
My Work My Life
After reading "Our Work Drudg-

ery or Dignity?" in a Christian maga-

zine for three to four times, I could not

help reminiscing my own work as a

doctor. When I was a young girl and

my sister had a convulsion, I thought

of being a doctor. Later on as a

teenager I determined to be a doctor

because I was rejected by a boy friend

who was going to be a doctor. Years

later, in God's providence, I became a

pediatrician. Being a single parent

bringing up two very young children,

work was a necessity for survival. I

worked very hard, studying to pass the

license examination, full time teaching

in a medical school, and taking care of
the needs of two small children. Then

God's Divine Hand opened the door

for me in Philadelphia. I was given an

opportunity to be trained as a child

neurologist to take care of children

with developmental disabilities. Also

in Philadelphia, through the love and

witnesses of Christian brothers and

sisters I became a born again Christian

and a child of God.

For the pass twenty-three years
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(from 1964 to 1987) I commuted

between New York and Philadelphia

because my work was in New York.

Every Friday afternoon I couldn't wait

to get back to my Chinese Bible Study

Fellowship and every Monday mom-

ing I couldn't wait to go back to my

work. Most of my patients were

disable children, such as those with

cerebral palsy, mental retardation,

epilepsy and leaming problems. No

matter how bard they tried to accept

their children's disabilities, parents

were often angry and frustrated. I

leamed patience and reacted to their

frustrations with sympathy, kindness

and love. It was not easy, but God

always showed me the way.

Most of my patients and their

parents confided in me. I found out

that the lost of a pet and loved ones

could hurt a child deeply and the

sorrorv rvould last a long time. God

gave me the joy of seeing a brain

injured child walking at seven years

and of motivating a child with

dyslexia to read. I had opportunity to

pray with teenagers rvho had abortions,



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. I just 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. 4J

"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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