
“Just Like You”  
 
I couldn’t wait to grow up 
and get a real adult job. 
Dreams of being an archaeologist, 
discovering hidden temples and dinosaur bones. 
Or maybe an astronaut 
fearlessly exploring deep space, 
surrounded by aliens and comets. 
You said maybe I could be a doctor. 
 
Just like you. 
 
You always loved talking about running, 
so in high school I chose basketball. 
Despite working way too much, 
you still somehow found the time 
to cheer at all my games. 
Even though I was usually on the bench.  
Afterwards we would always get burgers. 
Strictly meat and cheese, no nonsense. 
 
Just like you. 
 
When I left for college, 
I decided to study writing 
to become the next Allen Ginsberg. 
Making a howl of my own. 
It wasn’t biology or chemistry, 
and you were still so proud. 
I was following my dreams  
with everything I had. 
 
Just like you. 
 
It killed me when you stepped out.  
You knew how much I still needed you. 
To shield me from the rainfall, 
I still feel like I’m drowning. 
I know it wasn’t your fault, 
but I’ll still need time to forgive you. 
It seemed like you did everything right. 
I’m scared that I might do the same one day. 
 
Just like you. 
 

 

 

 

 



I decided to apply to medical school, 
and duped your alma mater into accepting me. 
You would’ve had that smug look on your face, 
endlessly hounding me about my grades. 
Especially neuroanatomy, your favorite class, 
where we learned about different types of strokes. 
There was even a patient who talked 
about surviving and living with the after effects. 
 
Not like you. 
 
When I talk to patients 
I can still hear your voice in mine. 
I always tell your favorite joke during male ultrasounds 
that the baby looks just fine. 
And when I look in the mirror I see 
my ears stick out a bit too much, 
glasses that always seem to slip off, 
dark bags under my hazel eyes. 
 
Just like you. 
 
Graduation is here, people excitedly murmuring. 
Now I can proudly wear your white coat. 
The stethoscope carved with your initials 
nestled warmly around my neck. 
I know I never said this out loud, but 
you made me who I am today. 
Always standing on your invisible shoulders. 
If you could just see me now. 
 
It’s funny, I really am just like you.  
 


