GOD, MY HEALER

     Dealing with sickness in any form can be a difficult struggle.  Whether it is a nagging cold or a serious disease, health problems can have an enormous effect not only on our physical state but also our mental and emotional well-being.  Our physical health can inspire us to be more positive when we feel energetic and well, but adversely it can drag us down into the pits of despair when we are ailing.  The way our spiritual, mental, emotional, and physical welfare are intertwined is truly amazing.  It is no wonder that God teaches us to crucify our flesh and set our minds on things above because He knows that our frail hearts can crumble if our fleshly nature is left in charge.  If we rely on our feelings, whether physical or emotional, to lead us, then we will surely rise and fall with every wind.  When we allow God’s Spirit to rule over our lives, then we walk consistently in His fruit which is love, joy, and peace.

     Recently, I was faced with a very, small challenge in my health, and it opened my eyes to some important truths.  The first thing I learned was how quickly my mind was affected by my sickness.  As my energy dropped and my body weakened, I became more and more vulnerable to discouragement and depression.  These feelings shocked me because I am a very upbeat and positive person.  I put forth great effort to keep my spirits up and tried to spend time in the Word, but with each day, my efforts lessened.  It grew increasingly difficult to find the determination to read the Bible and pray because I was tired and frustrated.  To compound the issue, there was a period of time that the doctors were not sure what the problem was, which opened my mind to an excess of fearful possibilities.  Little by little, my shield of faith fell to the ground, and my mind was left vulnerable and exposed.  I could not understand why God was not healing me and why I was dealing with this issue.  Throughout my life, I had heard testimony upon testimony of how God healed people instantly.  With my own eyes, I watched God miraculously restore people back to health, so why was I not experiencing this kind of supernatural healing?  

     It was then that I learned the second thing:  regardless of how weak I am in my mind and my body, God is still strong.  In the midst of feeling that I had failed God because I could not sustain my faith, feeling ashamed because I had questioned His power, God softly spoke to my heart.  He simply told me, “You do not have to be strong because I am strong.  Hold on to me.”  Just like a little girl that would grab hold of the sturdy hand of her father, trusting him to take her through the darkness, I grabbed hold of my heavenly Father’s hand.  He led me to Psalm 41:3, “The Lord will sustain him on his sickbed and restore him from his bed of illness.”  As I meditated on this verse, the Lord helped me to understand what it meant.  God would give me strength and sustain me as I had to walk through some of the issues that came with this ailment, and then He would restore me back to perfect health completely.  Although my healing would not come immediately, it would come, and while I was waiting, He would give me the power to walk victoriously.

     After that, I would regularly go to God for strength.  Each time He would help me get through whatever I was facing at that moment.  Sometimes I fell back into discouragement, but God would pick me up and put me back on the path.  This ordeal has brought me closer to Him and given me a deeper understanding of the affect my physical surroundings can have on my spiritual health.  I learned that regardless of my feelings, God is the source of my strength, and I can do all things through Him.  We cannot allow our circumstances or our feelings to dictate how we will live.  God says that we can daily have peace and joy, so let’s purpose in our heart to have them.  
