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novel coronavirus.

li Khan is now the dean of the Co!-
lege of Public Health at the Uni-
cbraska Medical Center, in

versity
ah ms an unlikely Omahan:
&I\m‘ in Brooklyn, by Palcskt;lm
wéngg, he went to Brooklyn
College, @ by sUNY Downstate
(in BrookBm=®Sf medical school. “And
then I did this crazy thing of leaving
Brooklyn™—crazy to his family, “because

I have uncles and aunts who have never
yet left Brooklyn to go to the city.” His
father, Gulab Deen Khan, was a self-
made man of the epic sort: as a teen-age
peasant farmer, he trekked from Kash-
mir to Bombay, lied about his age, and
got work on a ship, greasing engines. His
friends called him Dini, as a diminutive,
because he was small. After moving to
the U.S., Dini Khan stoked coal in boil-
ers to heat apartment buildings in Brook-
Iyn until he had saved enough to buy an
apartment building himself. He made
money—what seemed a fortune. Before
he lost it, in another s tion, Dini
Khan decided that his young son, Ali,
should learn about his family’s culture,
religion, and language. He sent Ali back
to Pakistan for middle and high school.
By parental miscalculation, he chose a
classic British boarding school in Lahore,
a better place to learn cricket than Urdu
or Islam. Ali Khan, now fifty-six years
old, told me this story, punctuated with
laughs, when I reached him recently by
Skype. His dark hair and beard had grayed
a bit, but he stifl looked fit and sounded
jovial. He spoke of Omaha like a pitch-
man for the Chamber of Commerce:
great city, safe, unpsetentious ethos, full
of billionaires, such as Warren Buffett,
who live in their old family homes, drive
their little Buicks, and write million-
dollar checks to the community.

“ Jove being a dean,” he said. “It’s so
much fun.” He went to Omaha in 2014,
leaving the directorship of the C.D.C s
Office of Public Health Preparedness

and Response, which included oversee-

money.” He had travelled the world on
outbreak responses, from Wyoming to
Bangladesh. During a mission to south-
ern Chile, investigating a hantavirus out-
break, he visited remote villages, some-
times on horseback, trapping rodents to
determine which species carried the virus
“We learned quickly that there were a lo

of rodents,” he said. After he worked on
Rift Valley fever in Saudi Arabia, in 2001,
the Saudi Minister of Health gave him
a Lucite replica of a beheading sword as
a token of gratitude. At one dicey mo-
ment in central Zaire, during an outbreak
of mo he and his team got word

that two sets of combatants in the rag-
ing civil war—Laurent Kabild's guerril-
las and the opposing forces of President
Mobutu—were coming. “They’ll likely
take your vehicles and gear,” an Ameri-
can Embassy contact advised by satellite
telephone. “But they probably won't kill
you.” Khan's group packed fast and va-
moosed on a small airplane, which rose
straight into a thrashing thunderstorm.
“The guy on my left was praying,” Khan
recounted in a book, “The Next Pan-
demic,” full of colorful field adventures
and serious warnings, published in 2016,
“T looked over and saw that the French
physician sitting next to me was writing
a farewell note to his family. Which got
me thinking.” His thought: This is a risky
profession, and the work has to be worth
a persons life. For more than two decades
at the C.D.C,, it evidently was. In 1995,
he did that hitch in Kikwit, Zaire, for
Ebola. The following year, he went to the
Sultanate of Oman to help with Crimean-
Congo hemorrhagic fever. Uganda, in
2001, for Ebola again. sARs, in Singapore,
in 2003. Chad was still struggling to elim-
inate polio in 2008,and Khan went there.
But, toward the end of his tenure
with the C.D.C., as a high-level bu-
reaucrat, he was responsible for orches-
trating, not investigating; science was
small slice of the job. “Now it’s almost
all science,” he said. Virology, epidemi-
ology, ecology, and other aspects of dis-
case science provide the substance of
l'u.s mission, “educating the next gener-
ation of public-health Ppractitioners.”
. Theeclectic décor of his current office



WRITING WITH SOMEONE ELSE'S WORDS
Gather Your Materials
To try these techniques, you'll need: several copies of a mostly-text page from from an old magazine or newspaper (even junk mail can work!); markers that make a nice, thick line; scissors, glue, and blank paper; and notebook paper and a pencil or pen.

Experiment with Found Writing
In found writing, you use words someone else has already written to jumpstart your own composition. It's an easy and fun way to start writing without feeling too pressured or stressed. And you get to let your crafty side out, too!




 SHAPE  \* MERGEFORMAT 







Here's what a CROSS-OUT POEM might look like, using a page from The New Yorker magazine -- lots of words in that issue...
After you're done creatiing the poem, you can type or write out what you "wrote" so you can read it more easily. It's always okay to change the words a little bit if you want. Make sure to give it a title, like we did with our example below!
This is about...
Unlikely Brooklyn,
followed by this crazy thing.
He got work, moved, until he made what seemed a fortune.
He lost it.
While I grayed a bit, and wrote
I managed, travelled the world, visited by satellite telephone, ran
straight into a thrashing thunderstorm. He was responsible.
Mementos and gifts from his travels.
"I'm evidence-based and evidence-driven." Was it a lack of money?
"This is about a lack of imagination."

 SHAPE  \* MERGEFORMAT 




He was born to follow, that little elephant. Even though his mother was queen of the herd, and his daddy no slouch either, Budgie was a shy, introverted little guy, and he never seemed like he quite fit in with the rest of his royal family. Not that it mattered, really, because whether he liked it or not -- and he usually didn't like it -- he was a prince, which meant that like it or not -- and he usually didn't like it -- he was often the center of attention. For a long time, Budgie accepted this. Until the day the meerkats moved in next door, and Budgie decided he had had enough...

WRITING WITH SOMEONE ELSE'S WORDS
What next?
You can finish your poem, monologue, or story. Type or write it up!
You can illustrate your work!
You can change your poem into a story or your story into a monologue!
You can perform your work for your family and/or an online video!







Idea #1: Try a Cross-Out Poem


Take a copy of the page you're going to use. Using your marker, cross out the most of the words but one (or two) every few lines. As you move down the paper, continue to cross out most words, leaving only a few.


They form your poem!











Idea #2: Make a Collage Monologue


Using one of your copies, cut the page of text into words and phrases. Using a blank piece of paper and glue, reorganize the words into a monologue.














Idea #3: Write a Story From numbers


Choose three numbers between one and fifty (for example, 2, 17, 39). Then, carefully find the second, seventeenth and thirty- ninth word on your page, and use them to begin or inspire a story.











Here's a COLLAGE MONOLOGUE, made from the same page of the magazine.


If you find that you're ready to write faster than you can glue words together, it's okay to start writing or typing to continue your monologue!


Read the monologue beginning below...
































Warnings were urgent worldwide, but then became notorious, like a three-hour bus ride to Omaha in 2014. I love being a miscalculation but we learned quickly. This got serious. I asked for goals, a language. But two mysteries loomed. First, we had to find out why there were warnings, and second, we had to find out why they were urgent. I added a third, to find out why the warnings weren't taken seriously, why they were treated like a bus ride to Omaha.


But I didn't tell anyone else about my third mystery. I just made it my goal. As for language, I did more listening than talking. That's my way, and it works for me... that's why eveyrone calls me Mr. Quiet. Soon, they'll be calling me Mr. Rich.








Finally, we used the same page to write a STORY FROM NUMBERS. We chose 22, 27,


and 41: He/Born/Followed.


Remember, it's okay to change the words a little bit to begin your story! Here's the story we began...











Common core standard #1


ICC.1.4.9–10.O


Use narrative techniques such as dialogue, description, reflection, multiple plotlines, and pacing to develop experiences, events, and/or characters; use precise


words and phrases, telling details, and sensory language to convey a vivid picture of the experiences, events, settings, and/or characters.











Common Core standard #2


CC.1.4.9–10.P


Create a smooth progression of experiences or events using a variety of techniques to sequence events so that they build on one another to create a coherent whole; provide a conclusion that follows from and reflects on what


is experienced, observed, or resolved over the course of the narrative.








