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Buying the farm – here’s a shot of “the farm”, which is home of The Bridge, as well as to Nanci & Barry

Looks like it’ll be here for some time to come!

RECENT NEWS

Buying the farm – things just have a way of working out. Health care dominates this issue. Barry learns patients. There’s health care on the porch, and there’s health care on the road – and they can be quite different. What’s in a name? Is it time to think of a new name for this newsletter?

BUYING THE FARM – MIRACLE HAPPENS 

In the investment world, someone who steps up to the plate when no one else will is called an “Angel Investor.” Such an angel has stepped forward on behalf of The Bridge, and is making the mortgage loan on this property. I don’t yet have his permission to identify him, but if I get permission, I’ll fill you in. In the meantime, we’re breathing more easily around here. The owner is on her way back to Spain, her family, her doctors. We’re not the only ones breathing more easily.

There are others who stepped up and donated or loaned some cash to ensure we secured an extension on the purchase option agreement. As I have permissions, I will identify them as well.

In the meantime, there’s nothing to do but... Thank God! And those who made it happen!

AND - MIRACLES CONTINUE

The solution to the financing issue is not the only miracle today.

Do you remember the Dad in the "Christmas Miracle" story? The fellow having such trouble with alcohol? He sent his sons down from the mountain to have Nanci write down their clothing sizes. He had earned some money, and he wanted to spend it buying some of their school clothes. As far as I know, there was nothing pushing on him right now to change his behavior. Could it be that we did, after all, get through?

I choose to view this as another miracle!

BARRY LEARNS PATIENTS

A familiar-looking car pulls into the emergency entrance of the Clinic in Hone Creek. Motioning to the Security Guard, the driver opens the rear door of the car. The security guard approaches with a wheelchair. A familiar-looking white man, with gray hair, early 60's, is lying in the back seat. He is clutching a plastic bucket which, at the moment, is displaying what the man had for breakfast.

Who is the man in the car? Why does the car - the driver - and the man lying in the back seat - look so familiar?

By now, you've guessed the answers. Nanci drove Barry to the Clinic. The car had just been to the Clinic many times in the past few days, bringing people who come to The Bridge back and forth. Both Barry and Nanci served as "chofers" - drivers. This trip, it was Barry's turn to be a patient. 

I'm not usually found lying on my back doing nothing in the middle of the day. On this day I was doing just that - with tubes poked into my arm, an automatic blood pressure thing cuffing and puffing, and electrodes all over my chest. On this day, I learned “patients”.

We had been taking down the Christmas lights, which were strung around the interior of our living and eating area. We also had a string which went across the 2x4 that supports the electric fan. In getting to that string, I put a stool next to the couch. Stepping on the stool with my left foot, I simultaneously moved my right foot toward the top of the couch, and reached up with my left hand to simply touch the 2x4 to stabilize myself. BIG mistake. The stool went out from under me, and since I was only touching, rather than holding, the 2x4, I felt myself starting to fall backwards.

It's funny how the clock stops in a situation like that. "Time stands still," goes the cliche. I had quite a bit of time to think about what was happening. My vision suddenly expanded to its full peripheral range, and I could clearly see both arms and both legs, curved upward - as though I was lying in a big hand. (Nanci later remarked that it looked like a hand was helping me down.) I saw my right arm hit the corner of a door, saw the stool sliding away from me to the left. Something told me to relax completely. I did. I hit the floor hard, flat on my back. My head must have hit the floor at the same time - there was a small bump at the place where contact would have been made. I had fallen about one meter - three feet - onto a hardwood floor.

I remained concious. Lying there, I could feel and move everything. Nothing felt broken. When I started to breathe again, I also tried to get up. Ever been on one of those rides at an amusement park, where the seat you're in moves in every direction imaginable? At that moment, my world turned into an amusement park ride, spinning furiously in all directions. I couldn't control my body well enough to get up. I started to sweat profusely. And I got a chance to examine the contents of my stomach.

So I stayed on the floor for a while, pillow under my feet, wet cloth over my forehead. The amusement park ride slowed, I slid over and moved from the floor to the couch. Since we live essentially in the open, and people come to the door throughout the day, we had lots of looky-loos, and Nanci got to answer lots of questions. 

After about an hour, Nanci stuffed me in the back of the car and we went off to the Clinic. 

Dr. Brown, a muy amable black doctor, and I have a running joke. "You Doctor, me engineer." It grew out of many conversations he and I had over the various people we've brought to the Clinic for treatment. Today, it was a very good arrangement. As I was wheeled into the emergency room, Dr. Brown saw me, his eyes widened and his eyebrows raised. "You Doctor, me engineer." I said. He laughed and pointed to one of the examining rooms. Up on the table, I.V. installed, drip started, EKG electrodes all over me, and within minutes Dr. Brown said "you'll probably live," with a mischievous little grin on his face. 

I was moved to a bed in another room, where I stayed hooked up to a cuffing, puffing, and beeping machine for four hours – being treated for shock. Daylight faded, the day shift - and Dr. Brown left - a new shift came on. The only artifact from the incident seemed to be a scrape on my right arm. I was discharged at 6 PM.

"How much," we asked? "No charge," we were told. "It's after hours, and the cashier’s gone home."

Think about this happening in the USA. How would this incident have gone in an American hospital? “The cashier’s gone home so it’s free!” I don’t think so.

HEALTH CARE ON THE PORCH

We had a surprise visit from Theresa Guitterez last Tuesday. Theresa is a health care nurse for the government-run clinic in Hone Creek. She's also one of the crew that staffed the free health clinic on our porch. She had come to check in with the families here, and seemed particularly interested in Mayra's Baby Khrys. 

Khrys, you'll remember, had Papalomoyo, a potentially fatal disease. We learned that the Clinic now deems her case "under control". Looks like Khrys will be around for a while.
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The visit today was for normal maintenance. Khrys, much to her obvious delight in the photo above, 

got three "routine" injections which are part of the immunization program.

To me, this is significant because they didn't bother to call. The health workers know our schedule, and simply showed up, relying on us to be here and gathering Bribri on our porch. Theresa had a cooler filled with "medicine on ice", and a list of names and folders from the last time there was a health screening here. She was prepared for whoever was here. Personally, I think that's good.

While the news for Khrys was good, the news for Alejandro was not.

HEALTH CARE ON THE ROAD

Ten-year-old Alejandro has always been more susceptible to whatever's going around. These last two weeks have seen widespread occurrence of "the gripe", (pronounced "gree-pay", meaning a very bad cold). Alejandro seemed to take it harder than everyone else. After several days staying home in his bed, which for him is very unusual indeed, we described his condition to Theresa Guitterez, who said "Go to his house, get him down here, and bring him to the Clinic." Daniel did just that.

We took Alejandro and his mother Maria to the Clinic. The  doctors examined him, gave him some medication including antibiotics in a hand-held IV, and transferred him to the hospital in Limon for "at least four days." Nanci and I stood by as he and Maria were placed in one of the ambulances used for transportation between medical centers. That, we found out later, was when the problems really started.

Delivery of services here is one long dance with priorities. We constantly see well meaning people trying to do their best with limited resources. It was raining heavily this night, which made it no surprise to learn that a severe accident had blocked traffic on the way to Limon. In this case, however, the accident involved a young girl on a bicycle. Her neck had been deeply cut, and she was bleeding to death. 

The emergency call reached the ambulance carrying Alejandro. They were nearly at the accident scene, and they had a paramedic and a nurse on board. When they reached the location, Alejandro and Maria were taken from the ambulance and asked to wait by the side of the road - in the rain - with Alejandro carrying a hand-held Oxygen tank . Another ambulance had been dispatched to pick them up and finish the trip to Limon. The first ambulance went on to the accident scene.  The second ambulance arrived, picked up Alejandro and Maria, and took them to the hospital.

The events of the night continued to unfold. 

On arrival at the hospital in Limon, Maria was told there was no room inside the hospital. Not merely was there no bed space, but there were no empty chairs in the halls, even no standing space in the waiting rooms. They were again asked to wait outside - with many others - in the rain. If I hadn't been in that hospital myself, and personally seen that level of crowding, I would not have believed it. 

Eventually, it dawned on someone in authority that a ten year old child, on Oxygen and antibiotics to treat an acute respiratory infection had been put outside, in the rain, by a hospital staffer.

Magically, they found some room inside for Alejandro and Maria - at 4:30 AM. Things went much, much better after that. It was found that he had bronchial pneumonia, and he stayed in the hospital for seven days.

When the doctors found out that Alejandro could stay at our place for a few days, where his medications were assured and there was easy ambulance access, they agreed to let Alejandro out earlier than they otherwise would have done. Technically, they would have released him on Sunday – if, that is, the doctors worked on Sunday. On Monday, he was released and came to our place. It’s Thursday today – he’s back to nearly full-strength again, and he’s leaving for his home tomorrow morning.

NAME THE NEWSLETTER

We originally named this newsletter after a Yahoo discussion group of the same name. We had 50+ members of that group, and began posting early articles there. When we wanted to start including photos, we changed to the current newsletter format. Although the discussion group still exists, there is no traffic on the group. The mailing list for this newsletter has risen to over 300 members, to include family and friends, as well as about 20 volunteers and 80+ donors to The Bridge.

We're feeling like it's time for a new name. And, we'd like to get you involved,

Here's a brief summary of the kinds of things the newsletter carries, to spur your thinking. Feel free to throw in some ideas and observations of your own by email.

· Stories and culture notes from Costa Rica and the Bribri

· humorous situations

· serious situations

· social comments

· news about The Bridge

· positive developments

· bringing hope to the jungle

· Adventures and fun of Barry & Nanci

So what do YOU think? What should this newsletter be named?

We'll collect your suggestions for names until the first of March at the latest. I don't know what we'll do with the result until we see the result. But we will choose a winner for the best suggestion, and the winner will get a dinner - right here in Puerto Viejo de Talamanca, Costa Rica. Travel expenses not included.

YOU CAN HELP US! 
Send this email to family and friends that you think might also enjoy it. They can sign up with us directly. Thanks again for your support!

VIEW FROM THE BRIDGE

NOW’s a GREAT time to contribute. Settling the house issues put a real dent in our operating cash, so your contributions will be especially welcome. You can go to the website donation page by clicking here, where you can use a credit card. Or, you can mail a check to Serendipity International Foundation, 2588 El Camino Real, F-348, Carlsbad, CA 92008

IF YOU HAVE TROUBLE SEEING THE PICTURES

...go to www.elpuente-thebridge.org/weekly and download the file with the date of this issue.

* * * * * * * *

Well,

…djmiache

Enjoy!
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Go to The Bridge website by CLICKING HERE 

Or choose from these topics:
Current Status of Bridge Programs.  (January 30) 
Latest News releases 

Current Plans and Wish List
Operating Report Summary and Financials
Video clips showing activities at The Bridge: 
Nanci and Alejandro working together to serve lunch on the porch
Daniel, Barry, and Alejandro setting up for the movie
Watching the movie: this day, “Winnie The Pooh” in Spanish
CONTACT INFORMATION

Barry’s Email: barrystevens@earthlink.net
My MSN Instant Messenger name is the same as my email –

barrystevens@earthlink.net
Nanci’s email is nancistevens2001@yahoo.com
Since we have only one phone line, it’s faster to reach her through Barry’s email address.

Our toll-free number from the US is

1-866-462-7585







