Pride comes before a fall

Most recently I’ve had to deal with the issue of pride as I have been dealing with severe food allergies. I have been struggling with not being able to eat as I like for many years now and I must admit, at times I am defiant even though I know I have a problem. For years I carried an Epi-pen for emergencies. I watched carefully what I ate and touched. But sometimes pride gets the best of me and I have to learn the lesson of God’s grace being sufficient the hard way.


It is not that God can’t heal or that He wants me ill. I think it is a matter of Him keeping pride suppressed in me. Here I am in Israel conquering some major issues of my life and this last bastion seems to be the one bad apple left. I knew that God gave me assurance that indeed His grace is sufficient, but sometimes I get tired of explaining why I can’t as though can’t has to be a word that conveys defeat. Paul had his thorn in the flesh and they was noting defeating in His life.


I was defiant because I thought to myself that as a believer in Yeshua I simply can’t and shouldn’t live like this so I push the buttons like God is some elevator and I can tell Him where to get off. For about two weeks now I have been cocking the trigger of my allergies like some Russian roulette game. A little of this I would eat and a bite of that. I said to myself that I am building up my tolerance for things that cause me to suffer but in actually I was on building up a greater intolerance. 

I said with arrogance, “I am healed and I am going to eat some of this and some of that.” I said that God has healed me and nothing will happen I just have to eat in faith. Eating in faith when God says His grace is sufficient is folly. And He said that we perish for the lack of knowledge. Not knowing why God allows something to happen and going against it is ignorance and it will soon bring destruction. Of all the things that the Lord has been teaching me since being in Israel, this one is paramount to all. 


I did not want people around me to think I was weak in my faith so I indulged. I did not want people to judge me by saying that such allergies were all in my mind. I did not want anyone to say that maybe it was because of some sin in my life and therefore I was stricken. This is all pride! Pride came knocking at my door and I opened it wide and allowed it to step in to that place where God keeps me humble before Him and centered in His grace.


Yesterday I pushed the button to the furthest degree without a thought. I have so long stayed true to a steady diet being picky and cautious about what I consumed.  As a matter of fact I pretty much eat the same thing day in and day out. In my heart I was quite contented. When first going to a new place, I was careful to introduce each new food one at a time so I could narrow down what exactly it might be that I am allergic to. Pride will cause you to let your guard down and folly will bring you to your knees. 

I stopped trusting God and started tempting my body when in fact I knew quite well that taking control out of God’s hand meant I would soon be on my own with little or no life jacket.  My only life jacket was the Benadril medication I brought form home with me. I had become so arrogant with what I was doing that I put the pills away and did not even remember where they were. So I eat some honey without first inquiring what might be in it. But God’s merciful hand is so long it stretches out to save me from my own destruction.  I was a shame to let anyone know that I was having an allergic reaction because they might say, “poor Joy,” or ”what a shame,” or “You should trust God for your healing,” or “It’s all in her head.” This is where pride will lead you. It is called denial.


I raced up to my room hoping to get there in time to take my meds before the reaction got bad. I hardly made it and then I could not find any of my meds. I frantically searched through everything looking for one small pill of hope and none could be found. I finally got a hold of the capsules. They take so long to work and my throat was already closing down. All I though of was getting some hot water in my stomach to help speed up the dissolving of the capsules. My roommate hurried about helping me and rushing downstairs to get me some hot water.


Finally, I managed to rally myself up and desperately continued the search for the chewable tablets. Sitting in my toiletry bay was a tablet and a half and now in dire straights I managed, or maybe it was my roommate who managed to rip off the tab and I hurriedly woofed it down. I grabbed the half that was lying at the bottom of the case and chewed for dear life. You have no idea what panic and anxiety one can feel when you can’t take air in. With every breath, the mucus fills up in your throat and your air passage becomes smaller and smaller. It is a race for life and a frantic one at that. My roommate got the other one opened and I took that one as well. I chewed hoping that between the gasps for breathe the medication would take effect. Moments passed and gradually, I began to do its work.

Clearing away the mucus is incredible and painful because you have to do it between breaths and hope you do in time to take another one before you pass out. Imagine that this was the button I was pushing to the limit each time I did the unthinkable. Disobedience is a terrible road to travel down because you will end up further than where you began. I didn’t realize it then but I began to pray for God to heal me again and I asked Him why he was allowing this to happen. I spent two days asking the same questions in so many different ways. I spent every moment I could pondering what it was that I did wrong. The same things I was afraid would be thought of me I was asking my self and posing in my own mind. 


The answer finally came in at the end of another frantic race to catch my breath. Tonight I sat to eat rather hesitant but with confidence. I was sure that nothing would go wrong because I had finally found my meds and had them tucked away in every travel bag I have just incase of emergencies. I ate and without a doubt knew I had done the unthinkable again. I raced to the bathroom and everything I had just eaten came careening up. How fortunate I thought, a narrow escape. Not so, with in moments, my throat started to close and what was left in my stomach came up. 


I managed to take one and a half of my tablets hoping I had narrowly avoided another episode. Close but not close enough. My body had been through more than enough in one day – now this. I was in another race for breath - desperation for air. The anxiety of it all was starting to take its toll. My sisters on the team prayed me through and instead of acknowledging I had an episode, I tried to play it off as though nothing happened. Finally my body could handle it no longer and it began to cave in. Pride will cause you to do the silliest of things. I tried a narrow escape before anyone took notice of me and someone helped me up to my room. I think I just collapsed on my bed and only remember waking to a finally gasp for air as I cleared the last of the mucus from my throat. 


Pride is a dangerous thing! But when God loves His children He will not let us succumb to such folly. One of my teammates came up to see how I was doing. Hearing her say how she has to handle her allergies gave me courage to face my issues. It all became so clear that I was willful and disobedient. God had spoken to my heart and told me that His grace is sufficient. It should have been enough for me. I acknowledge in front of my sister that I was clearly being disobedient. In the presence of God, in this land where He inhabits you can not escape truth if you are opened to being in the center of His will. 

I acknowledge before my sister and God that pride was sitting on the seat of my heart and that I was going against His will for me. Suddenly the headache that has been with me for the pass two days went away. Life came back to my weak body and healing as well. Don’t imagine for a moment that I am healed of my allergies, I am most certainly not. Yet I am healed from these episodes. I feel renewed and got out of bed to write this before the truth of it goes from me and pride rise up to take back every word spoken in my heart. 


It is this land that is restoring me. No sooner I overcome one conflict I barely have the time to take joy in it and I am faced with another. God is up to something in the heavenlies. It is like being in labor. I feel like He is on a mission to bring closure to so many things because the time is need for preparation for other things that will either make us or breaks us in the spirit. I am being washed and made clean. Where else can one be made clean if not in this land where His crimson blood flowed?
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