
I 

Arriving on the secluded island of Catanduanes, a feeling of isolation grows from within. 

Stemming from a place that prospers an undisturbed life, stares of intrigue surround me like 

the warmth in the air. 

Senses lost, or senses found, there’s a constant buzz of colour and noise. From the vibrant lip 

staining nectar fruits, to the bustle of tricycles with their mechanical smell. 

With power cuts, no Wi-Fi and limited water supply, like home? I think not, this culture’s its 

own. A lack of understanding from the language of tongue to the language of soul, a comfort 

is breached, am I in despair? 

Yet a fascination grows, not just within me but in those around me, as with stares follow 

smiles and constant mothering. With friendly fussing and greetings of warmth, it’s hard to be 

lost when pushed from your shell. 

II 

Long days and high heats, the nurses work wonders, yet the family and doctors have their 

say. Similar problems also occur, from small numbers in staff to never-ending paperwork 

tasks. 

Disease and illness are of different kind, with communicable diseases overwhelming the 

wards. Dengue disease, causing fever and rash, it’s a mosquito-borne virus and the most 

common of all. 

Malnourished children catching pneumonia and lack of hygiene still spreading typhoid. Look 

beyond the individual, there’s more to this, socio-economic status too should be unmasked. 

Although great care is taken from all, aseptic procedures did come with a shock. Handling 

blood without gloves and hand washing techniques not like I know, in the UK this would 

cause a brawl. 

Make do and mend, I’ve heard a lot. It’s an expense too far, so recycle we must. Needles, 

syringes, IV bottles and more, all are washed and reused once more. Single use items? I’ll 

think not to ask. 

Resources limited by location and cost, if you need special treatment then overseas you must 

go. By ferry or plane and no doctors on board, this island life has its downfalls. 

III 

With more supplies than most of its kind, the private hospital comes with a cost. Save you 

must for the price that will follow. What can be done? Saving lives is a must. 

Meticulous adding of the price by the nurses, there’s a constant reminder that your stay is not 

free. From CT scans more than your monthly wage to the room or some tape, every item is 

scored. 



With less public hospitals compared to the UK, what I find the norm is strange over here. 

Although the majority can afford the cost, it’s hard not to think about those who cannot; as in 

an emergency there’s no time to mistrust. 

“How much would this be in your homeland?” Some professional would ask, and I had 

mixed feelings when I said it’d be free. A human right, I’m proud of the fact. Yet when taken 

for granted, by some I am sure, sometimes it is hard not to feel like a fraud. 

A misconception I believe I held, about this private hospital I chose to work. Built from the 

ground up, there’s a sense of pride, which 14 years on still remains. An appreciation that 

brings tears of joy, I now understand this hospital abroad. 

 

 


