Special Christmas gift

The most moving Christmas party this year was the one

organised by Dodo and I for members of the AIDS project. About twenty five children and adults came to our house. We served food and then a Burmese pastor gave a simple Gospel message. People are not used to sermons and so happily interacted with him and asked questions. At the end many had clearly been touched by the Holy Spirit. We were then treated to a puppet show performed by a gifted neighbour. Everyone was transfixed. The party ended with gifts all round. What was most moving about this party was the presence of Tha. Dodo and I have been close to this twenty three year old woman for three years.
The first time I went to her house was quite an adventure.  I had met this beautiful young lady a few days before when she was in hospital and had promised to visit.  No-one warned me it involved climbing down a steep mountain!  She laughed when I arrived, puffed out and dusty – there was a another way to get to her house that I hadn’t known which also involved a climb – but a short one, followed by a precarious balancing act to cross the creek on a bamboo raft bridge!  Visiting Tha was always an adventure!  Sometimes if she knew I was coming she would post her sister as look out and when she saw me on one side of the steep sided creek Tha would meet me half way across the raft bridge and we would sit chatting with our feet dangling in the water. 

For two years our friendship grew through these visits.  I wish I had gone more often.  I rejoiced with her when both her second husband and her healthy child were tested negative, and I cried with her when her TB came back and she was once more admitted to hospital. 
On November 30th she asked to be baptised. She was dying.

I cradled her in my arms as she was baptised and clearly declared her faith to a hospital room packed with the members of her HIV
support group. It was a very emotional night. Dodo and I
stayed with her late, not expecting to see her again. Her

biggest regret was that she would miss the Christmas party.

Well – God gave her a special gift of three more weeks of life so that she could attend the party. She was very weak and I had to carry her to and from the car, but she enjoyed every minute and was surrounded by family and friends. She died the next day.
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