Sunday, Jan 29, 2012
Left at 5AM – long day of traveling but all is well. Wonderful getting to know Mani
and Lisa. Mani got me going on meditation – I can really see how it have great value.
Funny site at the airport with Mani bartering with the guy in customs about why she
should be allowed to take her chili peppers up to Peten! I was pretty hilarious!
Ismael and Orfe looked pretty stressed. Orfe carries beautiful little Anita. When I
think of just a couple of years ago when they were so enthusiastic about working for
us. I know they still are but they have that look of the frantic lifestyle that I too often
experience.
Ismael had lots of stories of all the obstacles he’s faced – govt officials promising the
world and then renaguing. All the women who were so excited about working with
us all pretty much backed out. We don’t even know if there will be many women
there tomorrow. No promoters as planned – no cytotechs to be taught – and after
we brought that double headed microscope!
Well, I’m a little weary. I took my shower and unpacked the bags – all is well – we
know we won’t be saving the world! Sometimes I feel like I’m “playing doctor” here.
We’ll see how we feel tomorrow night.
Monday night, feb 6
Awesome week. Great people.
La Libertad today – 38 patients – loud and crazy but felt accepted. Maybe we’re
making progress. Back and forth with Randy “ordering” things for him to bring!
Never enough time. Trying to keep up with blog!
God is good!
Feb 9, 2012
But in the midst of all the chaos are the individual stories. Each story recounts the
lives that so many women here face – abuse, neglect, injustice.
Even in the crowded room this morning, my eye went to a tired looking pale woman
sitting in a corner. We have become so accustomed to what we are seeing that I
immediately knew she was one of the victims of all of the above. She came into my
little room first and brought a friend. I glanced at the history that Orfe had so
carefully taken – 8 children, husband died last year year….Then, she recounted the
story that I wouldn’t believe if only I had not heard it myself. Soon after her
husband died she began noticing bloody discharge. She came for help but the
nurses told her that you can’t have an exam if you have discharge. Finally, when the
smell became so bad that no one wanted to be near her, she went to the main
hospital in the Peten. There, the doctors examined her just 2 months ago and told
her she had a fibroid. They told her it would be best if she only at tortillas and beans
and this might help. Finally, 2 months later she returned and they told her that her
biopsy showed cancer. At this point, she broke into tears and told me that she had

nowhere to turn, no money for travel, no options. But yesterday, she heard of our
group and she gave such thanks to God because she knew that we would be His
hands, that we could cure her. She looked me straight in the eyes and held my hands
begging me to care for her. The tears streamed down my face as I heard more about
her 40 pound weight loss and lack of appetite. I looked at her pale hands and knew
without examining her that it would be too late. So how do you tell someone who
has complete belief that you are the “hands of God” that the neglect she has received
cannot be overcome?
Wiping my eyes, I calmly told her that we now I’d examine her. In the back of my
mind, I frantically prayed that perhaps her weight loss was the result of the “diet
instructions” from the doctor. But as she bravely laid down and I began my exam, it
was all I could do to not weep and run. In med school, we learned about “fungating”
cancers but rarely have I seen one. This cancer seemed almost to be “evil”. The
stench was so putrid; the foul liquid from it poured from her fragile body. My mind
raced thinking about the virus that some man had infected her with at a young age,
about the lack of any prevention program here and about the complete lack of help
she received when she sought it. I doubt that the doctor really thought there was
no problem. Did he just not care or did he know that there would have really been
no treatment so why concern her family with this diagnosis until they really had to
know?
So while hundreds of women sat outside, we stopped to somehow be the “hands of
God” that she sought. I thanked God that Puja and Lauren would somehow be able
to manage the throngs of women and keep the program going. How did we get so
fortunate to have 2 brilliant, resourceful women such as them on our team?
Orfe and I had her son come in and we did our best. We all talked about life and
death and why God ever creates us and why such tragedies could happen. All I
could do was truly thank God again for bringing Orfe into her lives with her quiet
understanding and great wisdom. We talked about how whether we live 20 years or
80 years, it is but a blink in the scheme of the universe. We talked about how it is
really in how we live our lives, how we bring purpose and how care and love each
other that matters. The only hope I could give them was the promise that Orfe
would continue to visit with her; bring her pain medicine and help with whatever
comes along. And I asked her to help us get this word out to all the women and the
men that this is a completely preventable disease and that it can be stopped. She
happily asked us to record her testimony and put it on the “internet” for all to see.
The fact that she was finally being heard seemed at least to give her a small bit of
consolation. Whether she lives 2 weeks or 2 months is less important than that she
dies with dignity and that her family knows that someone cared.

