of internet cafe -- no food, no drink, but interesting music and a friendly groove:-) still no way to use thumb drive or photo storage disk, so I’ll just go with text.
 
This week, after a beautiful Sunday hiking along the Ganges River above rishikesh and returning to Dehra Dun before dark, we've jumped into the busy, noisy city of Dehra Dun. Once a small town known mostly for basmati rice (it is everywhere in huge sacks!) and tea, dehra dun experienced a boom when it became the capital city of a province newly created (I don't know when, maybe 20-30 years ago). We had help from a staff person on Monday to get ourselves oriented to the transportation system and since then have been on our own. Our days start with breakfast at our homestay, walk to the government hospital for rotation from 10-2, walk home again (30-40 min. each way, depending on traffic and obstacles), and lunch at home, catch the vikram to the edge of town for a Hindi lesson, then rotation in a small private ob-gyn clinic/hospital, and home again by vikram. 
What is a vikram, you ask? well, think of a riding lawnmower engine with one wheel in front and two in back; instead of a mower blade, it's got a cage on the back with two bench seats, and a bench in front with the driver, all open to air and painted blue. These vehicles ply regular routes between 7am and 9pm, and you can ride for 3 rupees, or 7.5 cents. The only problem is catching one that isn't full, but people will often make room for you, even if it's just 4 inches on the bench for part of your behind:-)  because we don't really like the vikram and really need exercise (clinics involve fairly much sitting and watching), we are walking whenever possible. Our route takes us through a large bazaar (aka market), which is pretty sleepy in the morning, but bustling by 2pm when we're headed home. Our eyes are constantly busy, and so are the eyes of everyone around us, as we are the only non-Indians we have seen in Dehra Dun until today, when we spotted an Anglo family of four in the market from a distance. Jessica, who is young and blonde, draws the most looks; Ericka is more brown and has long hair, so she blends in better; I’ve seen very few Indian women with white hair, and none with slacks and tee-shirts, so I get a lot of looks for different reasons from jess:-) the three of us in procession are noticed! Of course, we are looking as well: the people of India are so varied in appearance, and most are handsome/beautiful to behold. when we catch someone's eyes, we speak a greeting, but often in the walk, it's just getting through the obstacle course, because the side of the road has trash, dogs, poop of various species, uneven steps, ditches, people standing and people moving, and the traffic side of the road has carts and motorcycles (I’ve never seen so many!?!?), bicycles, vikrams, trucks, and assorted other vehicles zooming and honking and generally trying to get ahead as fast as possible.
 
Our morning rotation is with dr. k. b. joshi, a cardiologist at the govt. hospital. He is a man whose eyes sparkle with humor; he loves people and enjoys his work with patients and family members; he respects nurses. He is a generous and wonderful teacher! I realized yesterday what a privilege it is to be able to spend this much time with a cardiologist and receive both his teaching and the application of knowledge to his clinic patients in this intense way -- I can't imagine having this experience in the U.S. the ICCU (cardiac ICU) is a culture-shock experience; ask me about this later if you want to know more. His clinic likewise: people begin to line up early in the morning. When we get to clinic around 11, the hallway is jammed with patients who need to see the doctor, and so they do, as they can be fitted in. dr. joshi and dr. agarwal, his assistant, work in the same small office. At times, there are 10-15 people in this office!? Dr. Joshi may spend 30 seconds or 10 minutes with a patient, depending on what they've come for. He stays until everyone who was there has been seen. Yesterday I counted 85 patients in less than 3 hours -- wow! I understand this is typical for outpatient clinics in public hospitals in India; Ericka says it is the same in Mexico. He has been teaching us fine points of reading x-rays, interpreting EKGs, noting clinical signs of heart and lung diseases. We discuss treatments and limits to intervention, since most of these patients are poor (live in the slums). He poses clinical puzzles to us, then reveals the answers, usually with glee:-) did I say he loves to teach?
 
Our evening rotation is not as exciting to me, and dr. nisha Gera seems quite distracted, don't know if this is always or just this week. However, we have had OB excitement at home, as our host's daughter, 9 months pregnant, went into labor yesterday early in the morning and gave birth to a healthy boy at 5 pm!!! Today we got to meet him, he looks perfect, and everyone is doing well. "Our house" is pretty busy at the moment with phone calls early and late and neighbors dropping by with greetings and seeking news. Our host is a gracious woman in her 50s who loves students and loves to cook -- a terrific combination! We are always happy to sit at her table. Mrs. Versa sethi is a woman of spirit, frequently saying, "It all depends on god" -- whether it's her daughter's labor or our travel plans, or the state of the world. I think her kitchen is her temple, judging by the love with which she cooks:-)
 
our plan for this weekend is to take a sleeper bus to Agra and see the taj. Everyone says it must be done, so I’m along for the ride:-) the fare for this 12-hour trip is $10 one way. we'll probably find a hotel and spend Saturday night there, then catch the same sleeper back to dehra dun Sunday night, arriving Monday morning in time to be driving up the mountain (7,000 ft!) to mussoorie. So many people have said this is their favorite town that I am really looking forward to time there, maybe even including next weekend. There are good hikes, I know, and good views are reported. It’s probably the closest I’ll come to the top of the world.
 
Sending you all love from India,
Nancy
Sent: 2/26/2008 

Subject: contact #3

Dear friends and family,
I had hoped to write to you over the recent weekend, but events conspired to make that difficult (read below!), so there is much to say...
 
our team grew with the addition of Rachel, who has been in India since Dec. 26 -- a traveler so experienced that she had to have new pages sewn into her passport in order to be stamped into India:-) Rachel, Jessica and Ericka are all in their twenties; when we go anywhere (shopping, to a new clinic, etc.) people assume I am in charge -- because of the white hair??? Our homestay host, versa sethi, says everyone in her neighborhood knows that a family of mother and 3 daughters are staying with her. So I resign myself to this perception, but our team is an awesomely balanced, talented, quirky group, and we are making the most of each other.
 
We spent last week (Feb. 18-24) in mussoorie, a town of 80,000+ about an hour's drive up the mountain from Dehra Dun, at 7,000 ft, more or less. mussoorie was built up by the British in the mid-1800s as a place to escape the heat of the summer plains. It was cold for us, often with winds and fog! The town is laid out over several ridges, so it's long and thin, with buildings dripping precipitously down each side of the crest. Its clean air won our hearts, coming as we were from polluted Dehra Dun, and it is a walking town for sure! There are many colonial era buildings (like Hillsborough!), most crumbling, since the British left with independence for India in 1947. the saddest thing we saw was a lovely burial ground around the back side of town (camel's back road), which it looks like no one ever visits -- many large trees sprouting from graves, so quiet monkeys are everywhere, gates closed with barbed wire. The stones were very like the style in St. Matthew’s churchyard in Hillsborough, large horizontal stones, many with crosses or hearts as part of the design. we saw these burial terraces and didn't know for sure what they were until we came to a small chapel at the end with a plaque that told us "Mussoorie Cemetery 1829," supported by the roman catholic church, Methodist church, union church, and church of north India. I’m guessing the Episcopalians buried their members in the churchyard... we did not have a chance to go there to look. The date and plaque told us what we suspected: this was the British cemetery, and there are so few Brits now that the place cannot be maintained.
 
Our clinical placement was in landour community hospital, a mission hospital established in 1938. When we drove up, it looked like we had just arrived in Western Europe -- everything new and gleaming, fresh paint, new equipment, lots of staff, etc. the hospital just renovated last year (first time since 1938), so we were reaping the benefit. We stayed in "premium" guest rooms -- singles, as compared to the wards of 6-8 beds in the rest of the hospital. These are reserved for paying patients, of which there are very few. I have a lot to say about this week in the hospital, but I’m going to save it, as I have to tell the rest of the story here. Let me just say that we were able to see some surgeries, and one afternoon went with Dr. Elizabeth to do a medical camp at the Tibetan homes foundation at the other end of mussoorie. Tibetans have been in mussoorie since 1962. There are about 1,500 children (their parents still in Tibet) and about 1,500 adults in this settlement. The homes were beautiful and well maintained. Schools and clinic are supported by the Tibetan government in exile and gov’t of India. We saw so much tuberculosis last week, I’m glad I’m going to be getting another skin test this spring!?
 
So here's the rest of the story. Our group stayed in mussoorie over the weekend. We took a tourist bus to an attraction called the kempty falls -- a series of waterfalls about 30 minutes ride down the mountain into a very dry valley, like desert. These waterfalls are lovely, and we hiked up the hill to spend time looking and sunning (after being cold for days!). on the way down the mountain, we were strung out along the trail, me last, when I felt something strike me on the head -- I’m sure it was a rock (we had seen goats above the trail, up on the hillside), but I didn't stay to find out because I started screaming and running along the trail until I got Ericka’s attention. She came running, made me stop and lean against a rock. I was bleeding, and we used Jessica’s cotton scarf to blot and make pressure. After several minutes the bleeding seemed to stop and I calmed down, and felt able to walk again. So we all walked very carefully down the trail, decided to ride the bus back to mussoorie rather than find a taxi or stay to be seen at a local clinic. I had not lost consciousness or had any vision changes, was a bit woozy, but felt pretty stable. At the top, we caught a taxi most of the way through town. There was a road building project in the bazaar, so we had to walk several hundred feet to get through this -- both hands pressed on my head to prevent re-bleeding -- then caught another taxi to get us up to the hospital. In the "casualty" room, Ericka cleaned my wound and, with the help of one of the nurses we knew, got sutures and other supplies. I got 6 stitches!?!? Rachel took pictures, Jessica assisted with supplies. I got a big gauze turban wrapped around my head, and paid the bill: Rs. 250, or about $7.50. taxis cost $5.00 total -- the cheapest emergency I have ever had in my life.
 
Of course, this put an end to other plans for the weekend. We got something to eat and headed back to our weekend hotel. I have had very little pain -- dull ache mostly, a little bit of dizziness when I first stand up at times, but otherwise no problem. I always get lots of looks, but I think even more now with my head wrapped up so:-) 
 
Sunday we came back to Dehra Dun. This week's rotations include homeopathy, "alternative systems of medicine," and emergency medicine with Dr. Gandhi, the medical director of the program. Of course, all the agency staff were shocked about my accident (us too!), sent flowers, chocolate, offered to help with anything I need, but I  really feel ok! Am taking it slower than usual, my team is keeping alert for me too. In 7 years of having students in India, no one has ever had an event like this, so I have made history:-)
 
have to go now. More later when I have a chance. Returning March 4. Love to all,
Nancy
Sent: 3/1/2008 

Subject: contact #4 -- the last for now!

dear family and friends,
it is Saturday evening in dehra dun, and I leave for Delhi and a flight home on Monday, so this is the last you will hear from me in India. I am feeling sadness over leaving people I have come to love, especially our loving host, versa sethi, and my team-mates... but I am eager to be home with my family and to return to work and clinic routines, and to share some of what I have seen and learned in the past month. I thank all of you for your thoughts, prayers, good wishes and messages, and I assure you that I am indeed well, well fed, well-loved, healthy, and happy! I may be healthier now than any recent time, since I walk everywhere, eat vegetarian, consume very little caffeine or chocolate and no alcohol, and love what I am doing:-) the head injury still looks rough (scab and bruise and sharp, pointy hairs), but everyone who can see it says it's healing nicely. I have no pain unless I mash on the wound. Sutures came out yesterday, courtesy of new friends and old at the doon hospital, where we had a rotation week before last with cardiologist dr. k. b. joshi. We went back Friday morning to visit with the ICCU head nurse, Mrs. Das; she wasn't there, but Ericka (my personal physician!) suggested they could help us by taking out the sutures. One of the young men who assist in the ward immediately said "come" and walked next door to the "operating theatre" where he found an anesthesiologist and two assistants plus one nurse to come and meet me, hear the story and, with a razor blade, remove the sutures. so no more turban bandages -- I’m au natural:-)
 
this week in dehra dun, we've had three clinical rotations: one with dr. nanda, who is a homeopathic physician; one with dr. nath, who is the "center for alternative medical systems"; and one with dr. Gandhi, the medical director of this rural/urban Himalayan program, a cardiologist who has his own small hospital. 

Dr. nanda: homeopathy is very commonly practiced in India and there are a number of homeopathic medical schools. The medical training as far as assessment and diagnosis is the same; treatment and philosophy are completely different from western medicine -- here, commonly called "allopathic" which distinguishes it from homeopathic or ayurvedic or other alternative traditions. Dr. Nanda taught us a great deal about the philosophy of homeopathy and demonstrated it in diagnosing some patients. He also successfully treated Jessica and Rachel, who were having troublesome bowel problems this week! Shannon and Jeannette, please take note: dr. nanda is a fan of "the secret", and we watched the film together in clinic!  
Dr. Nath: is 95 years old and a national treasure, from what I can tell… he has learned and practiced allopathic medicine, acupuncture and acupressure, reiki energy healing, and ayurveda. He gave up his medical practice some time ago, in order to focus on reading, writing, and teaching. His English vocabulary is exquisite, and he refreshed a lot of my anatomical vocabulary as well! He asks, what is energy? and waits for the answer from several students gathered around his table. He gave us brief glimpses into reiki and acupuncture as energy therapies, making all of us want to know more.
Dr. Gandhi: lives a multitasking life, with long work hours -- he's the only physician at his clinic and 20-bed hospital, employs 12 nurses for 24/7 coverage and comes in anytime there's an emergency. Several of his ICU cases were brought in from other hospitals where treatments were not working. he gave us an EKG crash course... I have had one or two of these before, and I’m hoping this one will stick:-)
 
two of our team-mates, Rachel and Jessica, left Friday afternoon on the overnight bus to dharamsala. It was Jessica’s fervent hope to see the Dalai Lama on his last evening of Tibetan new year  public speaking. She plans to stay for a while there, though Rachel will return Sunday night for another week's rotation (she's here in a different CFHI program). Today, Ericka and I took a vikram to a Tibetan community in the southern suburbs of Dehra Dun. There is a large temple, a huge statue of the Buddha, and a monastery, as well as many homes. their gardens are enchantingly beautiful:-) it was a very peaceful afternoon, and I walked the periphery of the garden, turning prayer wheels all the way, giving thanks for the many friends at home who helped me prepare for the trip and for the many people, names known and unknown, who have shown kindness to me during this adventure. Tomorrow, Sunday, Ericka and I will share our last adventure together: a bus trip to kalsi, to visit an ashram. This ashram is where dr. nanda's (homeopath) mother and father live. There is a holy man (Swami Chandra, or Swami-ji) in residence who has kept a vow of silence for over 20 years, and we hope to arrive in time for the hour on Sunday morning when people may gather to share space with him. Ericka plans to take a 10-day meditation course near Dehra Dun starting this coming week, and would like to spend some time in an ashram, so our brief visit is a way for her to see how this one feels. 
 
Monday morning early, I plan to catch the train to Delhi, take a taxi to the airport and hang out there until my flight leaves. While I will be en route almost twenty hours, I arrive about 5 hours after I leave Delhi -- the miracle of flying west:-) I look forward to resting for a couple of days, cleaning up!, sorting photos and spending time with each of you in the next month.
 
With love, namaste!
Nancy
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