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     As I arrived at the home of my second client of the day, I shut off the car, grabbed my 
purse, and my home health bag, and headed to the door. When my foot landed on the first
step going into the house, I was overcome with such weakness, I wondered how I was 
going to make it through not only this case, but the rest of my day, as well.
     I had just come from caring for a bed-bound two-hundred-pound Multiple Sclerosis 
patient who required a bed bath, as well as an occupied bed change. I was exhausted. Not 
for the first time, I wondered at the wisdom of my present job choice.
     I had been plagued by back problems and Atrial Fibrillation for years. Add to that 
undiagnosed asthma. It was no wonder I felt the way I did on that cold, frosty morning.
     The path to this job began four years before this incident, when I saw an ad in the paper announcing our community hospital was about to embark on a program to supply its service area with home health aides. These individuals were to come into private homes to provide patient care and basic housekeeping services. The local community college was preparing to provide one hundred and twenty hours of training to certify the workers.
    At the age of thirty-five, I jumped at the chance. I had always wanted to be a nurse, but life had taken me in a different direction. This might be as close as I’d get to my dream.
    And so it was, I set out on a six-year career, sometimes putting on up to one hundred fifty miles a day, delivering care to my clientele. 
     I loved the work. My body didn’t agree.

