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A gaunt man slowly trudges towards the open courtyard, weaving a crooked path with a wheelbarrow

before him. Trucks loaded with patients blare their horns as they push past the laboring man, and he is almost

lost among the sea of incoming villagers. What intrigues me most, however, is not the man himself but his

cargo: a feeble man was huddled in the wheelbarrow. Slowly, almost painfully, they approach.

My memory takes me back three summers, when I first volunteered the Kids Alive International free

clinic in China. On the first day of my foreign venture, I was completely unprepared for the culture shock

presented by the rural province of Yunnan. The shoddy registration area was overflowing with clamoring

locals. I could see the desperate medical need, yet my lack of experience translated any good intentions into

staying out of the way; I was unsure of where or how to help.

One patient stumbled towards me, tightly grasping his child's hand. The two had progressed halfway

across the courtyard before I realized the man was blind; I would later learn that a pterygium completely

obscured his vision. Involuntarily caught in his predicament, I escorted father and son to the ophthalmologist.

A quick surgery later, the man emerged from the makeshift operation room able to see, his awestruck wonder

tempered by strange confusion. It soon transpired that the father had not registered for a medical consultation

for himself but instead was accompanying his young son for a physical examination. As I led the pair to the

pediatrician, I realized that I had been previously blinded by my own superficiality. My vision had been far

more clouded than that of the father, who had understood the prospect of selfless love with perfect clarity.

As I resumed my walk through the throng of patients, I began to see a new purpose. I marveled at the

close-knit rural community in which people genuinely cared for one another, placing loved ones before

themselves. Ironically, the "development" of urban society had driven our interpersonal bonds apart. As a few

self-sacrificing medical personnel bettered thousands of lives through philanthropic gestures of kindness, I

realized the true meaning behind volunteer work. I pictured the doctor's smile and the father's grateful

expression; his blindness cured, he could finally support his family again. I witnessed firsthand the impact a

few people made on this rural community. With my newfound viewpoint, opportunities to serve seemed to

spring out from every direction. My perspective, previously limited to the shallow impatience of human

inadequacies, now focused on hope and power through altruism.

As my contemplations fade into memory, my eyes refocus on the two men with the wheelbarrow

before me. I find myself in Yunnan once again, this time serving with a more developed empathy and maturity.

Smiling inwardly, I approach the pair and reach out my hand in friendly greeting, knowing I would touch and

be forever touched by their story.

Joseph



2 74 10 7

0 2 - 2 5 3 7 2 5 2 8

0 2 - 2 5 5 1 5 3 6 6

E - m a i l : t c m a 9 7 1 0 @ g m a i l . c o m

5376

2009 4 1 5

e-mail: follow2008@gmail.com

www.tcma./org.tw

Theme: New Era for Cross-Cultural Medical Mission

- To Overseas/ Foreign Country

- To Domestic Diaspora or Aboriginal

- Cross-Country Cooperative Network

Venue: National Center for Traditional Art, Yi-Lan, TAIWAN

http://www.ncfta.gov.tw/ncfta_ce/main/index.aspx

FORTE Dong-Shan Villa, Yi-Lan

http://yl.forte-hotel.net/

Event: August 4-6, 2009 Student Field Work

August 6-9, 2009 Main Conference

The 38 Asian Christian
th

Medical Workers & Students Exchange Program


