“WALKING WITH GOD: LESSONS LEARNED”

While out on a walk, God spoke clearly to me with an object lesson.  Through my children, the Lord showed me where I am with my recovery walk and maybe it will speak to you as well. With the temperature break, the girls were anxious to get out of the house.  They wanted to ride their bikes around the development and so begged and pleaded with my husband and me to walk with them.  The first lesson was my reaction, while I knew it was a good idea it seemed like it might be a lot of aggravation. Getting ready, getting the bikes out, helmets on, just the preparation seemed exhausting.  Nevertheless, something inside me said stop thinking about it and go.  And so it goes with my recovery, there is so much to do (or so it seems) I get over whelmed.  I know recovery is a good idea, but what about the work that is involved? Would it be worth it in the end? Off we go, the girls on their bikes, parents on foot with our dog and the next lesson coming into focus.  The girls are riding in circles in the street, crisscrossing and nearly colliding with each other. Up on the sidewalk they go only to race back into the street, they cannot decide where they would like to ride.  How often do I scramble around in circles barely making progress because I keep covering the same territory?  Rather then walking my recovery straight and narrow, I run serpentine and then I am surprised when I get off course. Now, my development is set up in an oval, and there are two hills that don’t look like much of a problem, but are surprisingly hard for me to walk up and even harder for two four year olds to pedal up on their training wheels. The first challenge, my four-year-old twins are on the sidewalk.  They quickly find that what they thought was just a wet spot turns out to be ice and they are spinning their wheels.  Yes God, I see that I often do the same, in trying to navigate through what seems to be an easy task I spin my wheels on the little spots I misjudged. I help them over this obstacle and they become stuck repeatedly when they ride off the sidewalk and on to lawn.  Now here is another point to consider. In this development, most of the neighbors like to have very neat and tidy lawns and walkways. To this end they get a little, well, let’s say “aggressive” in edging.  Deep ruts that seem bent on trapping small training wheels line the sidewalks. How often do I casually step off the path before me and get stuck? By now I have convinced (more like forced) the girls to ride in the street. They are pedaling along pretty well until the hill sets in. My youngest is in trouble.  Being the smallest of the three, her legs are just not as strong. She is trying to go but not moving, so I help her with a gentle push. The push gets her going, and that is when it hits me, she stops moving and starts to fall back when she turns her head to see where I am. When she loses her focus she is unable to move at all, and that frustrates her. To encourage her I say, “See that basketball net at the top of the hill? Look at the net, keep your eyes looking that way and keep moving.  Don’t look to see where I am.  I’ll be right here and I will help you when you need it.” I wish I could say that she did exactly what I told her to do, but again this situation is one that God designed in order to teach me, and so she continually looked back and lost power. I had to intervene, and help her get started again and again.  It did not matter how much I encouraged or reminded her, she only wanted to know where I was and if I was going to get her up that hill.  It was painfully obvious to me that I am continuing to forget to keep looking ahead. I forget the steps to success that I have been given, and instead, look behind me, trying to find God and see some reassurance that He will get me up this hill. Deep down I want God to do the hard work and just let me keep my feet up. There was one last lesson God had for me in the form of a hill. Having made it to the top of the hill, we now had to go down the other side.  No longer needing a push from me, my little one pedaled ahead.  As she picked up speed, I shouted for her to slow down, but she couldn’t hear me. I could see that she was beginning to lose control; she was wobbling on the cinders in the road. All I could do was watch and pray.  Mercifully, she didn’t fall, her Heavenly Father was watching out her.  He is watching out for me too but I have to be careful not to rush things.  I need to be able to hear him, and I need to be able to slow down so I don’t lose control and crash. The last thing I noticed before the walk was over involved my six-year-old.  She is riding her two wheeler. She has been at this bike-riding thing for a while, so no more training wheels for her! She is riding the bike she was given for her birthday, and it is slightly too big for her.  No doubt, it will fit her perfectly by the time the warm weather arrives, but for now while she can ride it pretty well, sometimes she gets carried away. We were on the straightaway and heading home; the girls were riding ahead as usual. As I watched the twins, riding along it looked like their sister was trying to crash into them.  Around and around she would circle then suddenly ride directly at one girl only to turn off at the last second.  When we yelled and told her to stop, she said she was trying to help them.  She was telling them what to avoid on the road.  How often do well meaning people swoop in and tell me what I need to avoid?  These are people with good intentions, but no idea what it means to be in recovery. As they try to be helpful, it seems like an attack. Yes Lord, I see that I need to step back and look at what is really happening. So much to think about from one little walk.  I cannot say that I am thrilled that God liken me to my four-year-old daughters but in all honesty, it isn’t surprising. I am just thankful that God chose to teach me something that I needed to learn.  
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