
who desired to be homosexual and

who were homeless and all alone in

the world. I have always loved my

work. God retired me in September

1987. Through the years at work God

has taught me empathy, patience,

humility, forbearance, and love for the

unlovely ones. Ijust do not know how

to divide my work from my life. God

knows that my work is my life for him.

Recently I received a letter from

a ten-year old girl, a patient of mine.

She wrote, "I want to tell you that

when you left the hospital I was so

disappointed because I thought that

you were the best doctor anybody

could have. I love you." My tears

came down, thanking God for His

tender loving care to me through the

hands of my little patient.

To me, my work is neither

drudgery or dignity. It is my life for

God to mold, to teach, and to

transform. $

"On His Pillovv"
It was early morning when I

awoke with a sick feeling in my

stomach. As I opened my eyes I
remembered and the realities of the

day came too quickly. It wasn't a
dream after all.

Today would be the day I'd find
out if my teen-age son would be

charged with a felony or misdemeanor.

I tried to close my eyes and go back to

sleep, where was it safe. It didn't work.

"God, for once, can't I be spared a

few minutes of relief from this world

and its troubles?" The phone rings. It

Hsiao Ching

is my Realtor. Someone's coming to
see the house within the hour. It's my

first day to sleep in, I have a house full
of kids that have slept over, my

kitchen is a mess and my ironing and

laundry are sprawled out in three

rooms. I feel overwhelmed.

As my back cries out in pain, I sit

up in bed and look at my small dog

Tiara, asleep against my pillow. Her

little body was on the opposite side of
my head. How I long to be a dog. No
worries, no job, no problems.

Leaning against my bathroom
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sink, in the mirror I stare at a terible
sight. Life's woes have taken their tow.

I have bags under my eyes from

working late last night, wrinkles
pointing in every direction, I should

not be seen in public. But, life must go

on.

After my morning rituals, I return

to my bedroom and see Tiara. She has

moved and is now resting on the

opposite side of my bed. She is above

my husband's head and leaning against

his pillow. She has to always touch a

part of our bodies. Whether for
warmth or comfort, she's always close

by and at perfect peace.

I stop and tear. Oh, God, why

can't I be like her? I don't really want

to be a dog, but why can't I rest like

that? Why don't I find comfort, such

satisfaction, as Tiara does? She has

such freedom in her movements, such

peace in her positions. No matter

where she is, under my feet at the

dining room table, on my lap on the

sofa, or even against my head on my

bed, she is so content. If I can only

have her satisfaction. IfI can only steal

her rest for a few moments, how happy

I would be!

Then God talked to me. "You can,

if you choose to. You have the

opportunity every moment of the day.

But instead, you choose to be alone. If
you would follow me like Tiara does

you around the house, do you think I
would not care for you? But instead,

you walk away from me when I
approach. You want to be independent,

do things your won way, do things

alone. You don't want to be with me.

You rather soak in the corner of the

room and whine about your life and

how difficult it is. You love to pace

and complain to your friends about

your troubles. You want everyone to

know your scars you carry are because

you have been so worthy, suffered so

much. "

It was true, it was all true. Tiara

has pleasure because she is always

under my wing. I provide everything

for her, her food, play, exercise. She

needs nothing else. And because she

has faith in me to continue to love and

care for her, she can rest upon my lap,

under my feet, on my bed. Because she

is confident that I would not abandon

her, but love her, she is content, calm,

and able to enjoy her existence.

So it takes faith. Once again that

simple ingredient. Why is it so

difficult for me to believe? God loves

me, if only I would get close enough to

lay my head on his pillow. A
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