Chasing butterflies

It was her smile which caught my attention.  She didn’t know I was looking at her as she was watching her toddler chase a butterfly.   When her child fell she couldn’t run after her – she was just too breathless.  The TB which was eating away at her lungs meant she couldn’t walk more than a few feet at a time. She was twenty. So young. It made my heart break. 

She lives in Burma – a country enslaved by a ruthless illegal government with no basic structures for health care – and rampant AIDS.  A couple of years ago she went into hospital for an operation and was given blood.  Now she is dying of the results of AIDS. 

It is so hard to know how to help. When people are well enough they can cross over into Thailand for medical help and I can meet with them, encourage them and show them love.  Once they get too sick to travel; once they need help the most, I am impotent. I can’t go. I can’t hold them.  I can’t walk with them on their journey. 

The butterfly chasing was two months ago now.  The young mum is dead.  The toddler’s sick Dad looks after her now, but for how long?

I just met another young mum from the same village in Burma.  She too has TB, as does her 5 month old baby.  She too has AIDS.  However this time we may be able to help them.  I have started to work with a Burmese woman who can cross the border easily.  She is a woman of compassion and she is visiting this family. As I support her, she supports them. She has met a pastor in Burma who is willing to help – but knows nothing about AIDS and is afraid.  It is early days – but maybe in the end my impotence will bring about change for good – as other people catch the vision of loving those who are suffering, and as other people take on the task of walking with them in their pain. It is hard to learn to step back and not be able to help, but I am learning afresh that God never steps back.  He is always there walking with those who suffer and loving those in pain.
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