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Foreword




This book will
be different from the usual book written by medical doctors. It is
not focused on illness and treatment, but on the business side of
medicine. When we think of the practice of medicine, we often think
first of patient care, as we should because patients come first.
Our Hippocratic Oath binds medical doctors to give patients the
best care and the best treatment possible. I am proud of how I care
for my patients, but in order for me to give them excellent care, I
also need to ensure that the business side of my practice is
healthy. Just like any other career or vocation, good financials
and good administration are necessary.

This book also
reveals the human side of becoming a doctor, and developing a
clinic. My story is told from the perspective of someone who came
to America from the Philippines as a medical intern. I tell it
because I want to share my experience in the hope that it will
guide new graduates of medicine especially those who come from
other countries and do their medical residency in the U.S. They
come with a J-1 visa and if they choose to stay in this country,
they have to seek a waiver to apply for an H-1 visa that will allow
them to work in underserved areas of the U.S. I narrate my
experience with this process later in the book.

I chose to set
up my own practice. I hope that my story will help guide those who
want to do the same or those who are not sure whether to be
employed or to be independent. The options exist, and options lead
to freedom and, hopefully, satisfaction.

Medicine was
not my first choice of a career. It was political science with the
plan to proceed to law school. I decided to become a doctor of
medicine instead in my senior year in high school. The main reason
for the shift was I wanted to work outside the Philippines, and it
would be easier to practice medicine than law abroad as the human
body and diseases are similar all over the world.

Medical
training is a long process. Just in case I could not finish it due
to financial reasons, and because I always have a Plan B, I decided
to take medical technology as my pre-medical degree. A bachelor’s
degree in biology was an option, and I was even accepted by the
prestigious Ateneo de Manila University to study that course but I
declined it. Between a degree in biology and one in medical
technology, the latter would give me a better chance, at the time,
of finding work in the Philippines or abroad.

I took my
bachelor’s degree in medical technology at Velez College in Cebu
City and graduated cum laude. I placed fourteenth
overall in the Philippine board exam in 1987. Due to this excellent
academic achievement, I was awarded a two-year scholarship, which
meant a fifty percent reduction in tuition for two years, by the
Cebu Institute of Medicine, the affiliate of Velez College, where I
studied and earned my medical degree.

I did not
consider myself exceptionally brilliant. I saw myself as average,
but I studied hard. Or maybe I had a well-functioning cerebral
cortex and was able to remember and process my lessons well
especially after a good night’s sleep, which I always made a point
of having.

The Cebu
Institute of Medicine (CIM) is known as one of the best medical
schools in the Philippines. This reputation has credence as shown
by its graduates. All the fellow alumni from my class have been
successful, regardless of where they ended up practicing. Some
stayed in the Philippines, others set up their clinics in the U.S.,
and some in Australia.

My own
experience lends credence to this claim, too. The application for a
spot in the medical residency program in the U.S. is very
competitive. The applicants come from all over the world and have
to pass the English Proficiency exam and the USMLE, the United
States Medical Licensing Examination. The competition does not end
with merely passing the tests. We have to compete again for a spot
with all other equally good if not better applicants from different
parts of the world.

When we pass
these tests and get accepted, we have to quickly adjust to how
medicine is practiced in America. Add to this the quick adjustments
we have to do to fit in with the culture. When we are done with the
residency, another exam, the last hurdle to become a full-fledged
doctor is the American medical licensure exam. In my case, I took
the American Board of Internal Medicine exam as my field of
specialty. Matira ang matibay is an aphorism in the
Philippines: “Only those who can endure will remain standing.”

By the third
year of my medical residency in the U.S., I was offered the
assistant chief resident position, which was an acknowledgement of
my excellent performance. My main work was to assist the chief
resident in managing administrative work such as staffing and
scheduling.

Hollywood once
parodied medical doctors coming from the Philippines in one of
their episodes in Desperate Housewives, a popular TV series
from 2004 to 2012. If only they knew the tests we had to pass to
qualify to work in America, they would not be glib about it and
would find that their parody had no basis in fact.

I am narrating
the backstory of my life here to provide context to why in this
memoir I take the view that education, hard work, personal
accountability and honesty are important and vital to starting a
medical practice and to having a fulfilling career.

I am narrating
this story from my experience of growing up poor in a poor country
with limited options for advancement. My story is entirely
different from those who grew up comfortably with access to many
options laid in front of them. My growing-up years taught me that
education, hard work, and personal accountability are
non-negotiable if you wish to advance in the world.

I hope that my
story will inspire and encourage medical students who are tired,
who have not slept well, and may feel burdened by the many
challenges that come with pursuing medicine. Take heart: the best
things in life do not come easy but they’re worth every tear and
drop of sweat.

It is also my
wish that my story will encourage parents to instill in their
children good study and reading habits as these are keys to success
in school.

Whichever path
is chosen, may there be fulfillment. I’ve found the practice of
medicine to be fulfilling. The best part of my day is when a
patient tells me that she is able to attend her daughter’s or
granddaughter’s wedding because I have saved her life.
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I call this
our family photo. My husband Dr. Ody Claravall, me, and our cat
Oozy that we jokingly referred to as the third doctor in the
family. We called him Oozy Claravall, md.

 



Introduction

 


I was not
meant to be born but I was meant to live. It is the paradox of my
life.

I am the ninth
child in a family of ten children. Before we adopted our youngest
brother, who became the tenth sibling and replaced my position in
the family, I was the youngest. I was not supposed to be born as my
mother was already hitting menopause when she became pregnant with
me. They did not plan me. I was unexpected. I was not meant to be
born. Yet my mother and father went ahead with the pregnancy, gave
birth to me and lovingly took care of me.

However, when
I look back on my life, I would say that even though I was not
meant to be born, I was meant to live.

I grew up with
many accidents in my younger days even before I was ten years old.
I fell off a moving jeepney when I was a toddler. My father was
driving the jeepney and my brothers rode with him. I don’t remember
the events exactly but they placed me at the back together with one
or two of my brothers. The road was stony and rough and the ride
was bumpy. No one paid attention to the toddler. There was no child
seat as the concept of child seats was a very foreign one to us
Filipinos at the time, and we would not have been able to afford
one anyway.

A toddler at























tmp_3c7da51b74d2ca640fb3016f347fba2c_oaYP2A_html_maf44b62.jpg





tmp_3c7da51b74d2ca640fb3016f347fba2c_oaYP2A_html_755fdf89.jpg
AGIO e

PUBLISHING HOUSE





tmp_3c7da51b74d2ca640fb3016f347fba2c_oaYP2A_html_2bb26bcc.jpg
o
Medicine

N\
o
NJ

/9»0‘5&_ _/\_V.mQ_.OS@ L

n
977 ‘saojniag ¢

Lo

Community 4,
e
o

(]

)
o,.oa@





cover.jpg
IT’S ONLY
‘A BUMP,’

Overcoming challenges

in a small-town
” medical practlce/
A

JONA GORRA MD, FACP, €

v

/i
’i
i






