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Words of the Editor in Chief: 
 

Why do we need to 
“Sleep”? 

  I have seen so many in this 
new generation, unwilling 
to take the time to benefit 
from sleep but 
unfortunately, they do not 
know about the 
consequences or perhaps 
they do not believe that 

anything can happen to them. 
I am going to try to 
demonstrate in some words, 
the importance of a good 
night of Sleep. 

Sleep is a naturally 

recurring state of mind and 

body, characterized by 

altered consciousness and 

reduced interactions with 

the surroundings. Sleep 

occurs in repeating periods 

with alternate (REM) rapid 

eye movement and (non-

REM) including a virtual 

paralysis of the body. A 

feature of Sleep is the 

ability to dream which for 

many represent a fantasy. 

While sleeping, most of 

the body’s systems are in 

an anabolic state helping 

to restore the auto-immune 

system as well as the 

skeletal, nervous and 

muscular skeletal systems. 

These vital systems 

maintain mood, memory, 

cognitive function and play 

a large role in the 

endocrine and immune 

systems. Humans may 

suffer from sleep disorders 

notably insomnia, apnea, 

narcolepsy sleepwalking 

etc. Let us evaluate some 

generalities about Sleep: 

 

The most pronounced 

physiological changes in 

sleep occur in the brain. 

Many humans will wake up 

with an alarm however, 

some can reliably wake 

themselves at a specific 

time with no need for an 

alarm. There are some 

interesting facts 



 2 

demonstrating that “Siesta” habits have 

recently been associated with a 37% 

decrease in coronary mortality probably due 

to at reduced cardiovascular stress mediated 

by the daytime sleep. More, short naps at 

mid-day with evening exercises three to four 

hours prior to getting to bed, were also 

found beneficial to improve sleep, cognitive 

tasks and mental health in the elderly. 

Researchers have found genetic evidences in 

people’s habits for sleeping longer 

especially in monozygotic twins. 

Human sleep varies with age: Sleeping 6-7 

hours each night correlates well with 

longevity and cardiac health of an adult 

while sleep difficulties are often associated 

with psychiatric disorders such as 

Depression, Alcoholism and Bipolar 

Disorder. Up to 90% adults suffering from 

depression will exhibit sleep difficulties.  

The hours the children spend asleep, 

influence their ability to perform on 

cognitive tasks. Sleep also influence 

language development. More, there is a 

relationship between infant’s vocabulary 

and sleeping: Infants who sleep longer at 

night will develop better vocabulary. It is 

recommended that Newborns (0-3 months) 

14-17 hours of sleep and Infants (4-

11months) 12-15 hours. and adults 7-9 

hours. 

Wound healing has been shown to be 

affected by sleep as well as the immune 

system. 

The use of antidepressants, acetaminophen, 

Ibuprofen or alcoholic beverages is thought 

to abolish the ability to dream while 

melatonin has a tendency in encouraging 

them. 

A 2010 review suggested that exercise 

generally improve sleep and researchers have 
found sleep to play a vital role in the functioning 
of nearly every organ system in the human body. 
If you want your brain or body to function well, 
then try to stop using telephones to play video 
games or watch You-tube. We believe that 8 
hours should be an average time one should take 
to sleep everyday especially when a life 

expectancy of 78 is the norm. In 
compiling, we would have slept a little less 
than 9,600 days, the equivalent of 26 years. 
Is it a waste of time? One will reason that 
this is at least one third of your life on 
earth, indeed, a lifetime for sleeping. We 
believe that it is surely the same for any 
living animal on this planet. In fact, sleep is 
important in the functioning of any organ.  
 
How much sleep do we really need?  
Many experiments were conducted in 
2003, depriving people from sunlight in 
the Mammoth caves of Kentucky or in 
other studies at the Walter Reed Army 
Research Institute or at the University of 
Pennsylvania, to demonstrate the effect of 
sleep deprivation on the participants for 
two weeks. After 8 hours of sleep, a series 
of cognitive test were used as a baseline to 
study the speed of response on an 
interpretation of a written passage or to 
observe any intermittent dozing. 
The Pennsylvania team grouped their 
participants in 4 different groups allowing 
them to sleep eight, six, four and zero 
hours for a period of three days. They were 
able to prove that one sleepless night was 
the cognitive equivalent of being legally 
drunk. The same study was repeated at the 
University of California. 
By the tenth day, they were cognitively 
impaired. In all the experimental centers, 
the same results were duplicated. Even in 
the group where participants slept only 7 
hours, some were dosing off at a rate three 
times greater than the group sleeping 8 
hours. We should all get eight hours of 
sleep at night. A halt in the study was 
declared allowing the participants to do 
what they wanted. It was surprising to see 
that most of the participants slept 8 hours 
or more. 
Finally, after sleep deprivation, participants 
were given three nights to recover. Many 
slept more than eight hours while it took 
them longer than a week to recover. 
Walker, from the University of California 
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May I conclude with this poem of Luis Aragon:  
 

« J'ai peur éperdument du sommeil de tes yeux 
Je me ronge le coeur de ce coeur que j'écoute 

Amour arrête-toi dans ton rêve et ta route 
Rends-moi ta conscience et mon mal merveilleux. » 

Références : 

1- Popular Sciences Magazine, June 2018 
2- « Brain Basics Understanding Sleep », National Institute of Neurological Disorders and Stroke, US 

National Institutes of Health, Bethesda, MD, 2017 
3- Sleep-Wake cycle: its physiology and Impact on Health. National Sleep Foundation 2006 
4- Siegel Jerome M (2008) “Do all animals sleep?” Trends in Neurosciences 31 (4) 208-213. 
5- McCarley Robert W (2007) “Neurobiology of REM and NREM Sleep” Sleep Medicine 8 302-330  
6- Naska A, Oikonomou E, Psaltopoulou T. Trichonoulos D (2007) “Siesta in healthy adults and 

coronary mortality in the general population” Archives of Internal Medicine 167 (3) 296-301 
7- “A Genetic factor Regulates How long We Sleep”. Science Daily 2012 
8- “Depression and Sleep pathology and Treatment” Dialogues in Clinical Neuroscience 8 (2) pp 217-

226  
                                                                                                    
                                                      Maxime Coles MD 

compared Sleep Deprivation to a bank where 
you keep borrowing money until you must pay 
it back. The brain can’t give back what it has 
lost. Also, you do not know when you are sleep 
deprived. The less sleep you get each night, the 
less cognitively aware you become the next 
day, and any subsequent days after.  
Please encourage your kids, your friends to 

sleep eight hours and more, every night. 
Remember that if you are sleep deprived, it 
will take you longer than a weekend to get 
back to your baseline. Driving while you 
are sleep deprived is like driving when you 
are drunk.  

http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=tremble_J_39_ai
http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=eperdument
http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=sommeil
http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=yeux_Je
http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=yeux_Je
http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=ronge
http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=coeur
http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=coeur
http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=j_39_ecoute_Amour
http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=j_39_ecoute_Amour
http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=arrete_toi
http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=route_Rends_moi
http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=route_Rends_moi
http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=conscience
http://www.dico-poesie.com/poemes.php?mot=merveilleux_p_
http://amhe.org/newsletter/Article_Dr_Jean-Charles.pdf
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AMHE CONVENTION 2018 : 

MISSION ACCOMPLIE. 

Enfin la 45e convention annuelle de l’AMHE  a eu lieu. 
On était tous la, venus de partout, dans le cadre 
enchanteur du Royal Décameron de Barú, en Carthagène  
ou, toute une semaine durant, nous avons chanté  et dansé 
, blagué  et  fêté, laissant  quelques instants derrière nous , 
le quotidien infernal qui nous  guette tous les jours a la 
maison et au travail. 
Renouant  avec une tradition presque jubilaire,  les 
médecins Haïtiens,  encadrés de sympathisants, de 
membres de leur famille et d’amis, ont encore répondu, 
en grand nombre cette année, aux appels répétés  de notre 
chère association pour qu’ils joignent les rangs et 
professent leur foi dans l’avenir de l’AMHE.                                                                                                                                                                                              
La plus ancienne Association de professionnels Haïtiens à 
l’étranger a encore brillé dans son art de rassembler des 
gens aux horizons divers  pour leur fixer des idéaux 
communs. 
 Nul ne pouvait se sentir étranger  ou égaré à Barú, 
tellement l’esprit de solidarité et de convivialité avait 
régné entre nous.  
A tout Seigneur tout honneur, la belle équipe de 
Montréal, chapitre organisateur du congrès  de cette 
année, sous le leadership du Dr. Shiller Castor, aura fait 
un travail extraordinaire. On avait l’impression  qu’eux 
tous, unis dans le même esprit, ne semblaient jurer que 
par la réussite du congrès.                                                                                                                   
Bravo Montréal, L’esprit d’équipe a bien triomphé  sur le 
sectarisme et l’individualisme. On vous a vus tous a 
l‘œuvre, chacun apportant sa pierre a l’édification du 
complexe.                                                                                          
Les présentations scientifiques étaient toutes de haute 
portée académique. il semblait y avoir un plus grand effort 
de décantation de  l’ivraie par rapport aux bons grains, 

aussi bien qu’une meilleure coordination au niveau du 
comité scientifique. Le Dr. Eric Jérôme  doit être 
vivement remercié pour sa performance outre 
mesure.                                                                                                                                  
A part les présentations scientifiques, les soirées 
étaient aussi très bien animées. La soirée du Président 
et celle du gala traditionnel n’ont laissé aucune place à 
l’improvisation. La soirée des chapitres est aussi 
revenue cette année avec des blagues des chants et 
tout ce qui était dans l’ordre du possible pour égayer 
l’assistance et la plonger dans la détente recherchée.                                                                                                                                                       
Comme trait particulier de la convention de cette 
année, il y avait des infirmières en grand nombre 
venant de New York , de New jersey, de Maryland, 
du Canada  et de  partout. Elles manifestent de plus en 
plus d’intérêts pour l’association et cherchent par tous 
les moyens,  à s’y intégrer. Il faudra a l’avenir leur 
trouver des taches bien plus spécifiques pour que, au 
milieu de nous, elles finissent par se sentir chez soi.            
On était aussi  moins bagarreurs, moins vindicatifs et 
plus enclins à se focaliser sur les généralités plutôt que 
de s’enliser dans les remontrances et les griefs stériles 
et individualisés. On a grandi  en quelque sorte.                                                                                                                  
L’objectif , il est vrai , ce n’est pas de  comparer les 
années entre elles ; car chacune d’elles comportera 
des particularités qui lui seront  distinctives. Il est 
évident que les années subséquentes, se basant sur les 
leçons apprises et les expériences acquises, on devrait 
pouvoir faire encore mieux que les fois antérieures. 
Mais en propulsant au devant de la scène  l’état des 
lieux de la convention, en retraçant le parcours de 
l’événement, nous cherchons plutôt à comprendre 
comment inscrire désormais l’association dans une 
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dynamique d’élans  continus vers le progrès, et vers la 
pérennisation de ses acquis. Cette appréhension est 
d’autant plus légitime que  de moins en moins de jeunes 
participent a nos conventions annuelles  et a nos autres 
rendez-vous sociaux. Il faudra trouver le moyen de les 
attirer et de  leur faire comprendre qu’ils peuvent grandir 
et s’épanouir tout en gardant leurs attaches dans 
l’association. Car, tant s’intéressent les jeunes a un 
mouvement donné, tant en sont  assurées  la survie et la  
longévité.                                                                                                                                                                                                            
Cette convention était comme  un autre défi à relever. 
Nous nous sommes tous battus pour la rendre possible. Et 
nous devons tous nous réjouir d’avoir fait œuvre qui 
vaille.                                                                             

L’année prochaine, Cuba sera notre destination. La 
convention s’annonce déjà avec son cortège de 
problèmes à résoudre et d’obstacles à surmonter. 
Tout dépendra de la manière dont on s’y attelle. Et 
le résultat final déterminera si oui ou non les leçons 
apprises ont été mises en application. La bonne 
répartition des taches rend toujours la responsabilité 
collective. Et l’échec, comme le succès d’ailleurs, 
plutôt que d’être orphelin, pourra  alors se 
revendiquer  plus d’un progéniteur, 
A bon entendeur ,Salut !! 
 
Rony Jean-Mary,M.D. 
Coral Springs, Florida,  
Le 5 Aout 2018  

Lettre de Kenscoff doyen de la faculte de Kiskeya 

La semaine dernière, je suis allé à Carthagène, en Colombie, assister à la 
45ème réunion annuelle de l’Association médicale haïtienne de 
l’étranger (AMHE) à laquelle j’étais invité. Cette réunion s’est tenue au 
Royal Decameron de Baru, au bord de la mer, à environ 45 km de 
Carthagène. Ce complexe hôtelier est très luxueux et très réputé. J’y ai 
donc passé une semaine agréable dans un environnement végétal 
magnifique… 

Suite 

http://amhe.org/newsletter/LDK-18-15.pdf
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Reynald Altéma, MD 

A CHRISTMAS IN THE 

TROPICS 

Juliana’s presentation as the newest member of 

the Jack and Jill’s book club was cause for 

apprehension. This rite of passage mattered. Peer 

pressure always matters.  The epiphany within 

the story convinced her she could muster the 

mettle to face a demanding audience. Failure was 

not an option. 

 "The winter of my seventeenth year was 

memorable for its impact. My Jesuit priest uncle 

had recently joined a parish at a remote location 

in Haiti, my mom’s birthplace, and he had invited 

me to join him for the Christmas holiday. The 

idea of spending Christmas in a warm climate 

was odd for a girl from the northern hemisphere, 

accustomed to a white Christmas. My parents’ 

quick agreement made it even more suspicious 

because the proposition had the allure of a 

punishment but, for which crime, I didn't know. 

A teen, just starting out on the dating scene with 

no particular behavior issue. I had tried to inhale 

marijuana a few times and didn't exactly like it 

and yes, I had gotten drunk a few times but who 

else hasn't? Foregoing a snowy Christmas, my 

favorite winter activities like ice skating, skiing, 

and window shopping at the mall was just too 

much. Grudgingly I accepted to go since I 

admired my uncle so much. He always spoiled 

me.   

I arrived there on December 18. Disappointed 

at first by the unpaved roads, the remoteness of 

the hamlet, however, I was in for a surprise. A 

place lacking amenity was very rich in culture.  

 My journey into surprises began the first 

evening. Being the priest's niece and a guest 

held a very special meaning for the populace 

who considered hosting a devotion. Everyone 

greeted me with a bright smile and tried their 

best to make me feel welcomed. I ate a most 

delicious meal, a recipe I had never had. Not 

known for a hearty appetite, I found myself 

feasting on the servings. I rationalized my 

behavior by believing at first that my hunger 

must have been at its zenith but for the duration 

of my stay, my reaction was always the same to 

the dishes I was exposed to. Eating lost its 

utilitarian status to become an enticement.  

Besides my first succulent dinner, a church 

choir enlivened my first evening. Since the 

Christmas season was in full swing, it met 

every evening to rehearse carols. I went to the 

church to watch it and this blew me away. First 

of all, it seemed as if the entire hamlet was part 

of the choir. But just as tellingly, the voices 

were awesome. The leading soloist was none 

other than a girl around my age with a voice 

that my uncle would tell me later reminded him 

of a famous American diva called Marion 

Anderson! Great food and great singing. Not 

what I would have expected. Certainly not from 

an impoverished town. 

 I spent nine days and I must admit that 

each one was pleasurable. I couldn't t get over 

the choir’s appealing sound and the 

overwhelming participation by the locals. A 

New England native and one with a strong 

family background in music, it was a matter of 

interest to me. I even began to wonder if my 

trip took place by happenstance or if it was a 

calculated and well-thought-out Christmas gift. 

Knowing my uncle, I had the strongest 
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suspicion that the latter possibility was more 

likely. I sang also and forever I kept finding 

excuses not to join our own church choir. The 

sight of this young teen singing her heart out 

impressed me greatly. I went to sleep that 

evening, puzzled with lots of questions and few 

answers. My uncle only told me that the place 

would turn out to be a good experience without 

any safety issue and to freely mingle with the 

villagers. Because of the Christmas recess, 

students were on vacation. I wanted to meet this 

young teen, talk to her and find out what I could 

about local customs. I certainly spoke no French 

and I knew limited Creole, always eschewing the 

chance to converse in it all along since the 

passing of grandma. 

 My suspicion grew that there was plenty of 

subliminal message or a subtext to his behavior. I 

fully sensed he wanted to teach me something 

about life; something about the art of facing 

hardship and just as much to learn how others 

coped and have succeeded in survival. Aha! A 

spoiled brat from affluence, born with a silver 

spoon. So, I figured it would indeed be most 

interesting how I would communicate with the 

locals. I intended to achieve this my first morning 

there. 

 From the church rectory to the small-

frame, thatch-roof, one or two-room, brightly 

colored surrounding homes, reminding me of an 

artists' colony, was a short distance that I could 

cover in no time. Every house that I passed by 

without exception exhaled the aroma of freshly 

brewed coffee and everyone always offered me to 

drink a cup, first by saying, “Bonjour,” then “Sak 

pase?” “Good morning,” followed by “How are 

you?” 

 This was a coffee-growing region; its 

flavor was far superior to what my taste buds 

were accustomed to with one caveat: heavy on 

sugar. I passed by several homes before I found 

the one with the singing sensation. She was a 

youngster around my age, petite with a ready 

smile. She lived in a house with her mother, a 

woman in her fifties maybe, bow legged, with 

wide hips, shortly cropped salt and pepper hair, 

busy roasting freshly harvested coffee. The two 

of them looked like Siamese twins or as they 

would later teach me “like two drops of 

water.” The diva's name was Guerda; her 

mom's was Gerta. Guerda spoke English 

haltingly but well enough for conversation; 

it made matters easy. Just as importantly it 

occurred to me that I expected others to 

know English but unwilling to be fluent in 

their language. Typical American self-

centered and jingoistic attitude.  

 I greeted both of them using my 

newly found vocabulary. I made the 

comment that her mom was young and when 

she translated the compliment to her, she 

responded in a folksy and colloquial speech 

that left me stunned, “Sixty-seven coffee 

harvests have occurred since my birth. I am 

not so young but then again you couldn't 

know.” That was the beginning, “But you 

definitely look young indeed with your hair 

color resembling a corn kernel, your body 

the proud owner of fresh legs with the 

stamina of a young buck. The days of my 

youth, I could run from sun-up to sun-down 

and still be full of energy; those days are 

gone. I reckon you are the priest's niece. 

Welcome to our land and feel right at home. 

This is a good thing that you are visiting. 

Humans are not like eggplants that never 

change their skin texture even after cooking, 

we can learn and can change. I used to be an 

oak only to discover the wind as my enemy. 

Now I am a willow and I can bend. My head 

holds my life experiences.” Finally, “Do you 

care to eat something?” Before I could 

answer, Guerda had a plate with a nice fish 

in a sauce with avocado and plantain. I 

couldn't help but salivate at the site and the 

aroma. Mind you I had already sipped 

countless cups of coffee and my own 

breakfast at the rectory was substantial. She 

smiled at my hesitation, “You folks from the 

US are always concerned about your diet. A 

horse can eat all day and not be fat because 

it runs so much. Here we love eating and we 

work hard and walk or run all day long. We 

are not fat as you can see. So not to worry, 

sit and enjoy the meal.” Where I found the 

appetite to eat, was a mystery to me; but eat, 
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I did, as the flavor was just out of this world. 

Guerda's mom's lull would be short lived; she 

would not relent and it was obvious that my 

presence tickled her, and she wanted nothing 

more than to have a long chat. Guerda herself was 

just as amused to translate the best she could. I 

learned that her mom was illiterate but was able 

to get by just by following Mother Nature and her 

common sense. “I am able to tell the time based 

on the internal clock of animals and the sun. The 

rooster never fails to crow at four AM; at noon, 

my shadow is right underneath me. I can pretty 

much tell the time by its position when I walk 

around the yard.” Guerda also explained to me 

there has always been a tradition at the hamlet to 

sing. Her mom during her younger days was just 

as good as she now was, and she thought nothing 

much of it. “Singing for us is a way of life. We 

will have a very special performance at Christmas 

Eve for the midnight mass.” That turned out to be 

the understatement of the year! It was clear she 

was a smart girl. She explained to me she learned 

English of course in school but honed her skills 

by listening to the Voice of America on a small 

short-wave radio Santa had given her as a 

Christmas present many moons ago. Santa's name 

became so repetitive, it grew on me, “Tonton 

Noël.” Needless to say images of grandma kept 

popping in my head about the days when as a 

little girl she used to tell me stories in Creole that 

I had since buried.  Guerda was just as curious 

about life in America as I was about their local 

customs.  

 Certainly, this earthy way of talking using 

proverbs was something new to me but a 

widespread style locally. It became a cultural 

learning experience for me to observe the 

descriptive ways of common things or facts and 

along the way, I accumulated several original 

ones with a  range from the comical to the stern 

but always philosophical. For example, referring 

to a longstanding habit or tradition, one would 

say “Since the days of little cucumber fighting 

eggplant.” In the case of sharing blame, one 

would say that “Sharks are not the only flesh-

eating sea animals.” Or better yet, telling 

someone off who thinks he can tell you your 

trade, one would say “I carry you on my back and 

you tell me you step on tadpoles!” This 

cultural awakening kept me captivated and 

amazed. My ability of learning all of this 

couldn't have been accomplished without the 

help of Guerda who several times had 

difficulty with the translation and had to 

explain the concept, so I could get the gist of 

the saying. 

 Since we were of the same age and 

able to communicate with one another, we 

became buddies and pretty much inseparable. 

My uncle just smiled when I found my way at 

the choir during rehearsal, next to Guerda, 

humming and trying to learn the words so I 

could sing. I had become determined to learn 

the cultural, French equivalent of “Silent 

Night” called “Minuit Chrétien.” My goal was 

to perform a duet with Guerda in at least one 

stanza. My desire to join the choir opened the 

flood gate with my uncle. He indicated to me 

that indeed he thought that my visit to this 

remote place would help me in many ways. 

For one thing, its very remoteness was a 

blessing in disguise; it would force me to 

assimilate, blend in and learn some new facts 

of life. It was a gambit for I might not have 

liked it and might have remained dour during 

my stay, but he knew me well enough to 

conclude otherwise. He further explained that 

the isolation of the place allowed an 

experimental agro-forestry project to blossom. 

A church sponsored humanitarian 

development idea that had worked in other 

Latin American regions was transplanted here. 

It was grafted on a local custom to form a 

network to cultivate called “Kombit.” The 

immediate effect was an improvement in 

economic well-being because the quality of 

the coffee commanded a premium price and 

no middlemen meant more revenue for the 

peasants. Part of the profit generated helped 

underwrite the local school (which Guerda 

was attending). The whole process took place 

using organic means for fertilizer such as 

vermicomposting, a low-tech method of 

forming fertilizer using earthworms. My uncle 

had stints in Latin America and Africa and 

was very fluent in foreign languages and was 
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always encouraging me to learn at least one, to 

no avail till now. My epiphany was the 

discovery of the pleasure of learning about 

other people's culture and the universality of the 

human spirit despite artificial barriers. 

 By the third day of my journey, I had the 

single purpose of learning the whole song and 

at the very least be able to master one stanza 

and give a solid performance, going toe to toe 

so to speak with Guerda, in a friendly way, in 

the spirit of Christmas. It also dawned on me 

that the area was cool and not hot or humid as I 

had expected. This was due to its elevation, 

since it was on a highland. As Christmas Day 

was getting nearer, the nighttime activities 

increased almost overnight. Besides the choir 

rehearsal, youngsters (especially boys) were 

entertaining themselves partaking in activities 

entered around the use of light. For example 

special but short matches (Bengali matches, aka 

“allumettes bengales”) that give off a nice, 

glowing flare temporarily or  longer ones that 

can rise like a rocket but come down with a 

shower of stars, “pluie d'étoiles.” Some others 

were parading, each with a multicolored, 

candle-lit miniature house called “Fanale.” This 

was a beautiful sight indeed; the miniature 

house was built of wood and the wall was made 

of thin, transparent color paper. Neat. It seemed 

like there was a game of one-upmanship, for 

one “Fanale” was more beautiful than the 

other.  

 Christmas Eve brought the entire 

hamlet alive like never before. Besides the 

previously described activities, at around 

10PM, a single line formed, with every 

participant holding a candle and singing on the 

way to the church. Hence began the show that 

Guerda had alluded to. The performance was 

eclectic, yet simple, unpretentious yet 

sophisticated; the passion of the participants 

was palpable. The caroling as a stand-alone 

concert, lasted for a good hour, including 

many local songs  preceding the midnight 

mass; it continued right through the mass. The 

celebration reached its pinnacle at midnight 

and the song for which I had rehearsed was  

performed in a serene but solemn atmosphere, 

bringing tears of joy to many, including 

myself and my uncle, present at the 

celebration. I still feel the goose bumps 

thinking about it. I was able to do the duet 

with Guerda and that made me feel good. She 

was generous to share the spotlight with me 

for my voice was no way near as good as hers. 

The pleasure that we shared was real and 

crossed all borders. We are members of a 

universal club in the world: humanhood.” 

 
Reynald Altéma, MD 

 

 
A widow in black -- the crying fall 

Covers all hearts with a depressing cloud... 
While her man's words are clearly recalled, 

She will not stop her lamentations loud. 
It will be so, until the snow puff 

Will give a mercy to the pined and tired. 
Forgetfulness of suffering and love -- 

Though paid by life -- what more could be desired? 
 

Anna Akhmatova 

https://www.poemhunter.com/anna-akhmatova/poems/
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Breast Cancer has plagued mankind from the dawn of times. Attempts at treatment by hot 
cautery, by excision or by more radical procedures or simple observation are well documented. 
However, it was clear even then that not all cancers behave identically. Clinicians sought to identify 
features capable of predicting the outcome of the disease and guiding the physicians in their selection of 
therapeutic approaches. The first staging system was elaborated in Germany by Steinthal in 1904. It 
included: Stage I for small tumors limited to the breast, Stage II for tumors extending to the axillary 
nodes and Stage III for locally advanced tumors extending into the chest wall. In 1942, Pierre Denoix 
was the first to use the TNM system, based on the size of the tumors, the number and size of involved 
axillary lymph nodes and the presence or absence of distant metastasis. The first official clinical 
classification was released in Europe in 1958 by the UICC. The AJCC followed suit and after amending 
the UICC system, published its first staging system in 1977. These initial classifications were strictly 
based on the clinical features of the tumor at presentation and endeavored to match the stages with the 
patients’ survival. Since then, the AJCC/UICC has updated the staging system nearly every 5 years. 
The two main engines for these improvements were the creation of the National Cancer Database and 
the evolution of the statistical methods, that allowed to better define sub-categories within each stage. 
The universal adoption of these staging systems made it possible to conduct trials of single and/or 
combined modality therapies as well as adjuvant therapies that could be applied across the continents. 
It also allowed a better assessment of health care priorities, as well as the impact of different 
educational or screening interventions in given communities. 

 
Starting in the 1980s, it became evident that some intrinsic cellular and molecular 

characteristics could play a major role in tumor behavior. The assessment of Sex Hormones status was 
the first break through. Their identification was greatly facilitated by the hybridization techniques, 
leading to immuno-histo-chemistry, FISH and CISH. At the same time, the Human Genome Project 
allowed to identify a whole array of genes, like HER2neu, whose expression or inh ibition controls the 
tumor biology. The automatization of the process of sequential gene analysis led to a quicker analysis 
and reporting of the genetic profile of the tumors. These developments drew attention to the potentials 
for commercial exploitation of these advances. Among others, Genomics created Oncotype Dx® and 
Agendia, Mammaprint®, using respectively panels of 21 and 75 genes that have been found to predict 
outcomes in breast cancer more accurately than the traditional TNM system. The use of thes e gene 
panels has been integrated in the Eight edition of the AJCC Staging Manual which will establish the 
standards for the use of adjuvant hormonal, chemo and/or radiotherapy and the choice of agents, 
ushering in the era of so-called target therapy, where the therapeutic regimen will be specifically 
tailored to the individual patient or tumor. Unfortunately, it leaves out all the less developed countries 
where these diagnostic modalities are not yet available. 

Genetic Profiling of Breast Neoplasms and Its Impact on 
Staging and Treatment. 
Louis J. Auguste, MD, MPH, FACS 

This presentation will show how: 
- Different cellular proteins can help predict the outcome of Breast Cancer 
- Genetic Profiling is a better prognosticator of outcome for Breast Cancer than the Traditional 
TNM Staging  
- The new integrated Staging system of breast cancer is about to bring many changes in the 
treatment of breast cancer. 
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AMHE 2018 Convention 
 at Baru Columbia 

Fotos Courtoisie de Marc Gaston and 
Lesly Acasia from the NJ Chapter 

Baru AMHE Convention 2018 
(Courtoisie de Maxime Coles) 

 

https://www.facebook.com/pg/AMHE-1406066426317516/photos/?tab=album&album_id=2163114573946027
https://www.facebook.com/pg/AMHE-1406066426317516/photos/?tab=album&album_id=2163114573946027
https://www.facebook.com/pg/AMHE-1406066426317516/photos/?tab=album&album_id=2163114573946027
https://www.facebook.com/pg/AMHE-1406066426317516/photos/?tab=album&album_id=2163114573946027
https://www.facebook.com/pg/AMHE-1406066426317516/photos/?tab=album&album_id=2157130057877812
https://www.facebook.com/pg/AMHE-1406066426317516/photos/?tab=album&album_id=2157130057877812
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Corner of Traveller: 
La Rubrique de Odler Jeanlouie MD 

PETERHOF, THE VERSAILLES OF 
SAINT-PETERSBURG 

“A glorious symbol of the new sea lords that once ruled over 
Russia” (Unknown) 
 
If you have any opinion on what may have been the greatest 
imperial or royal palace in the world, please hold it until you 
see Peterhof, located 29 kilometers from downtown Saint 
Petersburg, built on 31 hectares of land, the size of 500 
football fields. 
 
Peterhof (Peter’s Courtyard) was built over 40 years (1712 – 1752), with no spared expenses, with the free labor of 
5,000 Russian slaves (i.e, serfs). The main architect was a French stalwart: Jean Baptiste Leblond, assisted by Nicola 
Michetti, Mikhail Zemtsov, and Ivan Blank. The original design was from Peter the Great himself. The architecture is 
an alloy of Eastern and Western baroques. 
 
The complex was destroyed during the Siege of Saint Petersburg (1941 – 1944). Before the German invasion, the 
residents hid many of the original pieces underground; the Germans never found them. The palace reconstruction 
resumed in 1946, with the benefits of much more modern technology than other such constructions, such as 
Versailles, had access to. The result is an opulent, majestic, breathtaking complex of gardens, fountains, statues and 
palaces that yields to none, and makes you enthusiastic to claim, “I was there!”. 
 
Erected right on the Gulf of Finland, Peterhof can afford the most important of its highlights: 178 fountains, that run 
on a unique system that requires NO pump, while delivering 1,000 liters of water per second (incredible!). It also 
features 7 palaces, 23 museums, countless statues, and probably one million trees. The statue of Samson, at the 
Samson’s Fountain, is touted as the symbol of Russia. It cannot fit into any description; you have to see it for 
yourself. 
 
Peterhof hosts 4.2 million visitors, in parity with the Statue of Liberty. During this visit, the Travel O Ganza group 
did not have a chance to visit the Grand Palace, they only entered the minuscule Monplaisir Palace. 
 
Overall, it seems that the Residence of the Czars has overall upscaled the Chateau of Versailles. 
 
………………….. 
 
Right after the splendor of Peterhof, we enjoyed the beauty and class of one the best restaurants in the Legendary 
Russian Federation, Blok, at Potomkinskaya Ulitsa, 4, Sankt-Peterburg, Russia, 191123. We had lunch there. 
 
From the building to the décor, from the receptions to the servers, from the starters to the deserts, Blok was the best 
we had. Ksenia, the manager, is an impressive young lady who speaks perfect English. I had the opportunity to speak 
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to her several times, before meeting her. She will tailor your meal or your event the your most sophisticated need. 
Call her: +7 812 415-40-40 
 
After lunch we went shopping at Galeria, an American outfit in Saint Petersburg. It offers 300 shops (from Mango to 
Helley Hansen), 28 restaurants and cafes and 10 cinema screens (including IMAX). Prices are affordable and 
comparable to what we have in the U.S. 
 
On a huge screen in the lobby, 200 fans watched the game between Mexico and Sweden (0-3). In a simultaneous 
matchup, South Korea defeated Germany (2-0). Mexico and Sweden accessed the knockout phase of the 
competition. 
 
Later tonight, Brazil triumphed 2-0 against Serbia, while Costa-Rica and Switzerland draw (2-2). Brazil and 
Switzerland also advance to the round of 16. The brave Costa Ricans are going home. Que pena! 
 
From the Courtyard Marriott, this is the Traveller reporting from Saint Petersburg, capital of former Imperial 
Russia… 
 
(Odler Robert Jeanlouie, Wednesday June 27, 2018) 

FRANCE IS THE NEW WORLD CHAMPION 

“Great champions have an enormous sense of pride.” Nancy Lopez. 
 
The largest religion on our planet is Association Football. Every four years, the zealots who belong to it pack up a 
huge cathedral of 80,000+ people to attend the coronation of their new inspirational leaders. They will reign from 
one end to the other end of Planet Earth. Screens of televisions, tablets, cell phones, laptops and desktops also serve 
as observatory for the event. Last Sunday, July 15, half of the world population, an estimated 3.7 billion Earthlings, 
were in attendance and in communion. 
 
Two congregations were disputing the leadership joust. A small one, the Checkered Inferno (4.1 million disciples) 
was in red. The large one, Les Bleus (66.9 million devotees) was in blue. They were David and Goliath, otherwise 
known as Croatia and France. 
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Croatia is, beside Uruguay, the smallest nation to have ever reached a World Cup final. France won its first World 
Cup twenty years ago. Both sides were exemplary during the first phases of the tournament.  
They did not yield a single game. They demonstrated a fierce ability to defend, without scoring an abundance of 
goals. 
 
When the match started at the Luzhniki Stadium in Moscow, in front of the Prime Minister Dimitry Medvedev, 

President Emmanuel Macron, and President Kolinda Grabar-Kitarović, everyone knew that the results will decided 
in the midfield. It would come down to Kante versus Modric. 
 
Croatia dominated the game, with 61% possession, and 14 shots on target. France showed resilience, efficiency, and 
luck (a lot of it); they only had 7 shots in goals and score 4 goals. The Croats self-flogged with an auto-goal, then they 
conceded a penalty that was too severe for a World Cup final. Les Bleus triumphed by 4-2. 
 
All over the world, as shown on TV5 Monde, that was a day of pride and reconciliation for all French. Once again, a 
diversity selection, les Bleu-Blanc-Beur-Black, 20 years later, brought the highest honor to Hexagon, and Didier 
Deschamps became the third coach to win the World Cup after having won it as a player. The others are Zagalo and 
Beckenbauer. 
 
Vladimir Putin was unfashionably late. He brought a torrential rain with him. Mbappe won the Best Young Player 
award. Modric took home the Golden Ball. Kane had the Golden Boot (6 goals). Courtois was Best Goalkeeper. 
 
Later, Lloris raised the World Cup. The French world exploded. One million exalted invaded the Champs Elysees, 
200,000 hit the asphalt in London, 100,000 gathered around the Eiffel Tower, 60,000 took to the streets of 
Manhattan Upper East side. For one night, the Free World turned French, and on the lips of every fan was this verse 
of La Marseillaise, “Le jour de la Victoire est arrive…” (The day of Victory has arrived’). 
 
The glory of Sunday’s sunset around the world was in blue, white and red. 
 
France deserves to win the World Cup. From 1960 to 1974, they did not qualify for of any major final tournament 
(World Cup and European Cup). Then they created a national French academy of football (Centre National Fernand 
Sastre), today located in Clairefontaine. 
 
Since then they have been spewing talents like nobody’s business, except Brazil. They won the World Cup in 1998. 
Since then they have been in top bracket. Do you know there were 82 Frenchmen on the field, in different teams, 
during this World Cup? 
 
Crotia has also been producing great footballers. It is because every boy in that country is a footballer. On Monday, 
the heroes were welcome like war winners, in Zagreb: 10% of the entire population of the country were in the street 
to welcome them. On a U.S scale, that would be 32 million people! 
 
Last Saturday, Belgium, finished third in the competition beating England by 2-0…. This Belgium squad yields it in 
nothing to the French and the Croats. The three formed a triumvirate of greatness that stamped our heart. 
 
Within a few months, next year in the Spring of 2019, the games of next World Cup will start between 211 nations 
Thirty-two (32) countries will play the final phase in Qatar, starting on November 21, 2022. Then, the dream of 
glory, once again, will overwhelm every zealot. The cathedrals will be open, the gods will be running on the green 
carpet, the alleluias will burst forth toward the blue firmament. 
 
(Odler Robert Jeanlouie, Tuesday, July 17, 2018). 
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Devinez qui est la plus jeune participante dans notre equipe?: "Sylvie Prepetit", qui rend tout fier son 
oncle, notre ami, Frantz Chery MD. Elle a 17 ans tout comme Pele quand il a fait ses debuts en Suede 
avec l'equipe du Bresil. Bonne chance et Bonne besogne a cette selection qui porte nos couleurs. Que 
Haiti retourne au pays, en vainqueur. MC 
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Upcoming Events 

Published on the AMHE Facebook page last week 
Articles parus sur la page Facebook de l'AMHE durant la dernière semaine 

Nearly 75% of all women have had at least one yeast infection -- and men can get them too. What 
you should know: - Just a little walking can do wonders for your body. - The only Haitian-Italian 
restaurant. - AMHE Convention at Baru, Columbia. July 2018- At the AMHE New Jersey June 

2018 Gala - I would invite you to read the article on Suicide, published in the AMHE Newsletter a 
month ago. Maxime Coles 

And more… 

https://www.facebook.com/AMHE-1406066426317516/

