WCS Sr. Dominican Trip Doctors Log, Tuesday Medical Clinic

We started the day with breakfast at 0615; load the truck and buses at 0700, to drive an hour to the sugarcane village where we set up the clinic in the local church.  It was the cleanest building in town, with a concrete, floor, a tin roof, and two doors.  A dark outhouse in the side dirt yard rounds out the accommodations.  Dark is better in this instance. The sugar cane villages are squatters shacks who work in the cane fields for $5-$6.00 a day.  These are some of the poorest people in The DR.  The sky is partly cloudy and temp is in the mid 90’s.  We had a WC team of 20, the Tennessee nurse-practioners, and SCORE interpreters, drivers and helpers.  

Angie started the morning giving her testimony followed by Dr. Buzz preaching to the masses a sermon titled “Come get well so you can die” or words to that effect.  We had 6 evaluation/treatment stations again, triage, and pharmacy all under the same roof. One of my favorite patients was a 12-year-old boy named Jesus.  I first encountered Jesus when I heard a scuffle in the courtyard just before lunch.  I went out to see the clatter, when I found a jolly round fellow, wrestling Jesus to the dirt.  Jesus was in the peak of his “fight or flight” response to potential harm or pain.  The story was Jesus became impaled by a sea urchin quill in the left, medial aspect of his ankle with an infection and abscess ensuing.  We found he actually, 10 days prior, had the encounter with the sea urchin at which time his mother extracted the spine.  His ankle was red, tender, swollen, and fluctuant with a scab.  He had no fever, but he was entirely frightened.  It needed to be lanced and drained.  Unfortunately we could not see Jesus unless a family member, or neighbor, or some adult came with him.  We were able calm him down and convince him to send for his 17-year-old sister.  I brought him in and let him lie down on a cot and listen to Audie’s ipod.  Of course, he was listening to reggae.  Through Rosa’s translation I explained to him he would need to be brave and endure a little pain for it to get completely better.  He agreed he would be brave.  I explained that God’s word tells us we will go through pain and suffering but He will go through it with us.  He will never leave our side if we ask him.  We used topical lidocaine for anesthesia and let him rest with a little candy and his tunes.  His sister said she had to leave because she left her 10-month-old baby at home alone.  She asked if we could see her baby because she did not get a ticket.  I said sure and run home quick.  When she returned, we unroofed the abscess, and expressed pus.  

He cried a bit and was brave enough to only need 3 people to help him stay that way.  We bandaged the wound and gave him antibiotics.

We ended up seeing 209 patients. Many we prayed with and for and Jesus was well represented.  He was no better seen than in the faces, words and actions of the teens of WC.  They played, sang, hugged, carried, and crafted with the children.  In addition, they filled prescriptions, interpreted, scribed, and performed vital signs.  The teens were quick on their feet.  When they saw the opportunity, they jumped at the chance to round up a little one or share the Gospel.  Before we left, we prayed with the pastor and presented him with a special sea shell with Philippians 1:2-4 made by Carol Galbreath and her class, and a fresh painting of the church by Angie.  Numerous SCORE staff and all the nurse-practioners from Tennessee made a point to seek us out and let us know how special our teens are.  The Love of Christ was indeed evident in their character, and how they interacted with both servants and those being served.  You all should be very proud of your young adults.  KWD

