
wrong before.  
Looking back on 

a l l  t h e  w o n d e r f u l 
experiences, I felt so 
welcomed into th is 
beautiful country. All the 
food they served on the 

table was delicious. I felt 
being part of the Chinese 
culture in a very short time. 
A few weeks ago, I could 
not even imagine using my 
own business skills to 
serve the Lord in China. 
Now, I see how powerful 
and important to train up a 
new generation with not 
only business skills but 
ethics. How I wish I can go 
back and teach those 
students again! 

We arrived at the 
Chongqing Technology 
and Business University 
on a cool autumn day. A 
role play on the first day 
chal lenged al l  the 
students into thinking: 
Lily, a young university 
graduate, lied in her 
resume about her past 
experiences in order to 
get a good job. She was 
h i r e d  im m e d ia t e l y . 
However, later on, her 
supervisor found out that 
she was actually fired 
from her previous job and 
many of the facts in the 
resume were lies. The 
role play was stopped 
there. The students were 
asked to vote for their 
actions: to fire or to 
forgive her. All the 
students immediately said 
that she should be fired. 
“W hy?” I asked. T he 
answer was unanimous. 
She had done some 
unforgivable mistakes. 
“U nforgiva ble m istake? 
What kind? Have you 

ever lied in your job?” I 
asked again. The audience 
seemed to be stunned. 
They did not know how to 
reply. However, to them, to 
forgive seemed to be 
totally beyond the principle 
of the business world. 
After all, she deserved 
such punishment. For the 
following days, we were 
still discussing about the 
role play. Some students 
started to doubt their 
decisions. Should we give 
her a second chance if she 
regretted and said sorry? 
How about us? We all 
made mistakes before? 
What happens if nobody 
forgives us? Later on, I 
challenged my class to 
think of another question, 
“w hat do you, Lily and 
Chr is tm as  have  in 
com m on?” T he y w ere 
even more shocked about 
my question. I told them 
the greatest gift of 
Christmas is that we are 
forgiven despite the fact 
that we all did something 

To fire or to forgive         Matt Whitman 

Yi Minority Scholarship Fund 
 In May 2005, I made my first visit to the home of a Yi student  Shama Gaga. The aim was to 
assess her fam ily’s financial situatio n in preparatio n fo r the needy students’ scho larship. U po n entering 
the ho m e, I no ticed that the student’s m o ther w as gro ping alo ng the w all to  find her w ay into  the 
house. After inquiry, her mom had undergone an eye surgery with the borrowed 2000 yuan from 
relatives. Unfortunately, the operation was unsuccessful. Immediately, I asked if the team of MSI eye 
do cto rs fro m  the U S can help her. T w o  days later, Sham a G aga’s m o ther w as o perated. T o day, she is 
back on her feet and bustling around caring for the family. She is able to bring farm produce to the 
m arket to  sell in o rder to  raise the fam ily’s share o f Sham a G ag’s scho o l expanses. Sham a G aga w as 
really to uched and this has o pened the fam ily’s heart to w ards the greatest lo ve o f all. Indeed lo ve 
demonstrated in practical ways is the greatest testimony of His goodness and love.  

For further inform ation of how to support this scholarship fund, em ail info@m sicanadada .org  
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Special points of interest: 
 W ould you fire an em ployee 

w ho lied in  the resum e?  

 W hat  is Y i M inority Scholar-
ship Fund?  

 Serving the Lord w ith m y 
business, teaching, m edical 
skills and m ore?  

 For m ore info on Short  and 
Long Term  Services Oppor-
tunit ies, visit  
w ww .m sicanada.org or 
em ail info@m sicanada.org  
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Student and M a tt 



interns rushed out to get som e m ore supplies, stating, “N o.”   W e w aited m ore. 
Another scream!! I pushed the door opened again and heard the doctors 
discussing in M andarin, “w e can‟t do it, he is too tense. H e needs to relax.” I 
yelled in E nglish im m ediately, “Josh, you need to relax. W e are praying for you. 
Just trust the Lord. Let the doctors do w hatever they w ant. Just relax!” T hen, I 
closed the door. Chin, Ron and I were praying. Our escorts were pacing up and 
down, not knowing what else they can do. Blair was so guilt stricken that he 
squatted on the floor and covered his face. Ron went over and rubbed his back 
and assured him , “it w as not your fault.” I echoed, “It w as only an accident.” 
 The door was pushed open after a few minutes. I saw the grin on the face 
of the doctors. T hey said, “It is done.” “P raise the Lord,” I shouted. D ragging our  
over-exhausted bodies back to our apartment, I could not sleep but thank the 
Lord for H is answ er to our prayers. I could see the seed of G od‟s love planted in 
B lair‟s heart.  

    OUR ESCORTS WERE PACING UP AND DOWN,... 

Page 2                        MSI CANADA 
NEWSLETTER WINTER ISSUE 2006 

“I could see the 
se e d  o f G o d ‟s lo ve  

p la n te d  … ”  

Guess what Ron is 
drinking?  

 

Within 24 hours of arriving at Chongqing, an accident happened. Josh 
and Ron decided to have a basketball game with our escort, Blair, and his 
friends. Chin and I were visiting MSI colleagues at their apartment meeting with 
about 15 students for E nglish corner. B y 9:30 pm , the phone rang at M ark‟s 
place. The students and us were just starting to have an intense conversation 
about purpose and meaning of life. I heard my name, wondering who this person 
w as on the other end. It w as B ob, the assisting director of F oreign A ffairs. “Josh 
slipped and fell at the basketball field. I think he hurt himself badly. I am going to 
take him  to the hospital.” said B ob. “W hat?” I replied. I heard som e gasps from  
my unwanted audience behind me. Chin and I walked out immediately thanking 
our hosts and taking our impolite exit.  

Finally, the doctor arrived. I used my broken Mandarin to explain to them 
that he needed an X-ray right away. After the X-ray was taken, Josh was then 
wheeled back to the emergency room, as they were debating whether to admit 
him to the surgery ward or not. The nurse finally motioned us to go. Four of us  
wheeled him up to the surgery ward. The diagnosis was dislocation, as 
expected. “W e m ight need to put him  under general anesthetic, as he is a big 
m an.” I tried to interpret for Josh. Im m ediately, Josh said, “m y aunt could not 
wake up from general anesthetic; we have a genetic disposition in our family 
called „m alignant hypotherm ia‟. If I am  going to be put under general, I need a 
special kind.” I tried m y very best to convey the m essage to the doctor, they 
looked at m e puzzled. I had no w ay to translate “m alignant hypotherm ia” to the 
doctor and therefore asked if they had a bilingual dictionary. But the answer was 
no. S o, w e prayed and w aited. T he doctor finally said, let‟s try local anesthetic 
and see. “W e m ight not be able to com plete the reduction,” the doctor said. Josh 
nodded. We all went out and gave them some privacy. A few more interns 
arrived. Altogether there were 5 men. I could not see from standing outside. We 
could only pray.  

Within minutes, we heard this groaning scream coming out from the 
room . I pushed the door opened slightly and asked, “Is it done?” O ne of the 

Within 24 hours     Vienna Chan 

English team having 
dinner with school 
officials. 

China Trivia 
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“I w as only 5 
years old when we first 
m et,” said H annah. N ow  
twelve and almost as tall 
as I am, she proudly told 
me that she achieved an 
average of over 95% in 
all subjects at school, 
and that she wanted to 
be a teacher when she 
g re w  u p . “D o  yo u 
remember we played 
badm inton over there?” 
she asked, pointing to an 
open space beside the 
pharmacy building. Of 
course I do. I remember 
the laughter we had 
playing together, I 
remember the singing we 
had at dinner with the 
local hospital staff, I 
remember the rich 
fellowship I had with my 
team mates, and I 
remember the little boy 
wi th uncontrol lable 
se izures  and the 
emotionless faces of his 
parents. These and 
many other images from 
that trip in 1999 are 
seared into my memory. 

“Let m e tell you 
the story of the big rock,” 
enthusiastically said one 

o f  t h e  h o s p i t a l 
administrators during our 
w elcom e dinner. “N ot 
again,” I thought to 
m yself, “I have heard it 
m any tim es already!” H e 
continued, unaware of 
m y silent protest. “It w as 
in 1998 when the roads 
were not as good as they 
are now. I went to 
Chengdu to pick up the 
medical team. A big rock 
rolled down the hill and 
completely blocked the 
road. We had to wait for 
someone to come and 
put explosives into the 
rock and blow it apart 
before our vans could 
continue our journey.” H e 
went on to count the 
people on that first team: 
Stephen, Po Kee, 
Richard, Carter, Peter, 
Derek and Matthew. He 
hardly had any occasion 
to use English in his daily 
l i fe,  yet he had 
committed these 7 
unfamiliar English names 
to memory. Those 7 
gentlemen must have left 
an indelible impression 
on his mind. 
 “C hristians are 

diffe re nt!” our drive r 
declared. He went on to 
back his statement up 
w ith evidence. “I have 
picked up and sent off 
every single medical 
team since 1998; and I 
have watched you. You 
guys don‟t w ear flashy 
clothes and with the 
exception of one lady 
doctor, none of you wear 
any gold or silver jewelry. 
Moreover, when you ride 
on my van, you always 
leave it as clean as when 
you board it. Y ou don‟t 
spit, litter, smoke or 
sw ear, and you‟re alw ays 
polite. You guys are 
different!” W hat astute 
observation! I didn‟t even 
notice the absence of 
jewelry on my team 
mates! We sometimes 
feel hindered that we 
cannot share openly. Yet 
opportunities to witness 
abound, often in the 
smallest of details! Our 
actions and reactions in 
various circumstances 
have becom e a „tract‟ for 
others to read. Through 
the last eight years, little 
by little, one team after 
another, one story at a 
time, seed was being 
sown and fruit is coming 
forth. 

Stories, stories and more stories      Dr. Wendy Cheung 

“„Christ ians are 
d iffe re n t ! ‟ O u r d rive r 
declared. He went  on 
to back his statem ent  
u p  w ith  ev id e n ce.”  

“Y ou  a re a lm ost a s ta ll 
a s m e!” sa id  W en d y. 

Janet and her friend 

 

A letter from the student 
 

“Thank you for flying to Luzhou in such a hot summer to teach Eng-
lish for us. Thank you for the joy, the passion and the love that you 
brought us, thank you for such lively lessons that you prepared hard 
for us… ” 

Yours,  

Daisy 



 

introduce until the end of 
the week! As it turned out, 
he had walked past an-
other discussion group 
just as they were looking 
at PowerPoint slides with 
those song lyrics on 
them. He explained that 
he recognized it because 
his dad, a doctor, had 
learned that same song 
from a MSI medical team 
some time ago and had 
sung it at home. Wow!  

S e n sin g  T o m ‟s 
stress about his upcom-
ing nation-wide examina-
tion, our conversation 
turned to such topics as 
self-worth, true success, 
and the meaning of life 
(i.e. striving to become #1 

During my first 
venture into China as an 
English teacher this past 
summer, I discovered 
what it means to show 
love and receive it from a 
people of whose true cul-
ture and language I know 
relatively little. G od‟s 
works were evident as we 
met person after person 
whose hearts were wide 
open to us and what we 
had to teach them.  

Halfway into the 
first week, Tom asked 
when we were going to 
teach them  the song “T he 
T r u e  M e a n i n g  o f 
Love” (based on 1 C orin-
thians 13) –  a song we 
w eren‟t even planning to 

shouldn‟t be the prim ary focus 
of your life). We had some 
good discussion, eye-opening 
for both parties, and then we 
shared a tasty meal.  

Even after I returned to 
Canada, my Father showed 
me that our absence would not 
mean the end of His work. 
Waiting in my e-mail inbox was 
a message from Tom: …  I’m  
so happy that I could spend 
the wonderful time with you. 
Because of your correct views 
of life, I will feel happier in the 
rest of my life. As you can see, 
a person w ho doesn’t have a 
correct view of life is like hav-
ing no soul. May His love con-
tinue to spread unabated 
throughout this thirsty land! 

 

Love is a Universal Language  Carmen Yan 

“Y u m …   
 Thank you for the sup-
p er,” sa id  Ca rm en  (3 rd  
from the left). 
 
 
 
Answer to China 
Trivia:  
Ron is drinking the 
bone barrow of a pork 
bone!! YUMM... 

128 Cornwall Road 
Sherwood Park, AB 
T8H 2L4 
 

Phone or fax: (780) 417-4753 
Email: info@miscanada.org 
 

To glorify God by mobilizing Christ-
like professionals to serve in China 

MSI Canada Professional Services 

Organization 
Surprises    Janet Johansson 
W hat should a naïve w esterner expect upon arrival in a 

city with a population the size of Canada, with a university 
population of 22,000? What were some of the most poignant 
experiences?  For me, one was meeting a delightful young 
freshman on campus who took most of his Saturday afternoon 
to help me find prescription sunglasses.  He was in no hurry to 
run off to his young friends and in our time together I learned 
that he had been orphaned by the age of 10 and was being 
supported by his brother, who sells chickens, and his sister 
who sells combs.  My heart went out to him and I asked him 
whether he felt alone in the universe.  He felt that he had been 
abandoned.  As we talked, he came to realize that he was not 
alone when his father died when he was 8 and when his 
mother passed away when he was 10.  At that time of horren-
dous sorrow and loss he was loved more than he ever knew.    

Another friendship which I will always treasure is with a 
form erly rebellious junior w ho feels he does not fit in.  It‟s true.  
H e doesn‟t.  H e is an independent thinker w ho challenges eve-
rything!  D uring a “Listening W orkshop” he questioned w hether 
Quebec, my home province, would separate from Canada.  We 
had a great discussion about things not always being what they 
appeared to be. This is a young man with extraordinary poten-
tial who continues to challenge and seek truth.  What a great 
asset China has in him! These were only 2 of so many precious 
young achievers whose hearts are open and giving. Our team 
shed tears more than once before we left.  We experienced the 
heart of young China and are forever changed. 

 

WWW.MSICANADA.ORG 


