
MY THIRD LEG

Bom in Hong Kong while it was

under British rule, I grew up as the

youngest in a family of eight children.

My first contact with Christianity

came as a result of my education at an

all girls school run by missionaries

from London, England. Leaming

English and studying the Bible were

part of the curriculum. I was only nine

when my father passed away. Though

my parents wer€ not Buddhists, mY

mother kept the Chinese custom of
ancestor worship after my father's

death.

Soon I began to feel an

emptiness in life and wondered if there

was life after death. While searching

for meaning in life, I noticed a

difference, a kind of happiness and

contentment in some of my classmates.

Longing to uncover their secret of
contentment, I went to church with
them and discovered that Jesus was the

reason for their joy. After some

searching and with the help and

encouragement of these friends, I
invited Jesus into my life to be my

Lord and Savior.

Everything seemed fine when I
graduated from high school and
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entered the Government School of
Nursing. Later, I married my husband

Peter, an architect, and we immigrated

to Canada in 1968. Both of us held

stable jobs. Adjusting to the Canadian

culture and to married life while
working full time was very

challenging, especially with my

mother still back in Hong Kong. I tried

my best to be a good nurse and a good

wife, which constantly kept me busy.

As a result, I began to spend less time

developing and intimate relatioship

with God. In fact, I was taking God for
granted while I felt I had no special

needs or any obvious problems.

The first situation occurred a few
years after our marriage. When we

tried to start a family, I had difficulty
getting pregnant. A ruptured appendix

from my childhood days greatly

reduced my chances of getting

pregnant. Since I had always love

children, this realization fell on me

like a bomb. There was nothing to do

but pray. After about a year. I finally
came to the point of giving up and

accepting the possibility of not having

any children at all. However, the very

month I was preparing to reapply for a



job, I got pregnant! God had certainly
planned this to see if I was willine to
accept His Will.

But that's not the end of the story.
Our daughter Argela was born two
weeks before the due date on
Thanksgiving Day in 1973. God
wanted all of the credit, and
Thanksgiving took on an extra
meaning for me.

Eight years after Angela was
born, I suffered a brain hemorrhage.
God answered many prayers on my
behalf and spared my life. Within
weeks, I was miraculouslv back at
work as usual.

A major cirisis occurred in 1990
on September 4. I still remember
brushing my teeth and getting ready
for work that morning when suddenly,
my left hand dropped. Being a nurse, I
knew this was a bad sign. After an
urgent brain scan, I underwent
emergency brain surgery. The doctor
told my family that he did not expect
me to survive. I had a congerital
abnormality in the blood vessel of the
brain, a condition known as "moya-
moya syndrome". Even though this
condition is more common in Asians,
the chance of having the syndrome is
one in fwo thousand. Apparently, I had
hit the jackpot! The left side of my
body had been affected, and I became
a hemiplegic. I only began to
comprehend the seriousness of the

situation when I was later informed of
the doctor's initial words to the rest of
my family.

As I thought about the situation, I
realized that God had the best interest
of my family in mind since He had not
allowed me to become handicapped in
1981 when Angela would have been
more dependent on me. God had been
in control all along!

However, I still had to struggle
with questions like "Why me?" I had
gone from the care-giving nurse to the
helpless stroke victim; from the usual
person behind the wheel to the back-
seat driver; from an active, healthy,
and athletic person to one requiring the
assistance of a leg brace and a "third
leg" to walk; from an ambitious
individual to one left with shattered
dreams; from a humorous person to
one who seldom laughs. My identity as

a nurse, my independence, my world
of possibilities, and my sense of humor
all seemed to have disappeared.

Though intellectually I had
leamed about depression, it was quite
an experience to be in a depression
myself. The common occurrence of
depression in stroke victims means
that the patients are often started on
antidepressants before leaving the
hospital. I was no exception.
Unfortunately, I suffered the side
effects of the medication. I became
restless whether I was havins a meal
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or watching TV. Of course, the whole
family was affected, especially Angela,

who was in grade twelve at the time.

Out of desperation, I cried out to God

and decided to depend on Him alone

by stopping all medications. I
experienced God's mercy and

faithfulness once more!

During sleepless nights, I would
lie there trying to make sense of the

whole situation. Even during those

early hours, God reminded me that He

had not forgotten me. The chorus

"Rejoice in the Lord" kept coming to
my mind:

"Rejoice in the Lord, He makes

no mistake.

He knows the end of the path that

I take,

for when I am tried and purified,

I shall come forth as gold."

Too tired to fight, I decided to let

God, who "makes no mistake," to take

complete control of my life. It was

then that I began to experience the

long-awaited inner peace and rest. At
last, I found the strength to go on with
lifel

The finite mind of man can see

but one small piece of the puzzle, not
the whole picture. Nevertheless, this

small piece of the puzzle is very
important, for without it the whole
puzzle would be incomplete! Joni

Erickson Tada, in her book A Step

Further, presents a similar analogy:

"We cannot make full sense of
God's plan, for it is like looking
through the reverse side of a

beautiful piece of embroidery

work. What we see are only the

mixed up pieces of the ends of
threads!"

God has a plan for my life
whether I can understand His plan or
not. Just as Michael Angelo
meticulousy chiseled away at a big
piece of marble to create a beautiful
work of art, God has been smoothing
my rough edges to transform me into
the person He has intended for me to
be. One of Charles Swindoll's articles

also inspired me:

"The longer I live, the more I
realize the impact of attitude. To
me, it is more important than

education, money, success, or
what others think, say or do. The

only thing we can control is our

attitude. Life is 10% of what
happens to me and 90% ofhow I
react to it. We are in charee of
our attifude."

As a nurse. I have been trained to
be in charge. Realizing my limited
control over the circumstances, I
determined to take control of my
attitude. Remembering my trust in God

and asking Him to show me His will, I
replaced my " why?" question with
"Lord, I am yours, make me and mold
me accordins to Your will." I had trvo
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choices:throw a pity party or yield to
God. The choice was simple, as I no
longer focused on the problem but on
Jesus Christ, the Problem Solver. Jesus,

who claimed victory even over death,
was now my Friend, my Help, and my
Hope. Knowing that with God by my
side, I had nothing to fear--not even

death, my confidence retumed, and I
began to enjoy life again. Not only can

I help out with the house chores, I
volunteer for the Stroke Association
and am also able to care and pray for
others. And thanks to the local
telephone company, I can often
encourage others without having to
leave home.

Negative feelings return
occasionally as a result of frustration
and discouragement, which I have
come to see as a regular part of this
life. On these occasions, I remember
that I am precious in God's sight and
important enough for God to send His

Son to deliver me. With stubbom
determination, a firm faith in God, and

help from Jesus Christ, I have learned

to claim victory in Jesus' name.

The light at the end of the six-
year-long tunnel is finally in sight. I
have leamed not to take anything for
granted. Looking back, I can see how
God has been preparing me for His
purpose all along. He can use anlthing
and anyone for His glory--even an

imperfect, disabled person like me! I
need only say, "Lord , I surrender to
You. Please use me. I am available."

Through my own experience, I
know I can put all my trust in Jesus,

because He is indeed the Almighty
God. While He was on earth, Jesus had
absolute victory in all areas of His life.
With His help, we can lead a

victorious life, too.

O how great God is! What
magnificent hope we have in Him! A
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Place of fire

searing heat

where flames do not purify
the gold that passes through

nor burn the dross of sin. A
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