
 

Gilbert R. Irwin, MD 

òThis Joint is Jumpingó by Fats Waller & Andy 

Razaf is a title of an old Jazz song. The con-

cept applies to the many activities of Medi-

cal Missionaries in the last few months. The 

recovery from the hurricane season last Fall 

2008 put great stress on the budget of St. 

Josephõs Clinic in Thomassique, Haiti. 

Thanks to the response from many individ-

ual donors, sustained support from many 

local Manassas, Virginia area churches and 

the Manassas Rotary Club, an new genera-

tor and 20 solar panels now again supply 

power to the clinic which is the only health 

care facility for a population of 125,000 in 

rural Haiti. Fulfilling the power requirement 

where there is none means that the daily 

work of seeing 150 to 200 people per day, 

50 to 60 births per month on a 24 hours 7 

days per week basis continues to function. 

Particular thanks goes to Ron Burrell, Chief 

Engineer for Medical Missionaries whose 

long stays in Haiti and hard work corrected 

the power problems, òJust in Time,ó another 

old Jazz song by Comden, Green, and Styne, 

for the surgical team led by Mark Mason MD 

and Debra Parrish, RN to do over 80 surger-

ies in a week. The estimated values of this 

service to the people there is hard to quan-

tify since nothing would have been done if it 

were not for the committed dedication of the 

surgical team. Their work in American dol-

lars is well over $1 million using USA stan-

dards. The significant difference continues 

to be made at home and abroad by the 

Medical Missionaries volunteers. 

On the local front, the warehouse team led by 

Betty Lear, Joan Betz, Susie Cornell, Bob Tuccillo 

and other volunteers continue to process and 

pack many donations for shipment. With the 

downturn in the economy, more requests from 

local people, health departments, and other non 

profit groups for health care items have been re-

ceived. Medical Missionaries tries to distribute 

walkers, beds, wheelchairs, and other supplies to 

many people who have lost their jobs or are dis-

abled. In addition to the 15 sea containers Medi-

cal Missionaries sent to very POOR nations over-

seas in 2008 with the help of Bud Stanton two to 

three times per month, truckloads of household 

items, clothing, furniture, appliances are taken to 

Appalachia. Recently a large donation of winter 

clothing was taken by Judy Corcoran and Doors of 

Hope to groups working in the inner city of Wash-

ington DC. 

All the volunteers of Medical Missionaries know 

that times are tough right now. All donors can be 

assured that any contribution received will go di-

rectly to help the very distressed individuals both 

locally and globally. Our organization continues to 

survive with no salaries for volunteers. All volun-

teers are sincere with big hearts. Thank you for all 

your continued support to the thousands of people 

you touch through Medical Missionaries. They also 

say thanks.  
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Greetings to Medical Missionary Friends, 

It is with enthusiasm that I invite you to you our Sixth Annual Medical Missionaries  Caring Hearts Ball. The George Brent Council 

of the Knights of Columbus of All Saintsô Church have donated their facility to help us maximize our fund raising efforts. We are so 

appreciative of their kindness and help in this endeavor. The date is Saturday, April 25, 2009 with doors opening at 6:30 pm. The 

evening includes dinner, open bar, silent and live auctions, DJ music and dancing. Tickets are $100.00 each and tables of ten 

may be reserved. We are presently accepting sponsorship ads for the program booklet, silent and live auction items and ticket 

sales. 

Sponsorships are: Gold - $3000.00 for preferred seating for six persons and a full page ad. 

                                Silver - $2000.00 for preferred seating for four persons and a half page ad. 

                                Bronze - $1000.00 for preferred seating for two persons and a quarter page ad. 

All Ads are preferred to be camera ready and can be emailed if they are in a digital format to:                                       

 irwinmed@aol.com  or  joan_i@yahoo.com  

Or, if you would like to advertise in the Program Book without a sponsorship above, an advertisement in the program book costs:   

Full Page (5 1/4ò x  3ò) $300.00 Half Page (3ò x 3ò) $150.00  Quarter Page (2ò x 3òò business card size) $75.00 

Patron (Name/Business Listed on Designated page) $25.00  

A Donation Form is included in this newsletter.  

With your help and support, this will be a joyous evening celebrating the work of Medical Missionaries and the health care deliv-

ered to nearly 200 patients a day and delivery of nearly 60 babies per month at St. Josephôs Clinic in Haiti which is operating 24 

hours per day 7 days per week. Other 2008 recipients of medical equipment and supplies include local health departments includ-

ing the PW Free Clinic, local individuals, Appalachia, South Dakota, the Dominican Republic, Ghana, Congo, Democratic Repub-

lic of the Congo, Sierra Leone, Ivory Coast, Jamaica and the Ukraine. For further information or details, call Dr. Irwinôs Office 

(703) 361-5116, Mary Ellen Merchant (703) 368-4930 or myself, Katie Swenson (703) 361-7674. 

Cheers, 

Katie Swenson 

Planning to eat Thai food in the Manassas, VA area? How about 
going to Thai Taste? Itôs located at 8699 Sudley RD, Manassas, VA 
20110 (703) 396-7887 (right across the street from Prince William 
Hospital in the Canterberry Shopping Plaza. Mention Medical Mis-
sionaries during your purchase and they will donate 10% of your 
purchase to Medical Missionaries!  



By Deborah Parrish 

Dear Anna, Donna, Joan, Kate, Kelly, Kim, Rebecca and 

Sue, 

I just wanted to share a few of my feelings as the results 

of our week long surgical mission trip to Haiti. It is one in 

the morning. I just jot home from our trip. I hugged and 

kissed my son, Trey. He said he had worried about me 

and was glad I was home safe. We told each other ñI 

Love You.ò I got a glass of coke and started to unpack 

my suitcase. First I thought to myself, look at all the dirty 

laundry I have to do, but then I was thankful that I had 

clothes to wash and a machine to do it for me. I got 

ready for bed. I brushed my teeth and washed my face. 

Again I was thankful that I had water, running water at 

that, plus I had a tooth brush and some soap. I took a 

shower. People in Haiti have no idea what a shower is 

except for a few patients that were given them before 

surgery. I am sure Nick Cuneo, who was given the honor 

of this task, wonôt forget what that was like too. Then I 

took my ambient, went to sleep and saw my bed with a 

warm down comforter and soft flannel sheets (ok I 

brought some flannel sheets for my bed in Haiti, but 

somehow they just didnôt smell as nice.) I slid between 

those warm linens and tears started to well up. I asked 

myself why? Why was it me that got to sleep in this bed 

and not the woman whose breast we had to remove be-

cause it was engulfed with cancer? Because of the 

quickness in which ambient takes affect, I was only able 

to come up with one possible answer at that time. I know 

Iôm not able to articulate this very well, but I believe God 

only gives people what he knows they can handle. Obvi-

ously he knew from the beginning that this woman could 

be and would be much stronger than I. Maybe Godôs 

plan for me was the opportunity to help her, so that some 

of her strength would rub off on me. Again, I am thankful. 

I then succumbed to the effects of ambient. 

I woke up at 8 am. I used the toilet. I was thankful first 

that there was one to use. Then that there was water to 

flush it. I almost threw the paper in the waste basket, 

(Ron Burrell has taught us well or suffer the wrath), and 

then I flushed. I was thankful that I could. I went out to 

the kitchen admiring that it is an actual room in a house. I 

started the coffee pot still thinking it would be 30 minutes 

before it would be ready. Thank-you Rebecca, a.k.a. 

MacGyver, for doing this task on the mornings that Ron 

didnôt. I washed up a few dirty dishes left in the sink by 

my son then marveled at how the water disappeared 

down the drain I was thankful.  

I then went to take a hot shower. Oh how one truly doesnôt 

appreciate this wonderful gift. I washed my hair, breathing in 

the aroma of my shampoo. I then started to vigorously scrub 

my arms to remove whatever Haitian dirt that was still left on 

my skin. It was then that I realized that maybe I needed to ca-

ress into my body the precious earth God had given me. As I 

have done every morning for the past three years, I listened to 

the song by Al Green, ñMy Heartôs in Good Hands.ò This song 

is a constant reminder to me that God is always with me, no 

mater what. I then went off to church. I had a lot of ñThank-

yousò I needed to tell Him. I know He already knows...but I 

need to tell Him I Do. 

For most of the morning I have been fighting off tears. As I 

drive to the church in my nice car, I take in all the pretty homes 

and lawns. I am thankful. I am doing fairly well. Then I am 

coming back down the aisle from communion, our nurse friend, 

Eileen, comes up to me and gives me a great big hug. I lost it! 

Iôm sure the people around us thought I had lost a loved one. I 

like and hope to think I have. The ñlovedò part of me, (and 

again I am sure I am not articulating this well.) that loved pretty 

things, expensive things, wanted, not needed things.  

I have made eight combined trips to Banica and Haiti now. All 

the other times I have gone, I never thought I truly felt or more, 

that I wouldnôt let myself feel the incredible injustices of these 

people. It made me feel so uneasy. How they thought I was so 

much more special than them? All but for the grace of God or 

how Nick Cuneo said ñsperm lottery,ò I was born here in the 

great United States. I am so different except less strong than 

them. Before this trip, I prayed to God that this time, he would 

let me see and feel the faces of these people. This time He let 

me see the face of a young boy with a cleft lip that we re-

paired. He hasnôt truly seen his yet, (just wait until the swelling 

goes down), but I did see his face when I gave him my used 

sneakers. I saw the face of a man who had tried to walk six 

hours in the dark with an arm that was struck by lightning two 

years ago and was half eaten away. Some may think amputat-

ing this arm was horrific, but we saw and was told by the man 

himself, that we GAVE him an arm. He no longer had to use 

his good arm to take care of the other. He was free of the bur-

den. He was grateful. He was not sad. I saw the faces of chil-

dren that were ecstatic because we gave them a pair of under-

wear, a pencil and notebook, a lollipop, a toothbrush, and a 

bar of soap, a plastic water bottle. How many excited faces did 

we see when Kate and Joan handed out soccer balls? At least 

twenty not to mention all their friends got to play along when I 

gave them Boston Red Socks hats. GO BOSTON!!!! The face 

of the boy who could now come off the dirty mat he laid on 

when he was placed in the stroller that Donna carried down. 

(No one ever questioned where the kid that was supposed to 

be in it.) The need for just a stroller was phenomenal.   

A  L e t t e r  t o  M y  ñ S i s t a s ò 
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Thank you my ñSistasò for this incredible experience you 

have all shared with me. I love you all. 

Debra  

To the ñSistasò: Anna Penna, Donna Windham, Joan Betz, 

Kate Edwards, Kelly Mason, Kim Hohendal, Rebecca Erde-

lyi, and Sue Smith.  

Of course who could forget the Guys on the Team: Vince 

Bogan, Joe Farr, John Gonzalez, Chris Hishfill, Subir Jos-

san, Mark Mason, Dave Pfeffer. I am grateful for all of you 

too. You were absolutely phenomenal!!!!!! 

Respectfully and Thankfully Yours, 

Deborah Parrish 

 

By Erin Jeans 

Itôs widely known in the world of interior design that a gallon 

of paint is the is the best and fastest way to create dramatic 

change in a room. In the case of Thomassique, Haiti Poor 

House this couldnôt have been more true-though it took not 

one gallon but twenty. Using bright hues of green, yellow 

and blue, Medical Missionaries was able to give a complete 

face lift to a building that had previous gone neglected. Vol-

unteer Carolyn Jeans along with her daughter Erin spent 

five days cleaning out and painting the eight room building 

assisted in their efforts by two enthusiastic local men. One 

of these men was a teacher from the neighboring school 

and was excited to be a part of the buildingôs renovation. 

The transformation of the Poor House could not have been 

complete without the aid of local carpenters and concrete 

workers who lent their own expertise to the project by in-

stalling new doors to each of the buildingôs rooms and filling 

cracks in the floors and walls. Carolynôs son Jason used his 

experience as a carpenter to give the front porch a much 

needed overhaul by replacing its old leaky roof. 

By the end of the week, it was not only the face of the Poor 

House that had changed but also those of the building resi-

dents. Thanks to generous donations, these people were 

given soap, fresh sheets and clothing to go along with their 

restored rooms and one man, possibly inspired by the work 

around him did not even wait an hour after his roomôs make-

over to reorganize and tidy his bed and belongings. Per-

haps this shows that sometimes the simple knowledge that 

someone cares about you is the greatest source of happi-

ness and pride. 

P o o r  H o u s e  
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We now know how we can get strollers down there. All of 

you know we could go on and on with all the FACES we 

saw. 

Sistas, I am thankful. I am thankful for your love, your friend-

ship, your strengths, your weaknesses. I am thankful for 

your tireless efforts, your support and your willingness to do 

anything that I asked of you. I am thankful for your service. I 

was also thankful for your food that you brought and shared. 

Kate, we can all say we were thankful for your trail mix.  

As I heard the song ñPraise God From Whom All Blessings 

Flow,ò this morning in church and previously when the Hai-

tians sang it to us at the clinic, and judging from all the 

ñflowingò tears from my eyes now, I know I am truly blessed. 

I also know how deep within my heart, that it is much better 

to give than it is to receive. 


