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LILIES OF THE FIELD

I was brought up in a Buddhist's family. My parents had three children. Our family's
financial condition was deeply stressed. My brother, who was only one year younger than
me, contracted the Measles right after birth. In the same year, our house was burned
down. Because my mother was physically weak at that time, I was sent to stay with my
grandmother who lived in the countryside. I did not return until at the age of five.
Therefore, my home was quite a strange place to me. M y first impression was that my
father was a short-tempered person. He would beat up children if they became annoying.
He studied at night school after work, so we did not see him until 10:00 P.M. every night.
As far as my mother, she did not show up either until it was the time for my father's
return, for she was indulged in gambling. Many times, she would take me to the gambling
place and have me wait there for several hours. On the way home, in order to cover up
her gambling behavior, she would always teach me how to lie to my father. I remember
there was on time I could not help but tell my father the truth. Immediately he slapped her
on the face, and two of them started to physically fight. Ever since that occurrence, |
noticed that my mother avoid eye contact with me, as if she blamed me for the conflict
between she and my father. From that time on, a great question mark was raised in my
heart about truth and lie.

In order to keep my mother home, my father gave in by allowing gambling be held at our
house. Therefore, my chore after school was to buy dinner for the gambling guests. |
usually had to go to a night market in front of a local Buddha temple. I saw many statues



sitting inside. Some had white faces, and some black faces. Some had long beards, and
most of them were dressed in shining golden clothes. People said that those statues
brought good luck. However, their faces were as scary as devils to me. Hence, every time
I passed by the temple, I had to turn my head and I tried to avoid looking at them.

In order to get more of my parents' attention, I studied very hard in the grad school. I
graduated with the highest honor and was enlisted as one of the international model
students. Holding the award and certificate, I ran home with excitement. When I showed
them to my father, he looked at me numbly and said: "Your mom just left. She does not
want you anymore." Upon hearing that, [ became very angry and tossed the certificate on
the floor allowing our dog to tear it apart. My mother's leaving was like a confirmation of
a curse in the family, for everyone in our family ended with divorce. I was convinced that
this curse will also be my fate. Therefore, I swore that I would never get married.

Nightmares began after my mother's departure. Everyday I returned to a house full of
darkness and sometimes my father's sobbing sound. My younger brother who had always
been my mother's pet could not adjust to her sudden leaving. He became a loose time
bomb which could go off anytime. He was over six feet tall and easily lost his temper.
When in a bad mood, he would beat me up severely. Sometimes, I was so badly beaten
that I could not even lie down on my back. He would often quarrel and even fight with
my father. One time he broke our TV set and stepped on the broken pieces of glasses.
Blood came down from his feet and onto the floor. He became wild and could not be
controlled but throw those broken pieces toward us. Hence, my father had to call the
police to take him away. Often time, in order to avoid his violence, I had to hide my self
in the only lockable room, the restroom. Hearing the pounding sounds on the door, for
several times, | made up my mind that once he broke in I would immediately jump out of
the window from the fourth floor. My life was often at stake and could end at anytime.

These things had adverse impacts on me. I could not sleep at night. My hair was lost by
bundles every morning. I talked with abnormally fast speed and often did not make any
sense. I sometimes heard strange voices and liked to walk on the palm-size edge of the
wall at the top of our building. While walking back and forth on the narrow edge, I
imagined that the wind would be kind enough to take me away, away from all the
unsolvable tragedies in my life.

One day when wondering around in the neighborhood, I suddenly heard a beautiful
melody. Lifting my head, I saw a church with a shining cross on the top. I walked into
that church and saw many people sitting and singing. They all had sweet and beautiful
smiles on their faces. I remember they were singing a song titled "Lilies of the Field".
Thee lyrics were: "Lilies of the field wear beautiful clothes, and birds in the sky never
worry for their lives, for the loving heavenly Father takes care of them. He loves people
even more and has prepared for them a way of eternal life." Although I did not know who
that heavenly Father was and what the way of eternal life was about, I felt warmth
surrounding my heart, as if [ were in heaven. From that time on, that church became my
hiding place for a while.



While stay8ing there, I came to know a Christian lady who taught me how to play cello.
AT that time I did not know why, but now I know this is the instrument God has given to
me with which I can praise Him. Six months later, I passed an examination and was
accepted into a school in Taiwan as a Music major student. Even though I was happy to
leave my home, I also left the home-like church.

On the first day of school, being totally alone in a new place and seeing many
schoolmates being accompanied by their family members, I felt very much left out.
Therefore, I swore to myself that I would live well in the future. Hence, before really
having a chance to know the loving heavenly Father, I drifted away into the world again.
The outcome was miserable. My nervousness returned, and nightmares reoccurred.
Especially, I was weak in interpersonal skills. I used all my allowance on schoolmates in
the hope that I might earn some friendship. However, that kind of friendship founded on
sinking sand and collapsed easily. Again, I felt disappointed about the love of mankind,
until one day God sent an angel into my life.

God later brought me to a Christian college. Right across our Music department building
was the campus chapel, which reminded me of the prior hiding place, However, I was
very different from other female students going to that college, especially in the way of
talking and dressing. I felt out of place among them. One day, a very ordinary looking
young lady approached me and invited me to go to the church meeting on the following
Sunday. Out of pride, I immediately declined her invitation, but she continued to chat
with me. I got very offensive when she asked me about my family, the most upsetting
topic. Naturally, I disliked her right away and lost the interest of talking to her.

One day, I suddenly got sick. With high fever, I lay down in my bed and could not move.
I though I would die that night. Surprisingly, the phone suddenly rang, but I did not have
strength to get it. Later, someone knocked on my door, yet I could open it either. Not too
much time later, the ordinary looking young lady broke into my room and saw my
condition. She rushed me to the hospital. Later on, she told me that God told her that I
was sick. From that day on, she became my best friend.

After we graduated, we both applied for overseas advanced study. She received
admission to go to Germany, but I was going to the U.S. We said good-bye in front of our
department building. After looking at me deep into the eyes, she suddenly embraced me
and said: "You know how many nights I knelt before the lord and prayed for your soul?"
"Even though we will not see each other again for a long time, I will continue to pray for
you so that you can know this loving Lord one day!" I had not cried for many years, but
that night I leaned on her and wept bitterly and promised her that I would soon find her
loving Lord.

With that promise in mind, I came to the U.S. Just as God has promised in the Bible:
"Those who seek shall find, and those who knock, the door should be open." The Lord
indeed talked to me and found me. It happened in one winter morning in 1995. I was



taking a walk in the neighborhood. Suddenly, I noticed a few wild flowers standing by
the roadside. I bent down and appreciated their beauty. All of a sudden, a melody arose in
my heart. It was the melody of the song titled "Lilies of the Field". I had not heard that
song for at least ten years by then, but the lyrics were clearly recited in my heart, as if
God was calling me home. I was shocked and speechless. Tearfully, I ran home and knelt
down by my bed. However, I could not say a word. Therefore, I got up and played my
cello to the beautiful melody of that song. I experienced a joy beyond description.

Quickly after that, God arranged another angel into my life, my husband. We knew each
other due to my toothache, and he was the dental school intern at UCLA. Later, I
contracted a few kinds of skin diseases, which made me very unpresentable. However, it
was God's perfect arrangement, for my husband did not lose his love or patience for me,
but took very good care of me. He was also a Christian, but not a regular church goer.
Nevertheless, on the Good Friday of that year, he felt compelled to go to church and
insisted that I went with him. Reluctantly, I went and did not understand a word of the
English speaking pastor's message. When the meeting almost ended, suddenly I heard
clearly every word he said: "God loves you, and He wants to change you, as long as
you're willing to give yourself to Him." That pastor wanted each one of us to write down
on a piece of paper the thing we want to give to Jesus. After giving some thought, I put
down "myself".

On that very night, | had a horrible dream. Although I had many bad dreams before, that
was the worst one. [ saw a pair of eyes looking at me in an orange fiery background.
Those eyes were filled with anger, just like devil was looking at me. 1 woke up form that
dream with great fear. I immediately asked the Lord for help for the first time. A great
peace then entered into my heart, so I was able to go back to sleep. Then I woke up next
morning, I decided to be baptized, for I knew the existence of evil sprits, and I knew only
by trusting the loving Lord, I could have true peace.

We can overcome all things by trusting the loving Lord. I was gradually able to overcome
the fear toward marriage. Just as said in the Bible: "In love, there is no fear. For the love
is complete, the fear is taken away." I learned that as long as a marriage is established in
the Lord, He will keep it all the way to the end. In the past two years, I truly witnessed
how God changed my husband and me.

Many people asked me: "Isn't it troublesome to change yourself here and there after
becoming a Christian?" In all the changes I have experienced in the Lord's hand, I only
see God's love and wisdom. I may be able to illustrate it with the following story. It was
like a man who was sloppy and messy. One day, his friend gave him a little pot of whit
lilies. Joyfully, he placed the pot in the middle of his living room. Immediately, he
noticed the messiness of the room did not match with the beautiful and fragrant lilies.
Therefore, he started cleaning his furniture, his room, his house, and even himself. After
everything was done, he was happy and appreciated the overall clean environment.

Our lord is just like that beautiful pot of lilies. After inviting Him to live in our heart, we



will gradually feel our filthiness does not match with His holiness. With His presence, we
obtain strength and motivation to clean ourselves. Sometimes, we feel tired, but the Lord
still patiently waits for us. Our faith is therefore strengthened and encourages us to go on.
This cleansing process continues until one day we see that our little place becomes part of
the heavenly home. The Lord is truly changing me, the one who was full of worry, easily
angered, lack of self esteem, selfish, does not love and trapped in all kinds of bondage.
He slowly brought me into His kingdom and healed me physically and spiritually.

My mother returned to my father a few years ago, but I could not forgive her. The
unforgiveness became a heavy burden in my heart. One day through the word of the Lord
that "He who labored and heavily burdened can come to me, and I will give you rest.
Carry my yoke and follow my pattern, thus, you shall find peace." The Lord's pattern is
patient, gracious, holy, righteous, forgiveness, and submission. He is love, which is
proven through the death on the cross. Shouldn't I so-called Christian is the one who
understands His love the most? Hence, I asked Him to help me forgive her. I also asked
her to open her heart and invite Jesus in. After we prayed together, I truly felt the peace
of the Lord.

Now, I can enjoy daily the joy, content ness and peace that I never experienced before
accepting Jesus into my heart. The Lord I believe in is true and living, totally different
from those idols who wait for fruits and sacrifices in the Buddha temple. Jesus is the one
who came to seek me when I did not know Him. His love never ends!

-Jamie Cheng



