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HopeToday Amigos In Mexico
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It was noon as we were caught in congested traffic, west of downtown Tijuana, on a hot and humid day. Our car literally stood still among a 4-way intersection that ceased to be noticed among the countless cars vying to inch their way out the maze. After nearly 35 minutes, we meander around cars, broke away from the jam. And our adrenaline jumpstarted again and rushed through our fingers and toes.  Could it be, that we were on our way to Revolution Street to buy figurines and a glass of Margarita? Not exactly, our destination was far from the busy life of downtown Tijuana.  We were on our way to a place tucked within the dry mountains of Baja Mexico, 1.5 hours south of Tijuana.  Rested on a valley was a tiny town called La Misión. As the tires race gently through the rocky dirt road, I grew more and more excited.  Then finally, we saw the Golden Arches. No it was not McDonalds Golden Arches, but a place filled with Golden hearts. The place…Door of Faith Orphanage, was filled with orphans who were left on its doorsteps for various reasons.  I and another HopeToday volunteer, Dung Vo, not familiar with assisting orphans in Mexico as we are with Vietnam, were there to assist another non-profit group called Phan Boi Chau Youth Organization – Đoàn Thanh Niên Phan Bồi Châu. 
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We brought with us 5 trash bags full of children’s clothes and another 4 bags full of children’s toys, with some candies as well.  As we walked through the Golden Arches, in the distance I saw a few boys kicking a soccer ball around.  In another corner, I saw a few girls running amidst the hills.  By the time we brought our final bag to place it in the central courtyard, as if a Tsunami had hit ground, a flood of children gathered around us as if we were aliens coming down to make contact for the first time.  The difference is that these kids were not shy, nor were they shedding any tears. They were happy children. They had a big smile, bigger than any child I’ve ever seen walking into McDonald’s Golden Arches. Funny thing, they had shirts, shorts, pants, socks, shoes…basic needs that I presumed lacking. As the boxes of chocolates and candy wrappers were sounding off, more and more kids came. And in a few minutes time, it was Christmas on a summer day.  At least to these children it was.  As others mingled with the children, I took the liberty to walk around the orphanage.  There I saw a basketball court, a play area filled with toys, a clothes line drooping from hanging wet shirts and pants, a few dozen pair of shoes drying against the brittle brick walls, and building after building used to house over 100 children.  Then I came against one blue and pink colored building atop a small molehill.  From a distance, I saw small heads popping one at a time behind a windowpane. As I approached, I saw boys and girls 3-4 years of age running around the room.  Behind the window, they tried to talk to me and I tried to talk to them.  But no one understood what the other was saying.  They smiled.  I then made my way back down towards the central playground where the rest of the team were mingling with around 70 or so children. As I approached, I could not help but to make contact with 2 boys and a girl playing within their own little world.  I pulled Dung over and we began to take turns swinging them one by one.  We swung them as high as they can go.  Soon, one child at a time came and wanted to fly, fly to heaven.  Dung and I then made our way back to that blue and pink building.  We walked into the room this time and saw clothes neatly stacked inside 50 or so wooden box shelving.  Children were running towards us screaming at the top of their youthful lungs.  One boy and one girl came and held tight to my legs.  For a brief moment, silence overcame me as I thought about my own daughter 150 miles away as she would do the same countless time I walk through the door and how fortunate she was. Then, I soon realized that the little girl’s eyes glared at me aimlessly, while the boy continued to laugh and act silly. We spent a few minutes talking, [image: image5.jpg]


playing, and listening as but neither could understand one word. We then walked over to the basketball court where a handful of boys were competing to shoot the ball into the bent and rusty orange rim. Two kids were amazed with Dung’s digital camera as they took turns to take pictures of one another.  Dung and I played soccer and basketball with the boys.  We tried to talk to them but for the most part, they only smiled. Before you know it, the sky grew orange and violet and it was time to go. 

I thought my purpose was to deliver clothes and toys. Instead, I gave myself. 

Thinking back, these were normal kids that had a void in their lives.  Behind that windowpane was a feeling of wanting to be connected, heard.  Behind the swung into heaven was a wanting to be connected, touched. Behind the clingin eyes of that little boy and girl was the longing to be connected, feel.  Behind the physical agility of competing for the ball was a wanting to be connected, friendship.  Behind the still camera, was a window to be connected, a new hope.  Sure, the bags full of clothes and toys will definitely be put to good use.  But the few hours spent, one child at a time was priceless.  These children were not thirsting for water, but for attention, for love, for connection.

Connected to be heard. Connected to be touched. Connected to feel. Connected to befriend. Connected for hope. Connection was what they needed. We all in a way seek these same things, to be connected.  

Funny thing, they gave me more than I had given and what I learned in those few hours was so delicate and precious. In the spirit of “changing the world one child at a time,” HopeToday is continuing to bring hope …one child at a time. And in time the world will be forever changed, at least to that child.  I close with a quote from the late Pope John Paul II, “anything done for another is done for oneself…the future starts today, not tomorrow.”  Let’s continue to light up a candle of hope for all to see it!
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Paul Nguyen

For more information about Door of Faith Orphanage please go to http://www.dofo.org/

