Chasing butterflies 2

For the second time this week I feel overwhelmed by the pain of others.  I have just heard that a young, recently married woman of 33, took her own life this morning.  It is so tragic.  Members of her family were amongst those killed in a massacre by the Burmese military a year ago – the pain runs so deep.  We will do what we can for her grieving parents, husband and siblings, but we can’t bring the justice and healing they so desperately need – only God can do that.  It makes me feel very small and useless.  It teaches me about putting everything in His hands.  Somehow these days I seem to cry more easily – feel the pain of others more keenly.  

Three days ago as I stood on the side of a hill next to a grave I was caught unawares and found the tears falling.  I was saying good-bye to a man I have grown to care for very much.  As the coffin was lowered a butterfly hovered over the grave before flying away. Many months ago I wrote about watching Kyaw Shwe Oo’s  first wife, as she watched her toddler chase butterflies.  She is long dead. He has been in the hospital fighting for his life for over 2 months.  His little three-year-old Then Then Ju has been with him and his second wife has cared for them both devotedly. Then Then Ju has made many friends in the hospital and often comes to me to play and ask for ‘sweetie money’ – she will be missed – but as she becomes sick too she will be back.  Church members have visited regularly and two months before he died Kyaw Shwe Oo was baptized in his bed.  A month ago he was well enough to go to church for the first and only time in his life and watch his wife being baptized.  Despite his incredible suffering he had peace and a real relationship with Christ.  As we watched him die his pain was finally lifted – but his wife’s heart broke, and mine with it as I held her as she screamed.  Why must people suffer so? 

As I stood next to that grave I was struck by the ages of those in the graves around about – a woman of 22 in the next grave and another of 31 beyond that – and finally the grave of our dear close friend and pastor aged 49 who died not long ago.  These few weeks since we returned to Thailand have been filled with such sadness.  It is a privilege to be able to share in people’s pain – but it’s hard.  How much more can I take?
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