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Appdx 12. Example 5 of Medical Education & Practice Stories by Jd's Medical Family Member -"House Call" by Lin Kuo-kuang

(P28). Translated by his wife Chiu Hsi-chiang (Psp1)* and daughter Shiao-jung (H28) from the Chinese original in his "Qiu Lin Essay Collection" (QLEC), page
20-23, 2010 and published in Taiwanese-American Literature (TAL) page 104-106, 2017. The QLEC has more articles on his medical or practice experiences
by him. One is "The Escapee",as Appendix 8 in "2016 Correction...", its English translation by them also in TAL, p107-108, 2017.

Every time I think of it, it is bitterly cold, although not as cold as described in the American author Jack London’s short story “To
Build a Fire”. But for a six-or seven-year-old child, being pulled out of a deep sleep in a warm bed in the middle of the night, it
always felt cold to me. This is my memory of my father* as a country doctor during the late 1940s in Taiwan.

Not only did Father* have a busy practice at the clinic and pharmacy during the day, he often needed to go to patients’ homes for
house calls. Father always hoped that | would study medicine and be his successor, therefore, | often had to go out with him for
house calls at night.

Getting ready for the calls were carried out in a quiet and efficient way—stethoscope, thermometer, syringes and needles in the
sterilized box, as well as drugs and other items in the bag were double-checked. While this process was being completed, the
rickshaw arranged by the patient’s family was waiting at the door. We would leave soon. The wind blowing into our faces was
really cold, and we rode wordlessly, only hearing the rickshaw man’s steady footsteps.

If the patient was in critical condition, Father would let me stay in the rickshaw. | clutched a wooden sword in my hands and
looked out into the boundless night. On summer nights, | could hear field frogs croaking from near and far. But in most of my cold
memories, there is no moonlight at all. It has been said that the night is not lonely, because it has stars. | do not remember
whether there were stars, but | do remember the rickshaw man, squatting on the ground smoking cigarettes. The end of his
cigarette flared slightly as he drew a puff, but when he finished his smoke, not even that littlelight existed in the deep darkness.

I could only see a mass of black, his fuzzy figure crouched by the rickshaw. He never spoke to me. Was it the generation gap?
Was he sleeping? | now think that our silence was probably more likely due to social class differences. Did he stare at the night
quietly like me? Was he afraid of people? Was he afraid of ghosts? Or was he also thinking about how big the universe is ?
Where do people come from, and Where do people come from, and where do people go? Or was he worrying about the sources
of his family’s daily needs, such as firewood, rice, oil, salt, sauce, vinegar, and tea ?

Sleep slowly crept over me. The occasional light from a kerosene lamp flickering through distant dense woods, just like fireflies
in the summer night, urged me to sleep. But Mother said that | have to protect Father. | gripped my wooden sword tightly with both
hands, and stared with wide open eves. | felt that the night was boundlessly long and vast. | was afraid of bad guys lurking at the
edge of the darkness, and terrified of seemingly ever-present ghosts since | knew that a severely ill person was nearby. Surrounded
by shadows and many ghostly imaages, would my wood sword be useful? What was the use?

Suddenly a scream burst from afar. After a while, | saw Father carrying his medicine bag, stumbling out of the darkness. He
climbed into the rickshaw and we rode home again in silence. Assuming an adult tone, I inquired, “What happened to the patient ?”
Father blandly answered, “Dead.” After a pause, he added, “Anyway, no rescue.” I was filled with an angry desire to shout,
“Since the patient could not be rescued, why did you stay inside for so long?”” But I did not dare, even though I felt unspeakably
wronged in my heart and just wanted to cry.

According to our village customs, the funeral processions of the deceased were always carried out on the main street in the
village, where our house was one of the few buildings. A band playing dirges was followed by a picture of the deceased, the
coffin, and a line of family members wrapped in coarse linen mourning robes expressing filial piety, followed by relatives and
friends. The villagers and passers-by solemnly paid their final respects along the street. In the tranquil countryside, any gonas
and drums, even for a funeral procession, would pique my curiosity and | would peer out from the upstairs front window. But |
would walk away if | knew that the deceased had been recently cared by Father. As he somberly watched, | really wished that
he would stand back from the window, to avoid being seen by the grieving family.

About a week or so after the funeral, the patient’s family would visit, bringing a gift for Father. I would run away and hide,
because my heart was filled with immense guilt, due to Father’s inability to cure their loved one. My restless sorrows lasted a
long, long time. Although | liked the tasty food they brought, | could not bear to bring it near my lips.

In the mid-1970s, after earning both a Ph.D. in physiology and an M.D. degree from a U.S. medical school, I could not imagine
Father’s medical practice decades ago. He listened to heart sounds and the lungs with a stethoscope. What was there to hear ?
Medications were expensive and not nearly as advanced as today’s. What could Father do for the patient ?

In retrospect, | realized that those people dying at a healthy old age were very fortunate; even those less fortunate with illness
were lucky enough to die at home. Most people do not have much experience with death and do not know how to face it with a
critically ill person, particularly a loved one. The situation must have been very confusing for the village folk. Would the patient’s
five major organs be burning? Would he roll and cry in agony? Would he gasp for air and sigh, struggling to breathe toward the
end of life? Or would he vomit foam? Would there be bleeding from the nose and mouth? Or might he be incontinent ? Or... ?
Or...? As a medical doctor, Father’s task was to help the patient’s family at this most difficult time, to give spiritual support and
comfort them! But did the patient actually benefit? In the face of extreme pain, could the patient’scomfort them ! But did the patient
actually benefit ? In the face of extreme pain, could the patient’s never-ending agony be alleviated by Father’s compassion or
anyone else’s help? No matter what kind of help? At the time, when medicine was unable to save a dying patient, I learned that
letting the dying patient go peacefully is actually not so difficult.

Father himself died a year before | started medical school, and regretfully, | never had the opportunity to ask him these questions.

* CHC's note. Lin Kuo-kuang wrote about his father, Lin Chi-chung's, medical practice in "House Call", which was first published in Taiwanese-American
Literature (TAL), 2004, p. 165; and later collected in "Qiu Lin Essay Collection (QLEC)", 2010, p.20. In QLEC, there are many articles describing his own
medical expereinces in the USA, including "Escape" in QLEC p. 128". The English versions of these two articles are translated by his wife, Hsi-chiang
and their daughter Shiao-jung, and published in ps. 104 and 107 of TAL 2017. At the same time, his elder sister Tsai-tang has translated many essays
in QLEC in to Japanese. 01312018. p69, Rd'18 (Appdx 12)(CS'17 pl4b) 3-24-'18)

Editor's note. Author's father Lin Chi-chung is the first western medicine physician of Jiadong's Medical Family (P4) & practiced in Taipei County then, aftera
decade + in home town Jiadong Viilage. See details in "Records od Jiadong's Medical Family Rev Aug 2015" & "Table3, 2017 Correction..."



