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o The ceremony is held in June only. Those who 
have finished their clinical rotations and have 
met all the requirements for graduation in 
December may attend the ceremony the 
following June. Those who plan on finishing in 
September have the option of attending the 
ceremony the June before the completion of 
studies or the following June. Graduates who 
attend the ceremony before they finish the 
curriculum will not be awarded a diploma until 
they have met all the graduations 
requirements. 

o Attendance at the graduation ceremony is not 
mandatory.  

o Each graduate may invite five guests. A fee of 
$10 U.S. per additional guest must be paid 
beyond five guests. 

o Refreshments are not served.  
o The Dean and two faculty members attend 

every ceremony. 
o If you would like more information, you can 

contact Tiffany Greg in the New Jersey office. 
 
Here is an absolutely amazing photo meditation of 
Alaska, Alaskan whales, and the Northern Lights that I 
found inspirational: http://www.noriomatsumoto.com 
Alaska is now my newest destination of choice. 
 
Good luck on finals and congratulations and best wishes 
to the departing 7th semester class. Keep in touch! 
 
“Throw your dreams into space like a kite, and you do 
not know what it will bring back, a new life, a new friend, 
a new love, a new country.” –Anais Nin 
 

--Amy Hatfield 
 
 

UUppddaattee  ffrroomm  FFiinnaanncciiaall  AAiidd  
 
The Department of Financial Aid has added some 
scholarship pages to the Ross Financial Aid website.  
 
Go to  www.rossvet.edu and click on Financial Info.  
You will see: 
Ross Scholarship (Eliza Grier),  
(New) Scholarship Searches- These are broad searches 
that you can do on your own.  It will link you to 
scholarships based on your demographic information,   
(New) External Scholarships- These are external 
scholarships that you can apply for directly.  Some are 
scholarships and some are scholarship giveaways.   
 
Should you have any questions, please do not hesitate 
to ask the staff at the campus Financial Aid office.  
 
Regards,  
Lesley Broadbelt  
Financial Aid Coordinator  
 

  
  

CClliinniiccss  UUppddaattee  
 
Dr. Schadler has informed The Centaur that Oregon 
State University anticipates accepting the first class of 
Ross students in September 2006. The decision is not 
finalized but he anticipates that this will remain the date 
for Ross students to plan on.  
 
Ross students are not currently being placed at The 
University of Georgia for clinical rotations until the 
University can provide a radiology rotation. It is still an 
affiliated school.  
 
 

States Currently Accepting the PAVE: 
California  
Connecticut  
Illinois  
Louisiana  
Maine  
Massachusetts  
Montana  
Nebraska  
North Dakota  
Oregon  
Tennessee  
Texas  
Utah  
Vermont  
Virgin Islands  
Virginia  
 
New York: Anyone who meets the qualifications for a 
PAVE certificate will have met the education component 
of New York's requirements for licensure. Many other 
licensing jurisdictions are considering accepting PAVE.  
 
Check with the appropriate licensing authority in the 
jurisdiction in which you intend to be licensed for the 
policy on PAVE acceptance for educational equivalency.  
 
The following states are in process of legislative or rule 
changes to recognize PAVE:  
South Carolina  
 
 
 
 

 
Ross University Clubs & Affiliates 

 

Club calendar 
 

AAEP: http://www.geocities.com/rossaaep/ 
Dive Club: http://drkritters2.tripod.com/ 
PAWS: http://www.pawsstkitts.org/ 
ZEW Club: http://groups.yahoo.com/group/ZEW_club/ 
 http://www.rosszewclub.com. 
 

Any missing? Please email us! centaur@rossvet.edu.kn 
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FFrroomm  YYoouurr  SSGGAA  PPrreessiiddeenntt  
 

 I just have a few words about the issues your 
SGA is working on at this time.  First of all, we have 
formed a committee to update the SGA Constitution.  
Our goal is to streamline the constitution to make it more 
user-friendly for future SGAs.  We would like to leave a 
working document to facilitate future decision 
processes.  So be looking for an announcement in the 
future to review the current constitution side-by-side with 
the revised edition.  We will then vote on the revised 
constitution based on student input.  I would like to take 
this opportunity to thank those who have put time and 
energy into this process: Brian Richie, “Bubba” 
Trousdale, “PJ” Palladino, Connie Silbernagel and Brian 
Mountain. 
 The other major issue I am currently working on 
addressing will hopefully have the entire student body 
approval.  I am presenting a proposal to the faculty that 
requires all exams to be reviewed and proof read by 
faculty peers within the same department.  My intent is 
to try to alleviate some of the problem of ambiguous or 
misinterpreted questions on exams, especially since we 
are no longer allowed to ask questions during an exam 
to clarify. 
 Lastly, I have received many compliments on 
the new and improved student union even though the job 
is incomplete.  We are hoping to complete the painting in 
the near future, now that we are between test rounds. 
 

Brent Fischer 
 

 
 

Hill’s 
Where Does Our Money Go? 
 

Through the College Feeding Program, Hill’s 
provides free food to Ross University.  Students often 
wonder, “Where does our money go if Hill’s is not 
benefiting from the sale of food?”  After the 12% 
customs fees are taken care of and the store workers 
are paid, the money we spend on Hill’s food is divided 
into three budgets.  Fifty percent of the Hill’s profit goes 
directly into the Hill’s student fund, 25% goes to the 
scholarship fund, and the remaining 25% goes to the 
Dean’s Fund.  

This means that all of the money we are 
spending on Hill’s products goes directly back to the 
Ross Community.  At the start of each semester, a set 
amount of money is taken from the student fund to be 
put into the “Ross Campus Speaker Fund” and the 
“Disaster/Emotional Relief Fund.”  A portion of the 
budget is also put towards PAWS adoption days, the 
student government campus club budget, and a store 
credit is given to class representatives from each 
semester to compensate them for all of their hard work!   
The Hill’s Student Fund also supports a variety of Ross 
events and committees.  For example, Hill’s was a 
supporter of the “Dog Jog,” an event that raised money 
for the Animals On Campus Club. 

The scholarship fund provides a number of 
$1000 US scholarships for students in 7th semester.  The 
number of scholarships given depends on the size of the 
7th semester class.  Three of the scholarships are 
nomination based in the categories of Ross community 
service, St. Kitts community service, and compassionate 
animal care.  
Besides the financial support that Hill’s offers to our 
campus, Hill’s provides many resources to our student 
body.  These include the Hill’s bill box in the student 
union, day planners at the start of each year, lunch 
lectures from our Hill’s agent (Dr. Dana Fertig), small 
animal nutrition books and pocket guides for each Ross 
student, and food for our campus dogs.   

Hill’s is involved with the Ross Community in 
many more ways than just providing dog food for pet 
owners. If you have any further questions regarding the 
budget of Hill’s or the Hill’s College Feeding Program® 
in general, please contact hills@rossvet.edu.kn.   
 

Victoria Carmella 
 

 
7th Semester Memories 

 
Alison Adler 

 
To Jess: Fights at EOSP, puking at EOSP and BM 
having to take care of you, being sprawled out drunk on 
the beach at Sunshines, pajama bottoms as shorts, the 
face you make when you dance, Chester the molester 
j/k, the night at the Spirit lounge, THE fight at Inon's, 
Brooklyn girl, the only person I know who can live on an 
island and not own a bathing suit, brunch at Marriott, 
"biiiitch", doing cheers at Oasis, thanks for NOT being 
surgery partners, babysitting Owen. Thanks for being a 
great friend, love you! 
 
To Mike: Meaps, La Cocina not La Cuchina, love the 
rings, Nautica, no more Tequila for me, the Downy ball, 
wedding memories and visits with Corinne, Baby got 
back, falafel, pantsing you at the water fountain, writing 
IM's to yourself, hypoxia, Easy for you...., Mike, I will 
miss your humor, love and kisses. 
 
To Kim: Walks, pleeease don't make me do Timothy Hill, 
talks, dumb boyfriends and always having the same 
issues at the same time, studying for SAM/LAM etc, sx 
dinner night, daily rips on tasteless dressers, your great 
cooking/me not cooking, volleyball, always having the 
scoop, we never miss dessert, S...'s little pecker, weigh 
in's on the sheep scale, always looking out for me...even 
behind doors, fun with the motorcycle NOT, Thanks for 
being a true friend, you are irreplaceable! Couldn't have 
made it this far without you. 
 
To Jen: falling in the hole...Ali, where are you?, injuries 
too many to name, lizards, computer movies that keep 
stopping, Ooooooh Jenny come home Jenny..., Lindsey 
stake out and the not so quick get away, OTI pool and 
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french fries with Ownie, Grandma, fights at EOSP, 
squatting behind the nonexistent sign, falafel, drink for 
drink=instant friends, thanks for being my 
babysitter/shout out to CR, cigarettes, Ohio hot tub 
stories, sheets in the oven story, Ooops 1 second is not 
normal, birthday dinners, fights in the street, you are MY 
hooker, fruity drinks at the pool, T&A, 5am at Inon's with 
Brian, How to play blackjack all night on $20, (any) 
drinking game champs, diamond rings…one for me and 
one for you. I could go on forever. You are the best 
friend anybody ever had, thanks for being my rock in 
every situation and changing my life forever. I will miss 
you tons!  
 
To Dana and Denise: hemorrhage complication queens, 
always getting the boobs in the picture, late nights with 
sick animals, after sx dinners, no shorts under the 
coveralls, rodeo, skiing behind Maverick, sending Denise 
all my large animal pneumonia cases, "Look out...", give 
US some valium, Denise and her hair always sticking 
out, do it the way you want as long as they are not 
looking. Guys, you have been the best partners. I will 
sure miss your support and humor when I get to clinics. 
Any patient would be lucky to have you as their doc.  
 
To Ivy, Tara, Brian M, all 7th semesters and many 
others: Thanks for the memories, you have all made this 
experience a good one that I will treasure. 

 
 

Sarah Alward 
 
What can I say about St. Kitts…like everyone, there are 
things I love and things that drive me crazy.  I will never 
forget this place because it afforded me the opportunity 
to do the only thing I have ever wanted to do – be a vet. 
 
Here in St. Kitts - I have learned more than I ever could 
have imagined I would learn.  Every single professor, 
technician, staff member – you have been a part of my 
education – words will never be enough to thank you.  I 
will forever be grateful to the clinic dogs – despite how 
semester after semester they are used by so many 
students, and they are still up in a second with tails 
wagging when a person walks into the kennel.  I have 
learned so much from working with them.  I have learned 
that they deserve more.  Thanks to them, my passion for 
rescue work and fighting for the rights of animals is even 
more refined and clear.  Because of them, I know now 
for my future work what to do and how to do it.  Thanks 
to my anatomy dog, donkey and sheep, thanks to my 
Cricket, Mortimer (aka Dingleberry Poop Dreads Man) 
and Coco – it is because of you that I will be the best 
doctor I can be.  I will NEVER forget the incredible gift 
you have given me.  Your pictures and footprints will be 
with me always, wherever I go. 
 
Here in St. Kitts - I have met some of the best people I 
have ever known.  Polly and Dave – Polly I have learned 
so much from you and am so grateful to you for that.  I 
couldn’t have had a better co-conspirator for AOCC!!  I 

have never known more dedicated, compassionate, 
caring and sincere people in all my life.  I am so 
fortunate and proud to call you my friends.  Charla – we 
sure have had our fun!  From movies at your place, 
crafty night, Halloween, beach trips with the kids, 
massive holiday feedings, hanging out and having beers 
. . .You have been an incredible friend to me (and Bill 
too!) and I can only hope I have been the same for you.  
Audrey – what can I say . . . Our walks in Half Moon to 
see the puppies, chowing down together, our great 
convos and lengthy phone calls, drinking beers at 10 am 
trying to give Mike fashion advice . . . I value your 
friendship so much and will miss those phone calls.  
Sara and Shonna – my two TA, er, meeting of the minds 
gals!  I am so glad I have gotten to know both of you 
better and thank you for your friendship and for your 
undying support of AOCC and the clinic dogs.  Thanks 
for always ‘showing up’.  
 
And lastly, Mikey.  How can I possibly sum two and a 
half years in one short paragraph?  From the day we 
arrived (don’t even say it!!!) until now – we have become 
incredible friends.   Everything from going over histo 
lectures at my house in first semester, rides to school in 
the morning complaining about the traffic, drinking beer, 
taking, er, POUNDING shots, tequila (UGH), leaving me 
on the floor in front of my door with Excedrin on the table 
(at least you took me home!), study charts, mini-pizzas 
and cookies for studying at school, you running the clinic 
dogs around at 7am and scrubbing at the kennel 
cleanout, giving you fashion advice for your trip home to 
the wife and cleaning the lint off your shirt with duct tape, 
drinking beer at your place, IM convos, ridiculous 
nicknames . . . there are so many other things but those 
are just a few that stand out.  How can I ever thank you 
for the friendship you have given me?  Meaps. 
 
So what is to come for me?  It’s anybody’s guess . . .it’s 
an adventure.  I want to be the kind of person who 
makes the world fluid and even.  Who presses for 
change.  Who accepts nothing but the best.  Who gives 
110% every day.  A good friend says to me, try to dance, 
giggle and dream at some point.  I think I have the 
dream part down. . . 
 

 
Heidi Brzezowski 

 
A message from Heidi to those who have visited my 
parallel worlds: I really don't want to leave this version of 
reality. 

  
"maybe that's all family really is...  a group of people that 
miss the same imaginary place."  from the movie Garden 
State.    

Brilliant... especially in light of the fact that I really have 
no idea if matter/a place can exist given our current 
knowledge of the universe.  ie wave particle duality.  
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A message to the veterinary community:  

"You can know the name of a bird in all the languages of 
the world, but when you're finished, you'll know 
absolutely nothing whatever about the bird ... So let's 
look at the bird and see what it's doing -- that's what 
counts. I learned very early the difference between 
knowing the name of something and knowing 
something."  
                                                 --Richard Feynman  
 
 

Dana Dobbs 
 
Looking back….. 
 
My, what a journey and life-changing event this has 
been!  For those of you still stuck in anatomy, believe 
me, this will be over before you know it. And, that smell 
will eventually leave your nose hairs!  Enjoy your time 
here on the island and make sure you have plenty of 
balance and good friends in your life! 
 
I was asked to relay the story of how I came to be at 
Ross.  Like most of you, I knew I wanted to be a 
veterinarian all my life.  However, sometimes life takes 
strange twists and turns.  I first became a microbiologist, 
medical technologist, Army officer, and eventually, a 
cop!  Ok, no wise cracks about not knowing what I 
wanted to be when I grew up!  Anyway…..  
 
While working graveyard shift, I noticed a new veterinary 
clinic being constructed.  Every night, I kept it under a 
watchful eye; noting the cars coming and going, and that 
some seemed to stay all night. One evening, I noticed 
that all the lights were off and it was very difficult to 
check for break-ins and broken glass as I drove by.  So, 
being the diligent cop that I was, I swung in to place a 
“courtesy card” in the door.  I suggested that at least one 
light be left on so I could see if something was amiss 
during my security checks. 
 
As I stood there looking through the windows, an 
overwhelming feeling of warmth enveloped my heart.  I 
stared at the exam table, the veterinary products lined 
up neatly in a row, and the painted paw prints dotting the 
periphery of the wall.  It was a spiritual moment and I 
knew (yet again) that veterinary medicine was my life 
calling. 
 
It was actually about two years later that I became fed 
up with certain aspects of being a police officer (although 
I never regret for one day the years I served and still 
miss it at times).  I decided that I was going to veterinary 
technology school and needed a veterinarian to intern 
with for experience.  So, I went back to the same clinic 
where I once placed the card, Animal Medical Center (of 
Ellensburg). 
 

There, I was introduced to Dr. Lisa Cochrane and knew 
instantly that I’d met a future friend.  After listening to my 
story, she looked me in the eyes and said, “You don’t 
want to be a tech, you need to go to veterinary school”.  
She convinced me that with my background and talents, 
I had all the makings of an outstanding DVM.  Dr. 
Cochrane told me about Ross University, where she 
graduated in 1990.  I never knew such opportunities 
existed and became very excited about applying.  
 
I eventually attended two Ross recruiting seminars with 
Lisa, who’d become my best friend.  At the same time, I 
was also attending veterinary technology school, 
working full time as a police officer, and going to the 
clinic when I could squeeze it in.  Lisa taught me so 
many things; even warning me about Hutch’s anatomy 
tests!  I quickly realized that she and I had exactly the 
same outlook on veterinary medicine, the same work 
ethic, and almost the same heart.  I was elated when 
she asked me to practice with her when I became 
accepted at Ross. 
 
So, here I am…..Thank you Lisa, for showing me the 
way and helping me fulfill my dream. But mostly, thank 
you for your friendship and unconditional love.     
 
Now that I’ve taken up all this space, I’m going to skip 
my memories of catamaran trips to Nevis, wild times with 
friends, endless hours of studying, years of personal 
growth, the Ross weight loss program, and head straight 
to my “thank yous”……. 
 
To my mother….for always being my number one fan.  I 
love you. 
 
To my fiancée Nika…..you’ve made this all possible.  
Thank you for always encouraging me, and holding 
down the fort while I’ve been gone.  I sooo appreciate all 
you do.  I look forward to a wonderful life together.  I love 
you too! (PS..Denise thinks we’re having twins!) 
 
To Denise…I showed up on your doorstep like a lost 
puppy dog my second day on St. Kitts. How could you 
forget, right?  Your friendship has meant the world to 
me, and you’ve walked beside me during some very 
tough times.  Thanks for picking me up and dusting me 
off.  I’ll never forget you, the glasses of wine, and the 
really meaningful talks we’ve had.  I wish you the best in 
your new career and plan to hunt you down, so be 
prepared!  Yep, you guessed it…..I love you, too!  
 
Tara…another pillar of strength and constant optimism.  
You have been an inspiration to me.  Thank you so 
much for always taking the time for a kind word.  Big 
giant hugs to you.  You’re a very special person and I 
hope we stay in touch. 
 
Jamie…..never a dull moment with you!  I will never 
forget our adventures at Brimstone, running after your 
loose dogs, starting fires in your house, chicken at 
Barbs, getting struck by lightning…to name a few!  You 
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always bring a smile and spark of adventure to my life.  
You are going to be an awesome veterinarian….never 
lose your caring ways or compromise your standards!  
Poodle kisses….. 
 
Catherine….I wish we’d become friends sooner.  You 
have the ability to see straight into my soul…with a true 
appreciation of who I am (all facets).  Thanks for always 
being in my corner!  I will be thrilled to stand as your 
maid of honor in December….wouldn’t miss it for the 
world.   Love you.   
 
To Oreo, my PAWS kitty, for alerting me that a burgler 
was trying to get into my house.  Thanks for watching 
after me...I am grateful. 
 
To all my Ross animals….Lucy, Eeyore, Ginger, Sweet 
William, and Maverick…..the lives of many will benefit 
from your lessons and sacrifices.  I will never forget any 
of you and will carry you in my heart the rest of my days. 
 
To my surgery team….Alison and Denise.  Words 
cannot express how fortunate I feel to have worked with 
you.  I knew I could always depend on you and I thank 
you for your patience and guidance.  In your case, 
Alison, thanks for all the entertainment and 
laughs…..”look out!” ☺  I loved our “post sx” dinners with 
Kim. You guys are the cream of the crop. 
 
To all my classmates….you’ve been my “family” for the 
last two years.  I feel a kinship with all of you and wish 
you the best in your careers.  I will miss you.  Look me 
up if you are ever in Washington State.   
 
Finally, to all my instructors……thanks for your devotion, 
professionalism, and personal attention (except the 
centipede in my books, Dr. Wallace!).  When drawing 
blood, I will remember that some veins are the “size of 
Manhattan” Dr. Mattoni.  Now I know why you made us 
know all those muscle layers, Dr. Hutchison.  So, if I pull 
out my Glock and shoot into a….oops, I digress.  I won’t 
drink so much coffee before surgery and keep my 
shoulders down, Dr. Bruhl-Day.  And, stay away from my 
“tool box”! ☺  The “magic finger”, your wit, and 
professional skills will never be forgotten, Dr.Yaphe. 
“Right”, I’m honored to have been your TA and mostly 
your friend, Dr. Lander.  Thanks for always looking after 
me.  Dr. Yvorchuk, thank you for your tender heart and 
for always being there for us in time of need.  May you 
not become a missile during your “smoking a cigarette 
with an O2 tank” demo, Dr. Warren.  And to Dr. 
Spackman, thanks for all your wise guidance and 
reassurance in surgery.  I respect you tremendously.     
 

 
Amy Hess 

 
“Kristel, there is nothing sexy about chicken-pot-pie.” 

 
 

 
 

Trish King 
 
I can’t believe I’m sitting here recollecting on my 7th 
semester memories! It is so hard for me to believe how 
fast it went by.  Here is a run down of some of my 
favorite moments of the past 27 months: 
 
First Semester:  Lugging our microscopes all over the 
place.  Hanging out at the old Turtle Jane’s at lunchtime.  
Studying for our anatomy lab final exam with flashlights 
and lanterns.  Anticipating the opening of the Marriott.  
Going to Nevis on Dr. Mike’s boat.  Accidentally touching 
noses with Dr. Berg in Anatomy lab. Dr. Hutch’s 
countdowns every Friday afternoon in lab- it felt like we 
were NEVER going to be DVM’s!   
 
Remember: “We are all volunteers!”-Dr. Mike Smith 
 
Second Semester:  Two trips to St. Maarten and one 
near-death experience when almost falling out of the sky 
while squeezing the blood out of Sue’s arm.  The 
infamous catamaran trip to Sunshine’s and the 
shenanigans that went on there (you know who you 
are!).  Going to the gym at OTI with Katie & sometimes 
we’d skip the workout and just eat french fries and sit in 
the hot tub. (I’ll miss you so much Katie!) Beer and 
popcorn night with Joanna at Dolce’ Cabana and those 
strange tourists.  Dr. Reich jumping onto the desk during 
lectures.  Pathology with Dr. Njoku.  Dr. Lander trying to 
get us excited about mastitis.  Seeing Shaggy at the 
music festival. 
 
Third Semester:  The white-trash party and the hysterical 
pictures.  Getting my car stuck in a ditch. Thanksgiving 
dinner at our place & the half naked stinky plumber who 
dropped by right before the guests arrived.  Getting 
stung by a jellyfish (NOT FUN!).  Walking the cute clinic 
dogs.  T-shirt logo: “I blame Larry.”  Random weekend 
outings. The exam schedule from hell!  Studying in 
breakout rooms with Joanna and drawing snails on the 
dry-erase board.  Making baked ziti for the masses.   
 
Fourth Semester:  Coping with tragedy. Rest in peace 
Danny.  Dr. Claire Hankeson….she will never know the 
tremendous impact that she had on our class. Pathology 
with Dr. Miller and a new appreciation for the placenta.  
Dr. Shokry always reminding us not to get behind.  Sky-
line night.  Happy Birthday Lily and Jinx!  Joanna getting 
chased around the dance floor at Ziggy’s.  Denise and 
Joanna having to jump up onto a table to escape.  My 
first cow palpation trip….and the priceless expression on 
my face.  Brunch at Ottley’s with the fruit and pastry 
plate (yummy!).  Dana’s pictures during final exam week 
(I’m still laughing at them!).   
 
Fifth Semester:  So excited to wake up to go to 8:00 am 
class (wonder why?).  Dr. Shokry rattling off those 
antibiotics!  Our 3 amazing clin. path. professors!  The 
white coat ceremony.  Starting to feel like a doctor.  My 



 7

first hash hike!  Surprise party at the pink house (you 
guys are awesome!) Mid-semester break catamaran trip 
to Montserrat: mimosas at 6 am, the customs trailer, 
piling everyone into one little van like a clown car.  
Learning from the lovable clinic dogs in anesthesia labs 
and introduction to clinics.  Falling in Ram’s parking lot 
and spilling strawberries everywhere followed by the 
random guy asking me if he could eat them!  Sue and I 
trying to eliminate cockroaches from the apartment, 
screaming our heads off.  Winston at Stonewall’s…. “I 
miss my drink.”  
 
Sixth Semester:  Life all of a sudden becoming super-
busy for us.  Small animal surgery labs were such an 
amazing experience. Learning how to SOAP.  Giving 
and receiving “sterile” high-fives. Thank you to Dr. 
Spackman, Dr. Bruhl-Day and Dr. Betance for your 
patience and for sharing your knowledge with us.  Thank 
you to Carabelle, our surgery dog who was so tolerant 
with us and so much fun to work with.  Post-op at PJ’s.  
Dr. Yaphe teaching us about the importance of the 
“magic finger” and the “golden fluid”.  Who can forget the 
mid-semester break catamaran trip to Sunshine’s?  
Surely, not Dana Dobbs. She LOVED that pole!  A good 
time was had by all.  Our first class party.  Thanksgiving 
at Becky and Kat’s.  Dr. Kevin Fitzgerald’s lectures and 
comedy show.  Joe lending me his “special” necklace to 
help me do well on the LAM I final (thanks sweetie!) 
 
Seventh Semester:  Finally being able to put it all 
together. Surgery, surgery, surgery!  Thank you to 
Sancho Panza, Donkey Hote’ and Lambert for giving 
their lives so that we can become better doctors.  You all 
have a special place in my heart. Clinical placement 
anticipation (Go Buckeyes!)  Dr. St. Jean’s technical 
difficulties. Getting good-news and bad-news in Dr. 
Wallace’s class.  JQ hitting me in the nose with the 
stomach tube.  Rumen fluid all over me in Bovine 
Handling lab.  The car repair parties. The volcano hike. 
The scavenger hunt…need I say more?   
 
Thank you to all of the amazing professors here at Ross. 
Thank you for your encouragement and for sharing your 
intelligence with us.  Thank you to the clinic staff for all of 
your help.  You are all incredible people! 
 
To the 7th Semester class:  The friends I have made 
here are irreplaceable. I’ll miss everyone so much, but 
it’s time to move on.   I am so proud of all of you.  Good 
luck in clinics guys!  We are going to rock!  See you all 
on June 9, 2006 ….LOOK OUT NEW YORK CITY!!   
 
 

Kira MacKinnon 
 
First of all I need to thank all the animals that have 
sacrificed their lives for my education.  My anatomy 
animals: Charley, Eyore, and Mary. My surgery animals: 
Buttercup, Spike and Mr. Lee.  I will forever be in debt to 
you.  
 

Thank you to all the wonderful professors that have 
taught us, and helped us achieve, our goal.   
 
MC: You have been a great friend and roommate.  I will 
miss you greatly once I am gone.  Who would have 
thought that two people from extremely different 
backgrounds could get along so well?  You have 
definitely made my time here entertaining.  
 
JJ:  You are a wonderful friend.  I will miss you!  Of 
course we will be in contact.  And please have faith in 
yourself!  
 
Shanna:  You are a wonderful person.  You have done 
so much for me and my pets.  I would love for you to 
come and visit me anytime.  I know Rayna and Phoebe 
love you!   You have made my visits back home 
possible! You are very intelligent, don’t second guess 
yourself!   
 
Kentucky Boy:  Boy oh boy… I have had a soft spot for 
you since I first saw you.  Your blue eyes, your smile, 
and your accent are permanently imprinted on my soul.  
I will see you in my dreams.   
 
For those of you left on the island, have faith in yourself 
and follow your instinct!  Don’t change your answers!!!  
Take time to see the island, it really is a beautiful place.     
We all will be better vets just for being here for 2.5 years.  
We have had to acclimate ourselves to very extreme 
measures.  We will be able to tackle anything.  I do have 
to say I have definitely learned to appreciate everything, 
especially back in the States.  Good luck, have fun!  You 
will make it through. 

 
 

Kristen Vance 
 
Hard to believe that my time here is over. Thanks to 
Hope, Phaedo, Alfalfa, Charlie and Mocha for your lives 
and the wonderful learning opportunity.  I promise I will 
repay the debt I owe to your species for the opportunity 
you gave me.  AB and SF what a great surgery team. SF 
thanks for everything…don't know how I'd have gotten 
through without you...long hours in the LRC when we 
thought we could study no more... time for Auburn! MF 
thanks for all you've done and the continual 
friendship. Take care of Alfalfa for me. Glad I convinced 
you to come down here to St. Kitts.  RS thanks for 
listening and the nights of Indian food or coffee at the 
Marriott.  JP- I think everyone failed!  JM Wonder what 
my mom is wearing?  Leslie- thanks for listening. To all 
the wonderful professors here at Ross, thanks for all the 
information you've imparted so well.  To my parents and 
sister for listening to me calling with the latest St. Kitts 
saga... or that I was gonna fail…THANKS. Will never 
forget snorkeling trips to South Friars, mid semester 
break trips to all the other islands, centipedes at 
midnight, Fri movie nights...  Long nights and early 
mornings but we did it! To all of you in semesters 1-
6…enjoy your time here, it will end too soon!  
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St. Kitts Children’s Home “Needs” List 
 
Please make sure items are in good condition and in working 
order (if appropriate).  Things get used pretty heavily, so we 
can use multiple quantities.  Contact Felicia Dunn for more 
information.   
 
Consumables 
Trash bags 
Toilet paper 
Paper towels 
Bath soap 
Hand soap 
Dish soap 
Aluminum foil 
Waxed paper 
Flour 
Sugar 
Salt 
Microwave popcorn  
Markers 
Crafts/arts supplies 
 
Kitchen 
Microwave 
Mixing bowls 
Large plastic storage bins w/ tight fitting lid 
Mixers 
Small appliances (e.g. toasters, blenders, food processors) 
Can opener (manual) 
Coffee maker (for office) 
Cookie sheets 
Potholders 
Oven mitts 
Tea towels 
Dish cloths 
Measuring cups/spoons 
Storage bowls w/lids 
Utensils (wooden spoons, spatulas, etc.) 
Silverware 
Strainer (e.g. wire mesh) 
 
General 
Trash cans 
Waste baskets (any size) 
Brooms 
Mop and bucket 
Pails 
Dust pan  
Large storage tubs w/lids 
 
Bath 
Bath mats 
Towels/washcloths (only good condition) 
Cloth shower curtains (darker or brighter colors pref.) 
Soap dishes (for vanity counter) 
 
Bedroom 
Twin sheets/pillowcases 
Pillows 
Dressers 

Chests 
Shoe racks 
Shelves 
 
Library 
Bookshelves 
Desk/sitting chairs 
Floor pillows/cusions 
 
 
 

BBuussiinneessss  BBaassiiccss::  PPaarrtt  II  
Jacquelin Tripp 

 
Quite a few people in our Ross community have 
suggested that I write this column and considering the 
overall lack of business experience or instruction (note: 
not the school’s fault – they are here to teach us 
veterinary medicine, not business), I finally decided to go 
forward with this endeavor.  Step one: Complete.  Step 
two: Where to start.  Ouch!  Now that was a tough one! 
 
I cannot jam a business degree into a couple of articles, 
so I needed to take a look at what topics we as a 
community can benefit from as well as items and areas 
that are parts of our lives, but we may not really 
understand them.  Throughout these articles you will see 
the abbreviation def.  This will appear directly after the 
word it defines.  You will also find that some of the 
information I discuss may not apply to you now or ever, 
but an overall understanding of some key business 
basics can only put you in a better position if the future. 
 
Money Basics 
Money.  What is exactly?  Could you define it in words?  
According to Webster, money has many definitions. 

1. A medium that can be exchanged for goods and 
services and is used as a measure of their 
values on the market, including among its forms 
a commodity such as gold, an officially issued 
coin or note, or a deposit in a checking account 
or other readily liquifiable account.  

2. The official currency, coins, and negotiable 
paper notes issued by a government.  

3. Assets and property considered in terms of 
monetary value; wealth.  

4. Value 
a. Pecuniary profit or loss: He made 

money on the sale of his properties.  
b. One's salary; pay: It was a terrible job, 

but the money was good.  
5. An amount of cash or credit: raised the money 

for the new playground.  
6. Sums of money, especially of a specified nature. 

Often used in the plural: state tax moneys; 
monies set aside for research and development.  

7. A wealthy person, family, or group: to come from 
old money; to marry into money.  

I can see the faces now. (What the…?)  Money plays a 
central role in our lives, yet no one can be totally free of 
misconceptions about it.  This article deals with only a 
few basic ideas, but it should help those who want to 
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gain a better insight into what money is and how it 
works.  Why should you try to learn this?  The better you 
understand money, the more you will respect it and 
subsequently, the better you will be able to handle, 
manipulate and earn it. 
 
Two Kinds of Money  
First, there are two kinds of money.  Money essentially is 
a token that is widely accepted as a medium of 
exchange.  The token can be tangible like a coin or a 
note, or intangible like a bank deposit.  If the token is 
convertible on demand into a commodity like an ounce 
of gold, the token is known as commodity money.  The 
exchange value of commodity money varies, but is never 
less than its value as a commodity.  A precious metal 
coin is a token convertible into the bullion that comprises 
it, meaning the intrinsic value of the token coincides with 
its market value as a commodity.  Still with me? 
 
Money that is inconvertible is known as fiat money (this 
is the second type).  The government (regardless of 
which country) holds a monopoly on the issue of fiat 
money, and no longer issues convertible money.  One 
must therefore avoid thinking in terms of commodity 
money to understand modern money.  In the era of 
commodity money, the issuer was constrained by the 
need to hold a sufficient supply of the underlying 
commodity.  There is no such constraint in the case of 
fiat money.  The viability of a fiat money system depends 
on the policy and actions of the issuer, normally the 
central bank of a country. 
 
English please.  The first type has a measurable 
conversion rate.  Think how people used gold pieces in 
the West.  The second type (inconvertible) is your paper 
and coin monies.  You use these to purchase actual 
products like your car.  Think about the price you paid 
here and how much the same car would cost back 
home.  It is also used to purchase services, like a 
massage.  Depending on where you go, the prices vary.  
When you go out to dinner, you are actually using it to 
buy both.  You are buying the product (ie, the food) and 
the services (ie, the chef that cooks it, the waiter that 
brings it to your table and the people that clean up after 
you).  Got it?  Good.  Let’s move on. 
 
Respect It 
Individuals who have had bad experiences with money 
in the past usually do not want to learn about the proper 
ways to manage their money.  I have heard time and 
again that “Money and I just don’t along” or “I feel like a 
stalker.  I’m always chasing the money and it’s always 
running away”.  If you feel like these people, you have to 
ask yourself whether or not you really respect money.  
Here is a good test.  Take out the money you have on 
you now.  Did you pull it out of your pocket or a wallet?  
Is it organized or is it crumpled and mixed up?  Money is 
like any living thing, you need to take care of it for it to 
grow.  Neglecting it, forgetting where you put it or how 
much you have are signs that you no longer respect it. 
 

The next time you are with someone who has done well 
for themselves, ask them to show you his or her money 
(make sure you really know the person, because I do not 
want to get blamed if you get arrested).  If that person 
actually carries cash (many do not) you will find one 
consistent thing…organization.  Whether s/he uses a 
wallet or not, all bills are placed in chronological order 
and all are facing the same direction.  His/Her coins are 
separated from the bills and s/he can likely tell you how 
much money s/he is carrying without even counting (the 
actual amount is usually close to the estimate). 
 
Individual Saving  
Individual saving means spending less on consumption 
than what’s available from one's disposable income (def: 
After-tax income, calculated quarterly, that consumers 
have available for spending or saving.)  What an 
individual saves can be held in many ways.  It can be 
deposited in a bank, put into a pension fund, used to buy 
a business, pay down debt, or kept under the mattress, 
for example.  The common element is the claim on 
assets that can be used to pay for future 
consumption.  If there is a return on the saving in the 
form of interest, dividend, rent, or capital gain, there can 
be a net gain in individual saving, and thus in individual 
wealth.  
 
Ok, maybe I am getting ahead of myself here (and 
maybe you are falling asleep) but still there is a point.  
Many Americans today have a big problem with saving.  
Most people live at or beyond their means.  How can I 
stay out of that scenario, you may ask?  You need to 
understand where you are financially if you are to stay 
out of this situation.  I’ll cover that and more next time. 
 
Part I summary: Understanding the true definition of 
money is the first step.  Respecting it is the second step 
and saving it is the third. 
 
Part II: outstanding credit, interest rates and your credit 
score. 
 
 

 
The Centaur Photo Contest 

 
The Centaur’s first photo contest was a tremendous 
success!  There were a total of 54 entrants, all wonderful 
photographs, each with its own unique beauty.   I was 
sure glad not to have the duty of trying to pick a winner, 
but I do have to thank all of our judges that took on this 
daunting task: Leslie Broadbelt, Nancy Chung, Brent 
Fisher, Dr. Patrick Kelly, Kathi Reed, Maxwell Richards, 
Claire Rosen, Sven Samoska, Heather Sheldon, Connie 
Silbernagel, Chris Triola, Marc Troob, and Dr. Charles 
Wallace. 
 
Since there were so many wonderful pictures, even our 
astute judges had difficulty narrowing down the winners.  
Luckily, The Centaur staff are generous people; there 
was a tie for both second and third place, with each 
winner receiving the full corresponding cash prize!  We 
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encourage you to look at The Centaur online to 
appreciate the beautiful colors of the winning photos.    
 

Without further ado, the winners of the 
Landscape/Seascape Centaur photo contest are: 
 

First Place ($100)- Bonnie Coy 
 

 
 
 

Second Place ($50) – Lauren Greer 
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Second Place ($50)  – Kevin Kirk 
 

 
 
 

Third Place ($25) – Seth Mitchell 
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Third Place ($25)  – Kristen Vance 
 

 
 
 

Honorable Mention – Nick Spodak 
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Veterinary Humor 
 

 
 

Thank you for calling Utopia Veterinary Hospital. Please 
listen carefully to the following menu:  
 
Press 1 To schedule an appointment for your pet.   
Press 2 To have your pet seen immediately.   
Press 3 To speak directly to a veterinarian.   
Press 4 To obtain a veterinarian’s home phone number.   
Press 5 To tell the receptionist/technician your life 
history as well as your pets.  
Press 6 To yell at the receptionist/technician.  
Press 7 To yell at a veterinarian.  
Press 8 To disagree with the veterinarian’s diagnosis or 
treatment plan because you read something different on 
the internet.  
Press 9 To ask the same question 30 times just in case 
the answer might change.  
Press 10 If your pet’s condition has persisted for 6 

months but has suddenly become an emergency and 
needs to be seen tonight because you are going on 
vacation in the morning.  
Press 11 To describe your pet’s horrible condition, ask 
us to determine whether an emergency visit is 
warranted, and then attempt to convince us that it is not 
as bad as we think and can wait until tomorrow.   
Press 12 If you would like to demand immediate 
treatment, but would like us to hold your check until next 
month.  
Press 13 If you would like to post date a previously post 
dated check.  
Press 14 If you need to bring in 10 unvaccinated puppies 
with vomiting and bloody diarrhea and you only have 
$10.  
Press 15 If you would like a discount for the cat you 
have had for 10 years, but still consider a “stray” 
because it is now sick.  
Press 16 If you would like to find out our busiest time, so 
that when you show up without an appointment and 
demand to be seen immediately, maximum chaos will 
ensue.  
Press 17 If you want us to trim the nails on your 100 lb. 
aggressive dog that gets “freaked” at the vet’s.  
Press 18 If your pet has removed its bandage because 
you took the e-collar off that we recommended you leave 
on.  
Press 19 If, after 3 phone calls in which you were told we 
are a hospital and do not sell parrots, you still need 
clarification on the matter.  
Press 20 If your male dog was neutered 6 weeks ago 
and you are now angry that his testicles are gone.  
Press 21 If you will arrive at our hospital driving a brand 
new Jaguar but would like us to set up a $5 a month 
payment plan for your routine vaccinations. 
Press 22 If your dog got into your stash of pot, but you 
don’t want to give us any other information or bring the 
dog in because you are afraid we might “bust” you.  
Press 23 If you want to bring in a severely injured/sick 
“stray” puppy that you do not want to take any 

responsibility for, but you would like to “adopt” Spanky 
when he is better.  
Press 24 if your Rockwilder gots the mange. 
Press 25 If you would like to strip in the exam room to 
show the veterinarian (choose one of the following):  
             

a) Your skin rash/sore that you think is caused 
by your pet, 
b) Your current surgery incisions to see if they 
are healing properly and whether the 
veterinarian feels that the human surgeon did a 
good job,  
c) Your old surgical/battle scars so that you can 
boast about how tough you are and demonstrate 
that your pet does not need pain meds for its 
upcoming surgery,  
d) Your skin lumps to see if the veterinarian 
feels they should be removed and, if so, whether 
the vet would remove them instead of seeing a 
human doctor. 

 
 
 
 

Temporary 

That scary word that surrounds you when you ‘acquire’ a 
pet.   

That’s all they are at first, just a dog for your son or a 
bird for your mom—they are just pets at that time.   

And then it all changes.  
Sometimes you can remember the exact point when it 

changed and sometimes  
you just wake up one day and look into the face of 

unconditional love and realize how blessed you are.  
Somehow, that pet you ‘acquired’ turned into a furry 

family member, a  
loving and forgiving friend, a protector, a guardian, a 

baby.   
It became a warm shoulder for tears or a cold nose as 

an alarm.   
They give us something that somehow…makes us better 

than we were  
before.  

Did they sneak into our hearts and homes or did we let 
them in, knowing,  

deep down, how much we needed them?  
No matter how temporary their lives are—their effects on 

us are permanent.   
They change us, every one of them, everytime.   

The ones that come first can never be replaced and the 
ones that come  

later are never any less—just different.  
So we learn to accept each ‘blessing’, in its furry, 

feathered or leathered disguise.   
And be so very thankful for that ‘temporary sunshine’ in 

our lives. 

Shalsee Gibbs 
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II  GGoott  MMyy  FFaatthheerr’’ss  TThhuummbbss  
Mutterings & musings by Amy Hatfield 

 
Recently I tore an Oil of Olay ad out of a magazine. Solid 
black background with white type: 

I just turned 29. 
I just turned 29. 

I taped it above my desk. Truisms come from 
unpredictable sources—even hand me down issues of 
Vogue that I would otherwise never buy nor read. The 
black and the white of life. The beautiful and the 
fantastically beautiful. The sulci and the gyri. The crows 
feet and the taut plateau of cheekbone. I’m really a 
shades of gray kind of person. In my life there is very 
little “right” or “wrong,” “good” or “bad”—only right to 
choose, wrong turns, good moisturizer, and bad advice. 
 
By now we have all resigned ourselves to the disparate 
assortment of body parts we inherited from our genetic 
donors (“parents” in most cases, but not all). The 
blessed among us come out of the dice cup with a 
Yahtzee!—perfectly aligned, proportional, balanced. 
From the waist up, I’m my father (except for the boobs, 
naturally); from the waist down, my mother. Most of us 
are Mr. Potato Heads and I find the realities of genetic 
re-assortment fascinating. Some of you are so beautiful I 
can hardly rend my stare from your face or figure. How 
did you spring, Athena-like, from the cover of a 
magazine? I feel like a Sandra Bullock character—cute 
but bumbling around the less refined edges of life. My 
nose is neither Mom’s nor Dad’s. Whose then? I’m the 
child of two orphans so I’ll never know. I got my father’s 
thumbs. Sturdy, capable, unfeminine, obtrusive thumbs. 
I hate painting my fingernails. My thumbs look like 
macabre, red tombstones. I had acrylic nails applied 
once. The diminutive Chinese lady got to my thumb and 
laughed. “No fit! No fit!” She glued on a false nail ¼ too 
narrow and heavily lacquered over it. That’s it. No more 
Vogue. 
 
I’m amazed at the way people drift, fog-like, into my 
consciousness and suddenly I am aware of them even 
though they’ve been moored near me, bobbing the same 
turbulent sea, for nearly two years. I recently introduced 
myself to someone I’ve seen around many times in 
passing. As Norah Jones sings, she’s the same song, 
she’s been playing all along, but only now have I 
noticed. Her eyes are indistinguishable from the horizon 
of sea and sky and I wonder why now—today—did I ask 
her to come talk to me? Maybe last month she was too 
blue, maybe last year too blonde. Illuminating. 
 
Separation is like a colander. Sometimes you shake 
someone out of your life but their rotini laughter and their 
vermicelli eyelashes slip through, and there you are with 
remnants of them in the sink of your heart, wondering 
whether you’re courageous enough to scoop them out 
like wet cantaloupe seeds and throw them away. 
Sometimes separation is like an egg—two gelatinous 
halves that remove themselves from each other cleanly 

despite their embryonic predilections, and go on to fulfill 
different destinies—you a quiche, me a meringue. 
 
Which leads me to wonder how love comes to exist 
between two autonomous variants in the first place? The 
drifting in—wispy and tentative, or the clamoring in—
tumultuous and tropical storm-like. The tendrilling around 
in symmetrically placed emotional coils. The joint 
grafting, the hybrid budding, and then suddenly you are 
the bougainvillea that blooms in magenta and white. 
What was the genesis of this miraculous existence? How 
does it fit in my life?  
 
Love—love for self, love for another—is like a pizza box. 
Initially you think the enormity of this will never fit in your 
limited space. You look inside yourself and you shuffle 
around relish and tapenade and marmalade and 
dijonaise and petrified leftovers in borrowed Tupperware. 
There, now it fits. And once the box is empty, once the 
contents are consumed and you’ve lazily let the box 
hollowly hang around for awhile, you remove it and 
there, where once nothing appeared to relinquish space, 
is a vacancy so perpetual that not even pesto and soy 
sauce and moldy Cool Whip and maraschino cherries 
can absorb the void. And there you are, wondering if the 
light goes off when you close the door? You can get 
nasal frostbite by hunching over with your head in the 
fridge. Open, on. Closed, off. But how can I be sure? 
Luckily my pizza box is full so I don’t have to wonder. 

 
 

 

 
A Brief History Lesson: 

Fact or Fiction? 
Part II 

By Dr. Charles Hutchison 
 
 

o He was a C-130 pilot in the guard and stood a 
whopping five foot six, weighing in at less than 
10 stones.  His favorite sport was spear-fishing 
in Half Moon Bay.  Yes, the bay where the 
“Nautilus” was frequently patrolling.  This was 
the greatest of the great barracuda, but its 
modus operandi was to lie in the periphery and 
follow at some distance, moving faster only if 
you did.  Dom, as he was known, had the bad 
habit of stringing his fish on his spear line and 
this was his mistake.  One day in the reef, the 
seas were quite tranquil and he speared about 
20 small fish.  Suddenly, like a rocket out of 
nowhere, the barracuda struck.  His contact 
point was about a foot from Dom’s hand and he 
thrashed about and ripped fish and spear gun 
alike.  Dom was lucky that day to escape without 
any physical harm, but his hyperventilation did 
last for a spell.  However, the next week, he was 
back at it again, but with a Clorox bottle floating 
well behind him. 
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o When RUSVM was little more than a fledgling 
academic experiment, the entire school 
community was quite compact.  Finals came on 
Thursday, Friday and Saturday of the last week 
and the end of semester party was that Saturday 
night after it was all over and done with.  
Everyone would be at Jack Tar for the event 
with drinks, food, dancing at the disco and the 
casino, of course. The next morning they all 
boarded the only flight out, a Pan Am 727 jet 
bound for Miami via St. Thomas and St. Croix.  
Students always teased the Ross profs in first 
class as they sipped their mimosas during 
boarding.  The funny thing is that most of the 
Rossies were unaware, not only that the profs 
were riding up front for free, but that they had 
actually booked most of the Ross seats for Pan 
Am for the favor in return. 

 
o Prehistoric Rossies had few options for 

acquisition of groceries and other necessities; at 
least, options that were familiar and tolerable.  In 
those complicated times, many had the habit of 
obtaining their provisions off-island.  Weekend 
shopper fares to Juliana became quite sought 
after.  Such same-day-return flights could be 
had on “Leave Island Any Time” for US$70-80.  
But for a meager US$40 round-trip, one could 
ride the hydrofoil.  This large boat departed the 
port daily for Sint Maarten.  It carried 300 
persons, was air-conditioned and had a theater 
and well-stocked bar.  The entire one-way 
passage took only 1 hour,15 minutes often 
getting you there before the puddle-jumper. 

 
o In 1985, HRH Queen Elizabeth II and HRH, the 

Duke of Edinburgh visited the Caribbean and 
made a stop on St. Kitts.  Her motorcade left the 
port after disembarking from the royal yacht, 
Britannia.  As she approached West Farm in her 
Bentley, a handful of students and few 
professors were there on the roadside for a 
glimpse.  They were quite astonished when her 
cruiser suddenly stopped and the left rear 
window crept down.  Out poked the head of the 
Queen herself for a brief chat with her small 
crowd of onlookers.  The Duke also stuck out a 
hand for an affable wave.  She asked how their  
day was going and if these were students of this 
school.  She wished all well in their studies and 
remarked on how fortunate they must be to 
attend school in such a gorgeous setting.  It later 
dawned on those present to witness this that 
they had had a private audience with one of the 
world’s most revered monarchs. 

 
o The fairway along the tarmac road where one 

currently finds such establishments as PJs was 
old number six.  A Ross teacher had a habit of 
attending a Friday afternoon game of golf with a 
few students.  They played for a buck EC a hole.  

Ram’s Minimart was there as well and as they 
pulled up to the tee, someone darted off in the 
cart to grab a couple of sixes of Carib.  They 
went down quickly; the prof had two.  He now 
had a feeling of rejuvenated confidence as he 
decided to retry his 3-wood.  Up the ball went in 
a tall arc and then the slice commenced.  The 
ball landed in the middle of the road and 
bounced high one time.  Its trajectory was 
precise as it struck the rear window of the 
Toyota, instantly converting the screen into 
sugar.  By the time the golf scholar reached the 
scene, Parris was already surveying his car to 
inspect the damage. His expression wasn’t kind.  
The prof looked intently, walked to the front and 
inspected the windshield and then returned and 
bent down where he could see the flag through 
the front of the car.  He looked over at Parris 
and said, “I believe I’ll have to declare an 
unplayable lie, or I’ll take out the front one, too!”  
Parris didn’t laugh, but the others did anyway.  
The prof later found out that Delisle Wallwyn 
sold $5 million dollar golfers’ liability policies for 
EC$25 annually.  The rear windshield was 
US$500 to replace. 

 
o Some Rossies were part of a party of who 

boarded a creaky sailboat before daylight one 
morning.  Saba was to be the port of destination.  
It must have been an omen that it started raining 
and blowing hard before the sun was up.  Later 
it seemed to clear and the passage on the south 
of Kitts was pleasant.  The Statia channel was 
another thing; the Saba channel was worse.  
The boat nearly pitched twice and the swells 
were looked up upon in the troughs.  The boat 
made it safely to the dock and one of the 
Rossies politely stepped off and bilged over the 
side of the dock; hey, but not on the boat.  
Twenty one people sailed over, but only two 
sailed back. The remaining 19 chartered a Twin 
Otter STOL out of Sint Maarten and flew home.  
They got back at dusk.  The sailboat returned at 
3AM. 

 
o She was sitting on the beach at east Frigate Bay 

and tending to a toddler and one just now 
starting to kick a bit.  From southern Louisiana, it 
was their first trip to the island; kind of a new 
Thanksgiving experience.  It was a very windy 
day and the Caribbean was very choppy and her 
husband was out snorkeling alone.  She became 
anxious after a while and came up to some 
Rossies and asked if anyone had seen her 
husband.  Before too long this was an 
emergency.  The Coast Guard was summoned 
and soon they came around the bend and 
stopped momentarily about a mile away.  They 
came straight into the beach where the woman 
was standing.  One of the Rossies asked if they 
had found him.  Their answer was spine chilling:  
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“He floating out there, he dead, he dead.”  They 
left and recovered the body. 

 
o A Ross professor told of a story following the old 

mountain road from Caribelle over to Molineaux.  
It seems the old road gave out since someone 
had fenced it over and planted a dasheen field.  
He ignored the fence and trekked onward, 
determined to cross over.  Way up in the 
isolated top fields somewhere he came upon a 
staggering sight.  Scarecrows.  There were 
literally dozens of large poles stuck in the 
ground and atop each one swung a dead 
monkey hung upside down.  Some were more 
recently departed and gently swayed in the 
wind.  Others were desiccated and flapped more 
like flags.  But for the wind, it was amazingly 
silent.  Across the other side of the field he 
spotted a man standing under a tree with a 
shotgun cradled between his arms.  He didn’t 
wave; he just turned around and retreated 
somewhat quickly.  He later assumed he must 
have gotten far off the trail, but decided to abort 
any further curiosity in that part of the 
countryside. 

 
o A Ross professor emeritus is a published 

science fiction author and was a writer and 
advisor to Gene Roddenberry on the 60s 
television series Star Trek.  

 
o For years, the current Ross pasture was an 

acacia jungle.  The only way to navigate it was 
to follow the donkey paths, which wound their 
way like dirt tunnels through the vast growth.  
Meager funding finally came through and a man 
was hired to bring in a tractor and mow it all 
down and scrape the land clear of brush.  
Indeed those were some large fires.  A group of 
30-50 students (most of the student body) 
volunteered weekends to manually clear the 
rest.  A backhoe was brought in and more than a 
mile of trench was gutted into the seven acres of 
land.  Soon the 2-inch PVC pipe was delivered 
from the docks and those same students laid the 
entire pipeline and installed all the Rainbird 
sprinklers.  Then the free seed arrived from St. 
Croix; it was tropical improved guinea grass.  
The anatomy lab was cleared on Saturday and 
loads of beach sand was piled in the floor and 
the grass seed was mixed in thoroughly. 
Students took turns sitting in the back of the 
Suzuki Samurai as it made its paths too and fro 
dragging a homemade harrow– a length of chain 
length fence– behind to spread and cover the 
seed.  Soon the greenery thrived and Ross’ first 
pasture was born.  

 
o For the first two years of Ross’ history there 

were no residential phones in Frigate Bay and 
no cable TV.  ZIZ was too weak to pick up 

through the hill so all you got was 
“Antiguavision.”  Early one October Saturday, 
Prime Minister V.C. Bird was on the tele 
announcing a Christmas visit by the BA 
Concorde; and this was to be a big deal.  Some 
time later a  prof’s landlord’s two poodles left his 
side and began creeping strangely toward the 
door in a crouched, frightened manner.  Then it 
happened.  There was an incredibly loud and 
truly earth-shattering kaboom.  The prof felt it all 
through his body and the house shook and the 
windows rattled.  It lasted only for a fraction of a 
second.  He hadn’t heard a sonic boom since his 
days on the north Florida beaches as a child.  
But, then he thought to himself, ‘It couldn’t be 
that; it’s not coming until Christmas.’ Then slowly 
the building began to shake and pictures fell 
from the walls. The concrete beam in the ceiling 
swayed and shimmied to and fro.  By the time 
he realized he was experiencing his first of such 
phenomena and thought to get up and run 
outside, it was over.  The news later reported 
the epicenter was 10Km east of St. Kitts and 
10Km deep with an intensity of 5.7 on the 
Richter scale. 

 
o At the very beginning, a student ignored the 

laws of Dominica and brought his pet dog on the 
airplane with him from North America.  As the 
baggage was offloaded and the passengers 
disembarked, a commotion began and police 
were summoned.  The dog was shot dead on 
the spot. 

  
o In November of 1984, a prof’s wife was ferrying 

the housekeeper to town.  She pulled over to the 
curb at the Baker’s Corner roundabout to let out 
the maid.  A vehicle behind her honked and she 
ignored it other than to stick out an arm and 
wave them around.  The blue Landrover 
screeched to a stop beside her and out jumped 
a not-so-pleasant fellow identifying himself by 
mouth only as a police officer.  He scolded her 
about illegal parking.  At the time she thought it 
wise to remind him that everyone else did 
exactly the same thing.  He demanded her 
license, which she surrendered.  In a moment he 
declared her license to be expired.  She said it 
didn’t expire for another month.  He showed her 
the date:  12-10-84.  She confirmed to him that 
indeed it expired on December 12th.  He 
informed her curtly that it had actually expired on 
October 10th.  Her husband didn’t find the ride 
home with her to be very pleasant.  You see, 
she was pulled over about noon.  They arrested 
her and made her sit on the bench in the public 
cage; the same one for drunks, business women 
and other mischievous types.  They were not 
able to get her husband until 4PM.  
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                                              view.   
                                                   breathless  
                                                              tumbledown heaven 
                                                                          i’m humbled by this magnitude 
                                                                                    within her womb 
                                                                                               to open unbroken 
                                                                                                         to be uncurled by this moist sojourn 
                                                                                       i’m tightly furled, a fiddlehead waiting 
                                                                      cane break cool flutters eyelash ferns 
                                                 broad leaf calm caresses whiskered mosses 
                             my thoughts would rust if left to stand 
                                                 so many hidden metals vein this land 
                                                                                        dirt tastes like blood 
                                                                                                            i surf the grit 
                                                                                                                       warpaint mud 
                                                                                                         Hummingbird!   
                                                                                      bated basil breath   
                                                                           machete sings her song against a root 
                                                                balancing the knife edge underfoot 
                                                 with mutual silent sounds 
                                                                 upwards worship 
                                                                                  of your holy ground 
                                                                                                         ascension 
 
                                                      The Hike ↑ 
                                                                                    (by amy hatfield)                                          
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

“It’s a dirty job but somebody has to do it!” 
Photo courtesy of Janine Ashton 

 
 
 

 
Have something to say? 

 
Here at The Centaur we are always looking for people 
that are willing to contribute or join our team.  If you are 
interested please e-mail us at centaur@rossvet.edu.kn 
for more information. 
 
 
 

 
 

 

 
 
 

 
FYI – American Airline Travelers 

 
Just when you thought flying with American Airlines 
couldn’t get any more enjoyable, they have changed 
their policy on weight restrictions for checked luggage.  
One person may check two pieces of luggage, each a 
maximum of 50 lbs.  Carry-on bags may still weigh a 
maximum of 40 lbs.  Travelers may have one carry-on 
and one personal item such as a laptop, purse, back- 
pack, etc.     
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For those of you that can’t seem to slim down your 
luggage, for a fee of 25 USD your bag may weigh 51-70 
lbs, or 100 USD for anything over 70 lbs.  However, do 
not rely on being able to pay more as you are not 
guaranteed your heavier luggage will make it on the 
smaller planes due to weight limits.  The airline 
maintains the final decision in this matter.  
 
This new policy took effect on March 1, 2005.  If your 
tickets were purchased before this date your checked 
luggage can weight up to 70 lbs without incurring any 
extra fees.   

 
 

 
 
 

Ross Volleyball League 
 

Have you been to the Angelus beach on a Friday 
afternoon lately?  If not, you are missing out.  Every 
Friday afternoon during the semester, students come out 
in droves to play beach volleyball.   
 
Not only are they competing to win first place, but also to 
see who can come up with the most creative team 
name, or so it seems.  Whether you are a Gatos Malos, 
a Domestic Diva, or a member of Pandora’s Box, a good 
time is had by all.     
 
The second season just wrapped up for the semester 
this past Saturday during an all day volleyball 
extravaganza.  There was music, food and lots of 
enthusiasm as the teams battled towards first place.  
Coming out on top were the Go Nads, followed by Dirty 
Birds. Congratulations! 
 
Not everyone that comes out plays volleyball.  This is a 
great way to de-stress from the week, hang out with 
friends, and work on your tan since you have been in 
class all week.  Also, the Angelus is dog friendly and is a 
great place to let your dog run around and make friends 
as long as they stay off the courts.  
 
I encourage all to come out next semester and partake 
in the festivities!     

 Nick Parente 
 

 

 
 
 

.      
 
 

 
 

Cow-a-bunga! 
Friday fun at the Angelus 
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