Miracle or Obedience

Jesus performed a mighty miracle in raising Lazarus from the dead. But He did not take away the stone from the door of the sepulcher, nor did He remove the grave clothes when His resurrected friend came out of the tomb, “bound hand and foot” (John 11:44). Commenting on this fact, J. Boyd Nicholson wrote, “Standing before the grave of Lazarus, whose body was corrupting, the Lord demanded something of those who longed for a miracle. They might have questioned, ‘Lord, You are going to raise the dead; why not move this heavy stone with but a word—a thought?’ Herein lies a great principle: The Lord will not do by a miracle what we are to do by obedience. Is there a stone He wants you to roll away? Is there some hard, unyielding attitude; someone you will not forgive; some unconfessed sin; some step of obedience He awaits? It is ours to obey, it is His to do the miracles.”

Our Daily Bread 

This week has been a trying time, a season of faith and learning how to practice the steps in all my affairs. We are told that we should confess openly to our brothers our sins and make peace with them before we take communion and fellowship with the lord, and at the lords table. This is so we may show our love and willingness to obey his will. We are also called openly to accept God's love by accepting him at the alter for all to see. Marking us as Christians in a world of non believers. 

Today, I am grateful that this weekend was watched over by God's Grace for Sandi and I have been at eachothers throats stressing the bills, and the outcome of tomorrows to come instead of putting faith to work in our lives. 
In an effort to have my way, while I was packing my clothes reading myself to leave. I had placed my gun case on the cabinet - as the moments went by, I seized it and allowed myself an opportunity for my weakness to come thru. I knew Sandi was walking / rolling around and would open the door pressing the argument soon, so I with drew the revolver - unloaded, and held it in my hand. At that moment, my mind raced from one thought to next with out stoping - every thought ending in me, or starting with the word I. But the damage had been done, the motion was put into action the pistol was in place, and the hand of destruction was going to play itself out. I succumb to the moment in weakness and tried to gain control thru willfulness and threats of violence. 

When Sandi opened the door, I didn't get the reaction I had hoped for, nor did she brake stride when she said, that's not going to affect me, my mom killed herself you're not the first person. and then she chuckled. At that moment, clarity came back and I realized what I had done, and how I must have looked. But was to ashamed to say anything. The damage was done, it was time to hide, and look for shelter even if it was by myself.   so I could think this thru and "try to control the next step". The unfortunate thing, Sandi had called her brother over to assist/ and force me out of the house. I was already feeling down, and being forced out only made things worse. So once I got clothes together, I came back in to grab the gun case, and put it in the car her brother followed me out.. asking / telling me you don't need to take that, don't put yourself in any more trouble than you are now.. good words to say and I tossed the case w/ gun back to him, saying your right, thanks.  Here you keep it. And then I left the house with no real place in mind. Just getting away so I could calm down and think about it.

As I drove around, I remembered that earlier in the day, Sandi had said that she had moved money from my account to hers in order to pay the outstanding bills. In my minds eye, I knew that we had to pay them. But in the process she conveniently only left me with 300 dollars to find / seek a new home with. I naturally thought that this was intentional on her part so that I would not, or could not leave her for long. Blaming her, I thought she was trying to control me. 

So with that thought, I went to the bank to have her removed permanently from my account, and the funds replaced, or frozen till this could all be worked out. I was thinking that with my new job starting this Monday, I was going to open a new account in a different back so this would never happen again. The money would be safe, and protected from her or myself and moments of weakness.
Just as this was being done, in walks the local cops.. well sure enough, Sandi had called them and put out a "BOL" with armed with a pistol & suicidal beside it, . The gun wasn't even in my possession, as I had tossed it back to my brother in-law who happened to be at the house after Sandi called him.

 I explained what had happened to the officers, and they searched the car, when I told them who had it. One took me to the station, and the other went to the house with my keys.. I was processed, into the computer, with out being booked, but warned that this happens again, they can't promise me this happening again like this. The officer and I talked and he said that because the law is the way it is, I had no choice in this situation. I had to go see a shrink and talk to them, and then it's up to them as the disposition for the night. So I accepted the consqueses of my actions, and self will run a muck, and went by ambulance (just what I needed another bill) to the ER, where I talked to the ER STAFF. They inturn faxed my info over to the local "funny farm", and they called and spoke to me on the phone doing a pre-inital screening to determine my immediate need. I explained the days leading up to and including today's actions. And they saw where I was coming from, as I did also. They and I both felt that it was A STUPID stunt turned sour, all in the name of attention getting. They told me that they were glad that I came to this awakening.. because they only had 2 beds available and wanted to keep them open if they could for the weekend. As I hung up the phone, I was told that I would be discharged shortly and to relax. Talk about a relief lifted off my shoulders. I was stressing how to explain to the new job where I was, and why. 

Well, as I was sitting there waiting, the paramedics came in with a needle user who was having some medical trouble. As I sat there, I could hear him say he didn't want his family to know about his using habits. That he wanted to quit, but was afraid to and had tried rehabs, but they "were useless". 
Before I left, I had a moment to talk to him, while we were standing at the counter using the phone. I took the time to share why I was there, and what had gotten me to that point and how with him. It gave me a chance to reach out to help someone else besides myself. It totaly floored me, when he said.. and I thought I had troubles, gezz you make mine look small. I think I would have done myself in, rather than put up with that crap in my life.. how do you do it? 

The door was cracked, time to share the program one day at a time! I said, One day at a time. At that point, I got the hotline number for NA, and gave it to him, and he thanked me for sharing it with him. He said, I was the first person that had ever shared their life with him like that, and that he would definitely call NA when he got home to find a meeting. He seemed to understand why the medical community can't help us as they don't know why we do the things we do. I told him, that we stay sober and clean by reaching out to help those around us, just as I am reaching out to you now. It's what gives us hope to make it for the rest of the day clean and sober and remembering that sober feeling the filling all the day long. That's how we stay clean and sober - one day at a time. We reach out...

Well that's been my weekend in a nut shell - I'm currently at home still, been grounded to the basement, and ordered to stay away from Sandi. and not say anything to her. This I can do.. I can "conquer this with ease" I can ignore anyone anytime anyplace.. hehe This has been my major problem for today though..it's a case of ISM - I Sabotage Myself. So for the rest of the day, I'm putting God first, and treating Sandi as if she were a sick person rather than my enemy.

 I give honor and glory to God for sparing me, and allowing me today to share my testimony with you all and allowing me to work my program of honesty with you all - this isn't everything that happened mind you, but the most important things that I need to be held accountable to and for this weekend. With out this program I would have surely gone back out and drank and used and for that I'm thankful. I owe my life to the care and love of God above.
bob
