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else? Only results matter, not the
training or the professional guild one
belongs to.

Democratic government is of the
people, by the people and for the
people; not of doctors, by doctors
and for doctors. We still have much
to prove as a profession that we can
do more than see patients. Believe
me, many are our detractors. There is

still much to do, little to celebrate and
even less to shout about. The profession
has been given a chance to prove itself
to be more than timekeepers but the
verdict is still out.

So my fellow doctors, before we
jump the gun and declare a brave
new world for the medical profession,
let us admonish ourselves with what
one of our most celebrated colleague
cum politician said to his countrymen:

“The revolution is not yet
successful, (therefore my) comrades,
we still need to work hard.” – Dr Sun

Yat Sen  ■

Reference
1. Dr Mahathir bin Mohamad. The 13th

Gordon Arthur Ransome Oration –
Whether Training in Medicine Makes a
Better Politician? Annals of the Academy
of Medicine Singapore 1997; 26(3):
376-376-9.

  Page 5 –  Clockbuilders and Timekeepers

switch it on for an hour or so at night.

There will be thousands of insects flying

near the light and the frogs get to

eat all they want. See, our frogs are

very fat.”

Since then, I have been a frog

pond advocate. For a healthy snack,

my children prefer the local version of

French fries – deep fried bamboo

worms. These are high in protein and

well match any fast food goodies.

In short, medical practice – as in

the case of getting an anaemic malaria

patient back to health – in this setting

is far more than getting the right

prescription. One can make all the right

calls but miss the fact that the means

to do so is far beyond the affordability

of the villagers. Fortunately, there are

ways to get around these problems.

For me, a city-breed boy, there is much

to learn from the innovative ways of

the people in Xishuangbanna. And I

am glad that they do call up now and

then to chat because I have learnt many

precious lessons from them.  ■
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Fish is an important source of protein.
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There are no more children in the school,

There are no more laughter and running about.
But the vacant corridors and classrooms still teach,

With each whisper of the wind,
And the gentle rustling of swaying coconut trees,

The discipline of evil.

The shadows are long in the evening sun,
The shadows are still growing in the emptied cells,

Only because they let a little light in,
So that you may see the shadows.

How dark, bent and long they really were.
The watchful shades of evil.

It will not be visited,
It will not be much less toured,

This old crucible of pain can only be felt:
Of lives serially evaporated,

Spirits distilled to nothingness.
The merry mirth of evil.

Editor’s Note
These two poems
were penned by
Dr Wong Chiang Yin,
who was inspired
during his visit
to the Cheong Ek
Genocide Centre
in Phnom Penh.
See related article
on pg. 8. The photo
is by Regina Chin.

Soliloquy of a Skull
Hello. Welcome.

You may think me strange,
That I can see with only bony cones and even hear,

Deep drawn breaths, sighs and soft whispers of wondrous horror.
Can you tell me what am I doing here?

Everyday I see men and women come, wide-eyed;
And even sometimes a spider dangling across
What was my orb, by the thinnest of threads;

Like a tear on an eyelash glistening in the morning sun.
Then I recall I haven’t had either for quite a while.

See those big pits across the field,
These exhausted quarries of reason?

I was there with the rest of me,
Mangled, mashed and mingled with too many others:

Men of thought and word,
And also many women and children, clueless.

I was only twenty-five,
When those adolescents found me,
Took away my life, then my spirit,

And finally my life, albeit too slowly.

And so I am stacked with strangers here,
Cluttered neighbours in death and display,

Of questions unanswered and answers unclaimed.
You must pardon my lisp.

My jaw lies elsewhere,
Probably on another shelf,

Or still perhaps in the soil out there feeding the earth:
Now a heath of surreal quiet and uneasy life.

It’s getting late and I know you can’t stay.
So goodbye.


