A Cup of Water

By Jorge Vargas MD

I don't know if you could properly call what I am about to write as a "devotional" in the truest sense of the word. Frankly, I don't know where to begin. I was fed the Gospel of Success for years and I have come to the place where I am frankly burned out with the professional life. The desire in my heart now is to reach the world with the Gospel of Jesus Christ and to be used for His Glory.

I had strived for years to accomplish professionally and I literally was told on the first day of medical school, "Look to your left. That person will not graduate with you. Look to your right. That person will be divorced by the time you graduate" It stayed with me forever. It was so callous and cruel.

 I became callous and cruel as the years of medical training went on. Nights on call. Mountains of charts to write up. Hundreds of complaining patients. Hostile clinics and hospitals. Tons of red tape. Unreasonable demands by insurance companies.

 The Gospel of Success left me bitter, broken and angry. I didn't understand why I had failed. I followed all the rules. I worked hard and believed. In 1996 it all came crashing down on my head. I lost it all. I didn't know that I had been worshipping a false god. I paid dearly!

Jesus scraped me off the ground. My practice was in shambles. My finances were destroyed. I was facing a divorce. What happened to "the doctor, the psychiatrist"? I was a basket case but unlike my colleagues, I didn't hide it. Everyone knew that I had gone off the deep end. I went crazy! I realized that that psychiatry was no use to me in resolving my problems. It was like throwing a cup of water on a forest fire

Even after I was saved, I had bad experiences with two different churches whose cold legalism and demanding schedules made me feel more alienated and hostile toward everything and everyone. I lashed out at everyone around me. No one could help me. All I hear were empty phrases like, "Just trust God, bro!" No wisdom, no encouragement. 

But God has healed me of all that mental turmoil. It took years and I don't know how, but He did. I see hope and I know that God will use me to reach the world. I want to be used to bring hope to those who feel shattered, useless and without hope.

God healed my mind.

 Take it from a psychiatrist!
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