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The Story of Nek Timah

80 year old Timah Anak Bulan (not her real name), had
travelled with great eﬀort the two miles to be the ﬁrst to see
our doctors that morning.
Getting to the camp was no easy matter for an elderly lady
crippled with severe deforming joint disease. It was cold and
raining. There was no regular public transport of any form in
her area to speak of, though Sibu, bustling with cars and
high-rise buildings, was a mere hour away.

She knew that there was little that we could do, yet the doctor
was thorough and patient. He spent an awfully long time trying
to teach her and her kind neighbour, the “basics” of how to
make the best use of what remained functional of her limbs
after the many years of neglect and disuse. She understood.

The Human Touch

The warmness of the young volunteers assigned to look after
her that morning brought her joy. She was clearly moved. The
medications she was given would indeed give her some relief
from the constant pain that kept here awake all night. To her,
what mattered most was that there was indeed someone who
cares for her as a person and not just another number in the
queue.
The FPMPAM/Care medical camp was not an exercise in futility.
It was no “touch and go” event. “Touch N Go” is for those with
business in their minds, not us. We were there for humanity;
the human touch in medicine.

Some had to be Carried in
For years Timah had been conﬁned by her poor health to the
vicinity of her longhouse. A lifetime of heavy toil in the ﬁelds
and jungles had permanently damaged both her knees and
hips. Life had been hard and diﬃcult but her faith in the
kindness of her God had seen her through.
All her ﬁve children had done well and have moved to Kuching
and other big towns in Semenanjung pursuing their career and
lives. When Timah’s husband died (not unexpectedly from liver
disease) at the age of 60, she did contemplate moving out to
live with her eldest son in Johor. However, she just couldn’t
bear the thought of permanently losing the connection with
her land, her people, her culture and all the age-old traditions
of the longhouse life. Since then, she had lived alone. The help
and care of her ever-present neighbours and relatives have
made the early widow years ﬂy by. Homecoming of her children
and grandchildren were the simple highlights of her life. She
was young then, and mobility was never an issue.
Today at 80 she needs assistance even for very basic activities
of daily life. Her main fear is total dependency and had prayed
on many occasions for a sudden peaceful end to her time here
on earth. She did not want to trouble anyone anymore.

We went there,
asking for nothing
and totally unaware
how we would be
received. The ﬁnal
tally surpassed even
our wildest dreams.
In three days and in
three
widely
separated locations
more than 630
patients
walked
through our doors.
This did not include
accompanying
families and children
Beyond
who were readily
seen
together
whenever the request arose.

Our Wildest Dreams

Some came by boat, some walked and some had even to be
carried in by their loved ones. All they wanted and needed was
compassion and some medical care. Many had the very special
opportunity to have multiple specialty consultations in the
same visit.
In the midst of storms and ﬂoods of the ﬁrst day, a critically ill
patient was brought in and had to be transferred to the Sibu
hospital for further management. We had patients suﬀering
from diseases of all kinds. Our dental and eye clinic was
overwhelmed worked way passed the scheduled closing time.
Yes, we were packed to the brim. It was congested and at
times, it was standing room only. We helped one another, we
multi-tasked, we saw it through. There were no feelings of

distress, frustration or anger. Even in the worst
of times we joked and we laughed and it was
fun. It was for a good cause. We were all very
happy that we could do something meaningful.
Disregard what the politicians and the
newspapers may say. We were there to give
that little bit of us when they needed us most.
Yes, we did not cure all the time, but certainly
we can comfort them when they needed us but
never in our heart meant to harm. It was
memorable experience not only for the patient
but for us as well.
The camps were hosted in simple buildings and
complemented with tents. The kindness of our
hosts can never be repaid. It was not a simple
yes. There were pressures all around to say no.
We salute their faith and belief that they had
done the right thing and pray that their sacriﬁce
will lead to better times ahead for them and
their people.

Working with Love and Passion

No Star Ambience, Five Star Service from Our Hearts - We Care

Setting Camp was Never an Easy Task. Each location was completely diﬀerent. All had to be done up from scratch in the morning and
had to be moved out immediately upon closing at night to the next location. The determination, strength and commitment of the
young volunteers made this possible. The future of Malaysia will be safe in their hands.

In reﬂection, the three days have been about the most hectic in our lives. We had the skills and the privilege to do something diﬀerent
from our daily routine. Our mission was to touch lives. They needed us and we must reach out to them. That, we did.

We shall return one day and shall do even more.

Invite Us and We will be there
For that we need new blood and lots of new volunteers. There are many out there who have yet to ﬁnd your calling. Perhaps this is
what you have been looking for. Join us.
(Photos, courtesy of Drs. BH Teh/Steven Chow)

