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				Each person in my life contributed in some way to this book by being an example to me. I look past the negative things that happened and see the positive characteristics of the people in my life.

			

			
				



			

	


Preface
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				My testimony – June 24, 2008

				My name is Marilynne, and I want to share how God in his awesome power delivered me from alcohol, drugs, and a life lived in a lesbian relationship for fourteen years. God is good. Today I can say that, and I know God is real. There was a time when I was not sure there was a God.

				While I was growing up, I attended church services with my grandma, and I was even healed from a hearing problem when I was two. My grandma was a woman of God and full of faith. She is the one who took me to the service where God reached down, and I believe He healed me through her faith.

				I wish I would have been able to trust someone enough to tell them what was happening to me at age five. I was taught to listen to those older than myself, so when I was told not to say anything to anyone about being touched, I didn’t say a word. Trouble became my middle name from that day on. The sexual encounters didn’t go away, and, consequently, the little girl I should have been was instead all grown up.

				I got into the liquor cabinet. Not much at first, but later my life became consumed with drugs, sex, and alcohol. I began running away. I craved attention. What I really wanted was to tell someone what had happened to me. But grownups knew best, and who was I but a child to them? At age eleven, I felt ready to live on my own. I was a very independent young person, and in my eyes, I lacked nothing.

			

			
				My dad was a very respected person in the community. What if people had known the truth? But who would tell? Not me! I grew up going to church and Bible camps. I even attended one year of Bible school to try to turn away from my sins. I learned some Scripture, went to class with hangovers, and passed the time away in slumber. Drugs almost killed me at the age of twenty-one, but God saved me.

				After getting married, I tired of married life with another alcoholic. What I didn’t know was that my choices carried me down a road where I would be no better than he was. Later I entered into what I called a safe relationship where I could not be hurt by men again. I joined in a woman-to-woman relationship, knowing from the Bible that God was not in agreement with that. But I wasn’t living for God or anyone else. Whatever I wanted to do I did.

				At this point, I did not care about anything. I had walked away from God, the God who took away my cocaine addiction, gave me complete healing with no withdrawals, and restored my body, which was falling apart. I walked away and said, I want to do things my way.

				Guess what? When you make a choice like that God won’t stop you, and He did not stop me from destroying the beauty that he gave to me. I took His love but thought I could do a better job. The years would prove my behaviors destructive. Friendships dropped away, and the relationship with my son broke apart. I wasn’t dying from drug addiction. I was killing myself with alcohol, and I didn’t know how to stop it. In fact, I knew I couldn’t stop. God could save me. BUT I thought His grace and forgiveness had passed me by because of the life I was living.

				At the time it was more than I could bear. I tried killing myself many times, and somehow I always lived to face reality. For twelve of those fourteen years, I was in a lesbian relationship. Looking back at this fourteen years later, I praise God for all He has done for me.

			

			
				I am a recovering alcoholic by the grace of God. When I was drinking, I often asked God to help me, but one day was different. I wasn’t just asking him to help me with my drinking; I wanted him to help me with everything, even if it meant big changes in my relationship. From preaching I’d heard I knew I couldn’t sit on the fence, but how was God going to fix the damage fourteen years had done to me?

				I couldn’t grasp that our God is a forgiving God, and His grace was and is sufficient for anyone who desires to live in freedom from a life of addiction and from bondage to sexual immorality. God is truth, and I was living lies from the enemy. Then, in 2003, my new life in Jesus would begin ONE DAY AT A TIME, SWEET JESUS. This is my story of hope.

				Each time he said, “My grace is all you need. My power works best in weakness.” So now I am glad to boast about my weaknesses, so that the power of Christ can work through me. 

				(2 Corinthians 12:9)


			

			
				



			

	


Part 1 Childhood
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				I was born in Torrance, California, and moved to Illinois before the age of two. I had a sister who was older than me as well as a few brothers who were much older than me.

				In kindergarten I caused problems in the classroom. At home I disrupted family gatherings. I was always trying to get attention; right or wrong – it didn’t matter – just as long as someone showed an interest in my distress. Other than that, I was a normal five-year-old who was looking for something, although I wasn’t exactly sure what. A person to trust?

				I had speech therapy in first grade, and then had a crush on my second-grade teacher – a woman. She was kind and pretty. I think I wanted to be like her in some way. Maybe I liked school because I was in her class.

				In third grade I taunted the boys by doing things like pulling my dress up to them and letting them look at my underwear. I remember being in the hallway while class went on without me in hopes of luring a boy out of class to join me in the hall.

				Then I found someone to be in trouble with. The boy was perfect; he flirted back at me. I had a friend. Now it was my turn. Everything I had learned from the sexual experiences I’d had since the age of five, I would teach him. He would be my way to release the tension inside me – with a boy my own age, not a man.

			

			
				Help me! Inside I was just screaming; outside I was running. At home I was quiet – just going through the routine. I didn’t play with dolls. I didn’t like too many people around me, in spite of the fact that I craved others’ attention. I was very neat. I liked things in order. I observed everything. I acquired skills like cooking and learned responsibility. I watched. I listened. I heard everything. But I was hurting and stuck in a world all my own. I wanted to be grown up, yet I needed to be a child. I dreamed of living in my own place and had goals of being famous. I was in fourth grade but I wanted to be free.

				This boy and I wrote a letter to each other and were almost caught together, but we managed to get out of that. We snuck out to the bathroom or other places to be with each other. This was just for us to know, a secret playtime together.

				I didn’t want anyone to take away my new friend. Was this a bad thing? Someone gave me the appetite for sex, and now I could do the same for this boy and no one needed to know. After all, we both liked each other, or at least used each other.

				I loved sports and was good at all of them. As long as I stayed out of trouble I could enjoy sports, but that didn’t always happen. More trouble came along when I started smoking cigarettes off and on with a few kids in the neighborhood, but it made me appear cool and grown up.

				My pastime was roller-skating every weekend when I had a chance. I enjoyed that and was also good at pinball – even got the best scores. It made me feel important. I became a real shark at shooting pool, even better than those older than me. These places were like a retreat, a place where I was important and got noticed for the skills I had.

				Every summer I looked forward to my visits to Grandma’s house where things were different than at home. When I was about seven, my sister and I lived at different homes for a short time. It confused me. Why would we be separated? The separation meant another school as well as another home. Once I adjusted, I wanted to stay and never go back home. There were so many things I didn’t want to remember. I think I tried to block them out by having a sip of beer along with a cigarette.

			

			
				After the last visit with my grandparents at the age of seven, I didn’t see them for many years and never understood why. I felt like my whole world shattered the day Mom and Dad came to get me. Dad brought me some dresses and insisted I come home. I think he wanted Mom to return, as they had split up during the time I was away.

				This memory is fuzzy, but I remember not wanting to leave. Grandma was upset, and I heard a gun go off. I was bawling, and no one would let me see her. But, then I heard her speak. “Marilynne, go with them. I love you. I’m okay.”

				I went with Mom and Dad but never forgot Grandma’s I love you, called to me through the bathroom door. Grandma and Grandpa’s was the only place I felt safe, and now it was all gone.

				For a time I lived with my aunt and uncle and my new cousins. While I was there, my aunt taught me the basics of caring for babies. I loved to learn. I listened closely to her talk about how to care for them – from bathing to changing them, to helping them with teething, and to learning their different cries like the one for food. I hated to leave this place where I fit in.

				At every place I lived I attended church with the people who lived there. Church was a place I didn’t understand. Some churches taught Bible verses, and I learned to make things at others. I learned to sing praise songs to God. I wore the new dresses Dad had bought me when he picked me up from Grandma’s house. However, we didn’t talk about church, and we didn’t even mention God much at all. My dad didn’t believe in God or church.

			

			
				Eventually, I went to church alone. I listened and wanted to be saved from the mess I was in. The song Just As I Am would have an impact on me over and over. I still felt like God didn’t hear me when I prayed. I tried to find Him. I got on my knees every Sunday and talked to Him, but nothing changed in my behavior, and nothing changed at home or at school. I knew there was a God, His Son died for my sins, and I’m forgiven, but life went on the way it always did.

				I could never please my dad. We’d shoot our guns, but if I didn’t hit the bull’s-eye, he’d say I wasn’t trying. When I was learning to ride a bike, Dad took my training wheels off even when I wasn’t ready. I remember crying because it was raining, and I didn’t want to ride, but he made me ride anyway.

				When I was nine, I hadn’t learned to swim. I had tried a few times, but twice I nearly drowned. Once I got caught in an undertow and thought it was all over when suddenly I felt my hair being pulled. It was Dad. He ran into the water with all his clothes on and his wallet still in his pocket to rescue me. He did care about me, apparently, even though I thought I could never please him.

				School was a challenge since I didn’t want to be in class, except for art and wood crafting. I enjoyed those classes, but I skipped most of the other ones and went to hideouts where I smoked or just waited until it was time to go home. We were the not-so-perfect kids. To get bullies off my back I started being a bully to some of the new kids to gain the respect of the in-crowd. I called it survival.

				I did have one good friend, but she got hit by a car and killed. My heart broke. I kind of closed up inside myself and didn’t get close to anyone again. I befriended someone else later on, but I used the friendship to manipulate her and use her for what I wanted. Despite the manipulation, however, we still had a special relationship. One day we were called lesbians, and I knew in our neighborhood that was grounds to beat us up or kill us. We denied this accusation – we were only good friends – but it made me think about needing some guy friends to change that label.

			

			
				So I started to hang out with guys, but it didn’t take long before I was called the slut of the neighborhood. I thought if they only knew what started this, they wouldn’t be so quick to call me that. I was only doing to them what I had learned myself. I never did tell anyone what had happened to me when I was five and then again when I was seven and then again when I was eleven.

				I enjoyed reading, mostly good mysteries, but also books about survival. I read a book called The Other Side of the Mountain, about a boy who lived in the woods and made all his things out of what the earth had to offer. The book gave me great expectations of making it on my own. I now planned to run.

				I had learned many things in order to survive. I learned about Native Americans and how to shoot a bow and arrow. I was taught how these people survived.

				I learned how to camp in extreme conditions, how to shoot a gun and skin an animal, and how to fish and clean fish, all by the age of ten. One time I climbed very high up a tree and the limb I was on broke. I dropped to the ground and the branch fell on top of me and knocked me out. I wasn’t hurt bad. I enjoyed all of these acts of “survival.” I continued to read about surviving in the wilderness. I prepared to survive in what my mother called a cruel world.

				I found a two-story playhouse on an abandoned lot for a hideaway. I decided to make this my place and fix up the inside just like home. I hid away here for short periods of time and brought along a Zombie drink full of every kind of liquor in the cabinet at my house, topped off with Kool-Aid© or soda and a pack of smokes. This was my home-away-from-home and a place I could call my very own. I decided to invite a few friends over to celebrate this new place and do what grownups do: drink and be merry and get sick.

			

			
				One day I got sick after my Zombie and staggered home. I had to be careful so no one would know. After all, my life at this point was all about secrets anyway.

				I had also learned to smoke pot from some boys I met on the school bus during summer school. This was better than drinking because it had a calming effect on me. My worries seemed to disappear, and pot would be easier to hide from Mom and Dad. I dealt drugs to pay for my habits, while my babysitting money went toward buying clothes.

				Finally, at the age of eleven, I spent the summer with my grandparents again. They were my rock. I went through some old picture albums Gram and Grandpa had. I wanted to look through these since I had missed so many years of not being with them. I saw my mom in a wedding gown in a couple of different pictures. I thought she only got married once, but I had suspected something wasn’t right about the man who had been raising me with Mom. Now I began to make sense of his actions with me.

				In anger and confusion, I demanded an answer as to who my dad was. Grandpa told me to talk to Grandma. Grandma told me I was not old enough to know. I thought, Not old enough for what? Good grief! After all I had already done and been forced to do? You’re kidding! I’m a woman in so many ways while still in a child’s body. I told Grandma I could handle this. She wouldn’t explain, but said I could take a guess, and she wouldn’t lie to me.

				So I started with all the questions: How old is Mom here? Who is this? What is his name? Where is he? I look like him; is he my real father? Grandma had said she wouldn’t lie, but she also said I needed to keep this a secret and never tell anyone who told me. I wouldn’t tell anyone. I had already lost enough years of not seeing Grandma.

			

			
				I needed to understand why I was adopted and my name was changed. I was told it was for good reason. But how bad could he have been? After everything that happened to me, nothing could top all of that, could it?

				He was a nice man and very intelligent, as long as he didn’t drink. But when he drank he became violent and abusive toward whomever he was with. He was able to get a barber’s license after being in the jail system for so long and became a good barber. He enjoyed fishing and was good at making things. I didn’t really judge him at all for this, once I finally heard it, as he had never hurt me.

				That summer Grandpa taught me gardening and Grandma taught me how to bake cookies and bread. I also went to summer camp and learned about Jesus. I loved praise songs. Grandma had faith in God. She was almost always positive about life, even in difficult times when other people were negative. She would say, God is here and He has it all in His hands, just like the song that says, “He’s got the whole world in his hands.” Grandma was my inspiration, the one I looked up to, and the one who understood me when others didn’t. But school would be starting soon and I returned home.

			

			
				



			

	


Running
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				I wanted things to be over at home with the ma-and-pa-pretending-and-divorce games. I became more protective of my younger sister. I didn’t think Dad would really touch his own daughter like he had me. I justified his actions with me because I was adopted, so it was no big deal.

				I didn’t figure it would take much for me to get the ball rolling so he would be out of the house before long and out of the picture for good. I wanted to tell someone what he had done to me, but it scared me to think about the people who would say I wasn’t telling the truth. I preferred not to say anything at all than lie.

				The divorce between Mom and Dad was finalized with visitation rights granted for my dad to see me. Oh great. Now it would be one-on-one with no one else around. In this new life of divorced parents, I was allowed to drink and smoke. I wasn’t upset about what else was happening. I accepted my new life.

				I could hardly stand being around Mom, however. It was the guilt and shame I felt, along with being forced into visitations with my dad. On top of this I was put into counseling. I thought this was stupid. All of us sitting in a room with this person I didn’t even know, to talk about what my problem is: why I wanted to run all the time, why I was doing drugs and drinking, why I was skipping school all the time. I was expected to talk this out. I just froze and couldn’t say why I was acting this way. Fortunately, Dad moved out of state soon after and the visits with him ended. I was free.

			

			
				When I was twelve or thirteen, I made another visit to my grandparents’. Grandpa asked me to sing a song at church for him. I sang one of his favorites, One Day at a Time. Grandpa knew all the trouble I got into at school, and he wanted to see me turn things around. He wanted me to go to the Baptist school and let him and Grandma help me with schoolwork. He had such a way of talking me into what was right that I promised I would go to the school.

				By now Mom had a good job and things seemed to be better for her. I couldn’t get away with smoking or drinking much. I still tried to be sneaky in doing it and got better at hiding stuff from her.

				My sister and I both attended the Christian school. This would have been a good place for me if I didn’t stay out so late. I was sleeping in class and especially liked the days when a film was shown in class so I could sleep. I rested all day in class and played all night. I didn’t make any new friends at the school and mostly hung out with my older-aged friends who could buy alcohol.

				In my sneaking around, I would back my mother’s new car out of the garage without starting it while Sis was sleeping. I’d start the car at the end of the driveway so the neighbor wouldn’t wake up, and take off. I unrolled all the windows so I could smoke, and I always checked the gas gauge to make sure there was enough gas to drive the car back home. I was only fourteen when I did this so I could have gotten into a lot of trouble.

				One night I took Mom’s car and headed to a party. It turned out to be the worst night of my life. I was raped. I thought I was going to die. But I thought no one would believe me if I told them what happened.

				I drove back home in Mom’s car that night and cut the corner too close. I kept going and just wanted to get home and go to bed and wake up to find it was all a nightmare. But that didn’t happen. I forgot to remove the smoke smell from the car, and I had also forgotten to put more gas in the car. I decided to act like she didn’t know what she was talking about when she noticed the damage to the car. I made up a story about what must have happened to the car, and as far as I know she believed me, but I never went out with her car again.

			

			
				By now I had friends with cars. I was usually their driver because they said they liked how I paid attention to the road and played it safe so we never got pulled over for anything. I even learned how to drink and drive at the same time. Shortly after this I learned what cocaine was, from a friend who gave me a mirror with the word cocaine on it, and of course I tried it.

				I was still good at some things, like cleaning, crocheting, and keeping things in order. I enjoyed writing poems I hoped one day to put into a book or make into songs. I wanted to be a writer at the age of thirteen, so I started keeping diaries.

				All the while, though, I was doing more and more drugs and moved through many different relationships. I ended up in the hospital where the drug problems had apparently removed any possibility of my having children. There went my dreams of being a mom and having ten children. I blew up when the doctor told me this, and Mom and I got into it big-time. I almost told her about what happened to me so long ago. Instead, I only told her about the rape the night I banged up her car and left it at that.

				I remembered the times I had spent at Bible camp. I had felt such a peace among the trees there and would sit next to the water and the big rocks and talk to God. I would ask Him why things were so different for me. How can I get close to you? I asked Him. I wanted to do what was right every time but constantly disappointed myself and those around me. How do I read the Bible? I asked God. It didn’t make sense to me. I pleaded with God to save me, and then it was time to go home again. Once I got home, I tried to take my Bible to a secret place and be in the “God way,” but inevitably it happened that a friend would show up and we would do drugs or other things together. Time and time again, I put down the very words that could have helped me in those situations. I struggled with what was good and didn’t understand how to live right, while in actuality the life I lived was the only life that felt right.

			

			
				When I was home, I just wanted to get away from home. I would gather some clothes and promise myself I would never return. Nothing made me happy there.

				I never could find a place where I fit in. I went to a few different churches and attended a Christian school for a year in my teen years. Still, I really was a troubled child with a stepfather who found his way with me, and it seemed I was always running.

				I spent time running away and getting into drinking and drugs and sexual acts. I went to the altar on occasion, and still I had no peace. It was a kind of battle, always wanting to do what was right, but trouble always found favor in my life.

				I hung around with a “gang” of girls. I felt like I was a protector and no one could hurt me when I was with my gang. I grew closer to one girl than the others. One day after doing a bunch of drugs, she became motionless. We got her to the emergency room, but it was too late. I was upset with her for dying. I had lost my friend. Now I felt like I didn’t have anyone.

				In spite of this incident, I continued doing drugs, having sex with whomever, and drinking alcohol. I couldn’t wait to become a legal adult so I could stop living as an adult in a child’s body.

				I ran away from home many times. Each time the police were called to come get me, until I was finally put into a foster home. Everything went fine for a while, until they took in another runaway girl whom I knew.

			

			
				This girl ran away. I had to tell the family she had taken off and that I was unable to stop her. I hadn’t even tried, because I knew exactly how she felt.

				Shortly after this my mom visited me. She asked me if I was ready to come home. I didn’t want to leave, but I knew she had to pay for me to stay there, so I agreed to leave with her. School would be starting again soon.

				When I got home I stayed sober for a while. I made a promise not to run away again. I promised I would stay in school and make myself do the right thing.

				Once school started, word got out that I was back. My gang was together again, and they wanted to celebrate. I committed to doing my best to get everything out of school I could.

				I enjoyed English and felt inspired by the English teachers. I put my heart into writing poetry and was determined to write a book. My grades were good for the first time in many years.

				I also wanted to learn about criminal justice. I had thought about being a detective. I liked mystery stories, and I liked to solve problems. I took adult education courses. I liked everything having to do with nursing and thought I wanted to continue school and become an RN.

				I also took typing classes but didn’t care for them very much. Math classes were boring.

				My favorite and, to me, my most important class was driver’s ed. If my grades didn’t stay high enough or if I got into trouble again, I would lose the right to drive. That meant I would lose the opportunity for the freedom I needed to travel the world.

				The very first time I drove was out in the country where my grandparents lived. Grandpa let me drive down the road to the mailbox. I took my little sister with me. I ended up driving past the mailbox and then when I tried to back up, I ended up in the ditch. The neighbors had to pull out Grandpa’s car with a tractor. Needless to say, I lost my driving privileges after that incident.

			

			
				Eight months into the new school year I was finding it difficult to stay in school. The principal caught us smoking outside, and I was suspended from school and didn’t know if I would return.

				By age sixteen, I had to put in enough time to get my driver’s license, and in my mind that was all school was really good for. I went downhill from here. I partied with my friends, sold drugs, and continued to get in trouble by not going to class. I just wanted to be on my own, but legally I wasn’t old enough yet.

				Mom signed me out of school so I could start working, even though I still needed my driver’s license. I needed to work because my habits were costing me money and I was tired of selling drugs. I went to work at Burger King. I made money, paid for rent, and was able to buy some things. I wasn’t drinking or drugging, but I hadn’t completely stopped doing these things either. I had saved enough money to get a car, so I bought a big Pontiac Catalina.

				One night I talked my mom into letting my younger sister join some friends and I out for a drive, convincing her I would keep my sister safe. My boyfriend this evening was driving, and we had a special road we called the rollercoaster. The faster you could go the higher the car would become airborne and it was as thrilling as the fair. When we came to the stop sign, we were traveling too fast to stop and went through the two-lane highway and right into the ditch. The cops showed up, and because my boyfriend did not have his driver’s license with him, he talked me into saying I was the one driving. The next thing you know, I had to go to court.

				As my mom and I walked to the courthouse on the appointed day, we met my real father. He was there for drunk-driving offenses. My mom did introduce us, and he asked if he could have a picture of me. I told him “No,” and said, “I don’t know you! You are a stranger to me.” I stared intently at his face to see if I could see any resemblance of myself. But he looked so old and worn out, no doubt caused by all the drinking he had done over the years. He hadn’t changed. I had never seen Mom so scared before either. After all the years of wanting to meet my father, I had finally done so. I could put that day behind me now.

			

			
				My punishment for driving into the ditch was to do community service. I was put on probation and was still able to live on my own. I had learned about the justice system firsthand. I respected the judge and found I liked his side of the law much better than the side I was on. The good that came out of this whole experience in court was that, in almost losing my driving privileges, I decided not to hang out with that crowd of kids anymore.

			

			
				



			

	


Caught in the Spiral
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				My second “adult” job consisted of doing dishes, which I was good at, and I had a new male best friend, Danny.

				I met Danny in my neighborhood. He was a friend of a friend. We would actually talk! We talked about what we wanted out of life. I told him things I had never told anyone. I also tested his confidence and his sincerity by telling him things to see if he would tell anyone.

				I saw Danny as my ticket to a new life. I had everything figured out. We would get married and live happily ever after.

				At Christmas he said he had something special to ask me, and I was so ready for an engagement ring, the thing that would make me honest and secure and well again. Instead, he gave me a keepsake and told me he was joining the Air Force. Instead of a proposal and a new life, he was leaving.

				The news shattered my hopes and dreams. I didn’t want to talk to him anymore. Inside, I just wanted to tell him I was done with him and let that be it. But we talked again one last time before he left. He helped me find a new place to live and a new beginning without him.

				As I started my life without Danny, I went in to take a test and passed all the requirements to enter college to become a nurse. My dream would be fulfilled! I would be a nurse! I was only seventeen but I had been accepted! There was just one problem; I didn’t have my high school diploma, so I couldn’t even get into college to become a nurse. I needed my GED, but I wasn’t ready to go back to school to get it.

			

			
				Meanwhile, I started going with the cook from my workplace who was married and had two children. I thought that was safe and believed him when he promised to leave his wife. He never did. I found out later that he was seeing not only me but also my best friend and another person who worked with us, and he had passed on STDs to all of us. Ashamed and embarrassed, but grateful that it wasn’t a disease with a death sentence. My body would recover without long term consequences. I quit working there, bought a smaller car, and moved in with one of my gang girlfriends and her boyfriend in another town and paid them rent.

				While living with my girlfriend and her boyfriend, I partied often, and I started blacking out more and causing my friends to be very unhappy with me. I was falling apart, but I couldn’t stop myself.

				One night I stayed over at the apartment of the boyfriend of one of the girls I hung around with. We partied that night and just chilled out. I rested there and in the morning headed back home. When I got to the house, my friend and two other friends of hers beat me up. I was still hung over, so they obviously won the fight. They thought I had slept with my girlfriend’s boyfriend. My best friend kicked me out of her house.

				I now had no place to live and a car that didn’t run.

				I slept in my car for a week and cleaned myself up at gas stations and other places that had restrooms. I was homeless and had burned all my bridges in one way or another. My tips from work had to go to buy gas for the car so I could keep it running all night to stay warm.

				I found out about Mrs. Pool who rented rooms for people who had nowhere else to go. She was a sweet, older widow with a big, two-story home with three bedrooms upstairs and a big bathroom. I only stayed a short time as my drinking and drugs would take ahold of my life. I had no one to call a friend now. It was just me out for me. I saw Danny again now that he was in the Air Force. And I even signed up to join the Air Force at one point, but I needed my high school diploma or my GED. I still wasn’t ready to go back to school, so that plan ended quickly.

			

			
				I eventually applied for and got a third-shift job at a mental institution. I learned to work with a lot of people who had mental disorders of all sorts. Things like mental retardation, schizophrenia, Down syndrome, and multiple personalities were common at this place. Some things I saw here reminded me somewhat of what I had once been like. I would cry at times, wondering why these people were so misplaced and why their families weren’t there for them. My selfishness left quickly as I began to work here, and a new purpose for my life took shape.

				I really enjoyed taking care of people. I helped get everyone up in the morning. Some laughed as we got them up, some cried, some grew angry, and some just couldn’t respond at all. Every day was a new day full of surprises.

				However, I was still not taking care of my own life. I continued to drink and do drugs, get into unhealthy relationships, and party with people I hardly knew.

				On New Year’s Eve my plans were to party, sleep, and then go to work. However, icy rain froze the locks of the car I had borrowed from a friend. I simply couldn’t be late anymore, as I had already used up my “forgiveness” time with this job. I called work and said I would be late because the locks on the car had frozen. My excuse was the truth but it didn’t matter. I lost my job. I hated to leave Mrs. Pool’s place and she was also sad that I was leaving, but without a job and no money I went on the road again.

				This gave me reason to drink again. I drove to where Mom lived. She suggested I go to Florida and stay with Dad. He paid for a plane ticket for me, and the next morning I headed out on Greyhound to Chicago where I caught a flight to Orlando, Florida.

			

			
				I was starting over again – a new place, new people, and a chance to change. Dad and I danced together, drank together, and played pool and shuffleboard. I wanted to get back to school, to stop drinking so much, and to take more responsibility for my life. I enrolled in a GED program, which I hoped would help me finally accomplish what I wanted in life for a career.

				Then I met a nice-looking man in the neighborhood who had a Camaro. His name was Robert. I had good intentions for completing my education, but I found it difficult to concentrate on school when I knew I could be partying with Robert. He worked the day shift so the nights were our time together.

				A couple of months later Robert and I talked about having children. Since I had been told years ago that I’d never have children because of all the drugs I did and what they had done to my body, I went to a fertility clinic. I needed to know if that was still the case. I was crushed when the doctor told me what he did, but I still never gave up hope. I wanted to have ten children, but I would settle for one.

				The doctor told me there was a fifty-fifty chance I could have kids. That was better than no chance at all. During this time, however, I acknowledged God again for the first time in many years. I decided it would be His will as to whether I would have a child, but I desperately wanted it to be His will. I had wanted to have a baby since the age of thirteen.

				Somehow God had heard me. I was pregnant! Nothing else mattered in the whole world now; I was going to have a baby. Right away I knew I couldn’t drink or do drugs. It sure would be a long nine months without those things.

			

			
				Robert and I got married. Mom came down for the wedding and my sister joined the ceremony as my maid of honor. Dad didn’t want to come to the wedding, even though he did send over a keg of beer which I couldn’t even drink because I was pregnant. A terrible storm brought wind and rain on the day of our wedding and by evening it turned into a hurricane over Cocoa Beach.

				Not long into the marriage, we realized we were not very compatible. Since I couldn’t drink or do drugs with Robert while I was pregnant, we didn’t have much in common, except that we had a baby on the way. We would fight and make up, and then fight and make up again and on and on and on.

				Nevertheless, I eventually delivered a baby boy with blue eyes and a bald head. He was everything I ever wanted and a joy to my heart. My son was my dream, my heart’s desire, and my everything – the missing piece of who I was. God had given me the most precious gift ever. I enjoyed being a mother and learned every day how much of a gift it was.

				Having this baby was something Robert and I cherished together. In spite of all our troubles, we were strong together because of this baby. Robert was a proud father and our new son, Josh, looked just like him. But Robert still went out drinking with his friends regularly. Then my drinking started again. I only had a glass of beer or wine, not enough to harm anything. But all of our friends drank, so before too long I hired a babysitter for Josh so I could join my friends to drink as well.

				Then I started back into doing drugs. Pretty soon we couldn’t afford where we were living because of the money we wasted on alcohol and drugs. We could barely afford diapers for Josh. When he was five months old, he got sick, and Robert and I fought about taking him to the hospital. Josh was barely breathing, his nose and mouth filled with mucus.

			

			
				The hospital admitted him right away and started an IV in his little hand. It was the most awful night of my life. Since the doctors weren’t sure what Josh’s problem was, I couldn’t stay in the room with him that night. I felt totally helpless as a mom. I couldn’t fix things, and I couldn’t take him home with me. They put him in a tent with a vaporizer and mist that helped a bit. They gave him lots of shots.

				Every day got harder for me as I watched him in that tent. The doctors only let him out of it to be bathed, changed, and fed. I had been working at a strip club as a cocktail waitress, which quickly turned into the partying capital of my world.

				I escaped into drugs and alcohol and found myself dancing with the other dancers at the club and meeting all types of strange men. I ended up being unfaithful to Robert and fell into a pit of selfishness. It took a little over a month before the doctors were able to find a magic drug that worked for Josh and made it possible for him to come home.

				But being at home now meant living at my mother-in-law’s because we didn’t have our own place yet. I hadn’t been saving money toward getting another place because I was using the money I earned for drugs and alcohol. Josh still had to be in a mist tent at home and no one was allowed to smoke around him at all. The doctors had determined he had a severe sinus infection and was possibly allergic to smoke. I would do whatever I had to do to get him healthy again, so I did not smoke in the house or in the car.

				Robert and I finally found another place to live, but again, it was with someone else, which made our marriage even more difficult. I just wanted a real marriage where Robert and I would be content and happy with each other and our son. I tried to stop drinking and doing drugs. It stuck for about a month, but I quickly returned to my old routine. I got so discouraged with my inability to quit drinking and doing drugs that I wanted to die. Only my love for Josh kept me alive.

			

			
				I got a job working at Epcot and thought my life would surely get better. I put Josh into daycare. I wanted to better myself and figured by working at the biggest company in Florida and really enjoying it, my life would be better. It was a new beginning for me. However, before long I met people at Epcot who liked to go out after work. I promised myself I would have only a few drinks. That way I could still be a responsible mother and wife. But I failed terribly.

				One day a girl I worked with in the dishwashing area kissed me. I had probably been flirting around a bit, so I got what I was looking for, even if I didn’t know it. This girl and I spent time together with my son, and I was starting to feel like a real mom again, like I had always dreamed of being.

				One night when I worked late and was overdue in picking up my son, I found she had gone to a movie with another girl from work. I didn’t like that. She and I talked about my being upset with her going out with another girlfriend. Then we started talking about God. She bought me a Bible and marked her favorite verse in it from 1 John. We pondered together whether it was okay with God to be in a relationship with a woman. I hadn’t given it much thought, and told her it didn’t matter as long as you were happy.

				One night after drinking I went out with Dad at his request, and when we got home he hit on me like he had done so many times in years past. I told him this behavior wasn’t acceptable anymore and that it would be the last time he ever did that to me.

				The next day Dad called me at work. “Your grandma is in my driveway.”

				I didn’t believe him. Grandma hadn’t come to visit me since I moved to Florida more than two years before. “Put her on the phone,” I said. Sure enough, she had really come to see me and her new grandbaby, whom she had only seen in pictures.

			

			
				I was excited to see Grandma and changed my plans to accommodate her visit. I decided we were going to go out together. I had to call Robert, as we were now separated and he had visitation rights. Unfortunately, this was his first visitation time and now I had to call him and ask if he could bring Josh to meet my grandma. Gram had never met Robert, so I figured she needed to meet him for the first time, too.

				We all got together so Grandma could meet Josh and Robert, and I realized I still felt something for Robert. Grandma asked us to give our marriage another try and encouraged us to try to make it work. For Grandma, we decided to give it another try. When she left, Robert and I began our life together once again.

				But neither one of us had really changed. We got back into doing cocaine and let drugs take over. I lost another job when Josh became ill and was not able to be with other children for at least a week. I had no more time off from work, so I found myself without a job and at home again.

				When Josh got well again, I went back to a job I had enjoyed the most – being a CNA. I was good at it and found I had a special compassion for the elderly. This job was close to my home and provided the possibility of going back to school at some point.

				But could I stay sober? Could I stay clean? Could I just do the right things? I wanted to be able to say no more drugs, no more alcohol, no more sex with strangers, no more this, no more that. But I couldn’t. I wasn’t strong enough. Where could I turn? There was no one to help me.

				With Robert and I back together again, one of us always started the other back into drugs. I’d take LSD and not know how I got to places. After so many years of alcohol abuse and doing drugs, I couldn’t remember what it was like to be sober anymore.

			

			
				Robert and I worked with another cocaine dealer and his girlfriend who had a son Josh’s age. We took turns watching each other’s kids when it was time to do business. But things got out of hand when the boyfriend and I had an affair. We did cocaine together, and I soon learned how to cook it, which led me down an even more dangerous road and further from any chance of recovery.

				We got together on many occasions.

				I began doing more and more drugs to the point where I wasn’t able to make a profit anymore from drug dealing because I was doing too many drugs myself. I couldn’t sleep. I was paranoid. All I thought about was getting my next hit. I stayed home to sell drugs and wanted to teach others how to do the same so I would get free hits. I couldn’t eat. I couldn’t sleep. I tried to drink but would get violently sick. I was drastically losing weight and my muscles grew weak.

				I was still trying to work at the nursing home, but found myself going out at lunch to take a hit. One night I began to bleed and, for some reason, I knew I was pregnant, even though the chances of getting pregnant again were slim. But if I was pregnant this time, the baby wasn’t my husband’s. But I couldn’t stop the drugs. Finally, I decided to talk to God one day when I needed to just rest.

				I prayed, If you can hear me, God, please hear me. I am probably pregnant. I have all the signs. If you can hear me, God, I am asking that you take from me this gift of life. I don’t deserve to have another life to care for. I am sick. I need help, but I know it is too late. I’ve poisoned a precious life. I am so selfish. I didn’t think I would get pregnant. I can’t stop. I don’t know how.

				The next day I was in the emergency room.

			

			
				I didn’t want to die. I had a beautiful little two-year-old boy, and he was everything to me. Now I had a baby inside me. I wanted to be a good mom, but I was hooked on smoking crack, and my marriage was based on lies and abuse, including mental abuse.

				Not only did I miscarry, but I was still pregnant. Turns out I had twins. This was a very emotional time in my life, and I made the decision to never be pregnant again. I didn’t deserve such a, so I pleaded with the doctors to remove my tubes. Before the decision was made, they found I was also pregnant in a tube, and if a specialist had not been brought in at my request, I would not be here today.

				The doctor on duty wanted me to go home and call my OB/GYN, but my sister-in-law came in and told them I wasn’t going anywhere and, of course, I agreed. The pain was severe. When they finally took me into the surgery room STAT, my tube exploded. When I awoke from surgery, I was assured I would never be pregnant again. They had removed my one healthy tube. Sadness overwhelmed me.

				My follow-up visit with the doctor concluded with these words: “I don’t know what you are doing, but whatever it is, I give you two weeks or no more than a month to live.” My weight loss was at about ten pounds per week, and now I was at seventy-five pounds. It was as if I was disintegrating.

				I knew God must be out there somewhere. My final decision was to leave, get out, and run. I was always running from things and circumstances. Once again I ran. I called my family, and they were great in giving me money and on the road I went.

			

			
				



			

	


Starting Over
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				I headed to Illinois where my mother resided, but her idea was for me to stop in and see my mother-in-law in North Carolina. God was guiding the ride from Florida to North Carolina all the way, and His plan was in the works. I made that drive with a drink in one hand, my cocaine in the other, and my son on my lap half the time. When I finally arrived at my mother-in-law’s (she was a new Christian herself), everyone was waiting for me with arms open wide. I experienced a warmth I didn’t know before. On the first part of the trip I had managed to lose money and was broke enough that I couldn’t travel any farther.

				My sister-in-law and her husband were there. She gave me a hug, told me she loved me and was glad we were there.. But now something had changed about her. She didn’t drink anymore and she told me she had dedicated her sobriety to God and to her new Savior, Jesus Christ. She gave Him all the glory. 

				When they hugged me, I got a sense of peace I had never felt before. The hugs seemed to pour life back into me. I hadn’t seen Josh so happy with his family before. I knew, then, I was in the right place at the right time.

				Something changed inside of me while I was with them all. I didn’t do any drugs. I didn’t have a drink. I didn’t even think about these things while I was there. Sunday came and I was excited to join them in going to church even though I believed I deserved to die instead. I had lost sight of so many things in life, and by now I was just plain tired of running away.

			

			
				As I watched my little boy go into the church with me, his smile melted my heart. I had never really noticed his sweet nature and his smile until that day. My selfishness and destructive behavior had blinded me.

				At church everyone made us feel welcome, as if they had known us forever. I don’t recall what the pastor said that day, nor do I remember the songs we sang. What I do remember, however, was crying fountains of tears as I accepted Jesus into my heart and asked Him to forgive all of my sins. I asked Him to take care of me and told Him I was tired of trying to do it on my own. I wanted to live for Him. I asked for healing in my body from all of the destructive things I had done. I put my face in my hands, knelt down, and cried until I couldn’t cry anymore. Soon I found myself surrounded by people praying for me, agreeing with me in my prayers, and just being there with me. I felt I was being cleansed.

				While I had prayed many times as a child, this time was different. I really meant it when I asked God to save me, and I had never had an encounter with Him as I did this day. When we were done praying we began singing Victory in Jesus, raising our hands high into the air, and praising God for all He was worth. I knew the victory was won. The battle was in the hands of Jesus now, and I didn’t want to go back to where I had been before. I didn’t want any drugs; I didn’t want alcohol; and I didn’t want to leave this place.

				When we left church that morning, I was exhausted and went back to my mother-in-law’s to rest. I was eager to go back to church again that evening for another church service. I wanted more of God, and I had NEVER felt such a peace as I did that day. I was truly free.

			

			
				I never experienced a withdrawal from drugs, and I didn’t suffer the things I could have. I was ready to change. I had already started by throwing out all the drugs and dumping all the alcohol I had stashed. I didn’t hesitate. I knew Jesus was in my heart and that He had healed my body. He had removed the desire for drugs or alcohol.

				I started loving my son in a way I hadn’t ever done before. I told him everything was going to be okay now because mommy was going to be there for him from now on. Jesus had forgiven me, and I even forgave myself. My physical appetite was back, as was my appetite for knowing everything about Jesus. My mother-in-law gave me a Bible in which she inscribed her favorite verse, which also became mine, Romans 8:28: And we know that God causes everything to work together for the good of those who love God and are called according to his purpose for them.

				I called my mom to tell her the great news. She was very pleased. I began reading the Bible every day and attending church whenever I could. I didn’t always understand everything, but I wanted to keep learning.

				I read about marriage and how God had a plan to mend my own marriage. Also I remember finding the answer to the question of what God thinks of two women together. The answer was that it was sin and unacceptable to God. I wrote to my friend to let her know what I had found out about this, but I never received a letter back from her. I figured she didn’t want to hear that what she was doing was wrong.

				I started thinking about returning to work and going back to school. My mother-in-law graciously allowed me and Josh to stay with her until I was able to find and maintain a place of our own. Before long I was working at Pizza Hut, and my in-laws willingly took care of Josh while I worked. I started taking a night class to complete my high school diploma. Having quit school in the ninth grade, I had a lot of work ahead of me.

			

			
				Night school was great. The teacher was good, and there were plenty of people to help me understand what I was learning, including my family. I had never liked school before, but really enjoyed attending night classes. My sister-in-law ended up joining me in class two nights a week, so that made it even more enjoyable.

				Everything seemed to be going well for me. I had a job. I was going to school to better myself. I had a second chance to be a good mother to Josh. However, the one thing still missing was Robert, so I began praying for him. I didn’t know what would happen to our marriage, but I did know I wanted God to help us become everything good again. I wasn’t sure if he would want to come to North Carolina and live, but I was not going back to Florida to live, if I could help it. If Robert were to move to where I was living, it would take God to change his mind. I wanted him to know I had changed, and I could do what was right and follow through on making us work again.

				I decided it was time to go back to Florida and get my stuff. Heading back to Florida and facing all the temptations I hadn’t had to deal with since being in North Carolina and giving my life to Jesus would be a real test. But I thought I could handle anything now and not go backwards. I was strong enough. I planned to read God’s Word every day. Along with that, I would pray every day and didn’t think anything could go wrong.

				I was learning everything all over again now that I was a new person. I was learning the right way to talk, walk, act, and dress. I was excited about seeing Robert again and figured if he saw the change in me – as a new person, a better person, a different person – that would win him back. We would be better together and be really happy for the rest of our lives. With my Bible in hand and God on my side, that would be enough to make our marriage work again.

			

			
				I was so excited thinking about getting there that I found myself driving faster and faster until I heard a noise in the engine. I pulled over and opened the steaming hood. It had overheated. I waited a few minutes until it cooled and got in, but barely managed to drive to the next exit and find an auto shop. I prayed and asked God for help. I only had an out-of-state check with me, which the auto shop wouldn’t accept.

				I managed to get the car going again and thought if I could at least get to a U-Haul, I could rent a truck and leave the car there until I returned to pick it up once it was fixed. When I got to U-Haul, a man who was a Christian helped me. He let me hang around there, even though I couldn’t afford to rent a truck and I couldn’t do anything about my car. I would have to leave it there until I could pick it up later.

				I called my mother-in-law and also my other sister-in-law who lived in Gainesville with her husband. She agreed to come pick me up. My mother-in-law had called Robert, and he was going to pick me up in Gainesville and take me back to his mom’s in North Carolina.

				When my sister-in-law arrived, she took me to her apartment. She and her husband were newlyweds and I felt like an intruder in their small apartment. When Robert arrived the next morning, he had come on his motorcycle, so I was only able to take with me what I could fit in a duffle bag on the bike. We rode until evening and stopped at a hotel for the night.

				Our time together wasn’t as happy as I had hoped. I figured we could just start fresh right away and things would head down a better road. But there was too much bad stuff between us for that to happen, at least right away. But why couldn’t he just forgive me right away as I had already forgiven him?

			

			
				When we arrived at my mother-in-law’s, everyone met us and hugged us. Josh ran to both of us, and we both wrapped our arms around him as if we had always been a loving family. I enjoyed every moment we were all together and hoped and prayed for the best.

				I still had to get my things up here from Florida. The decision was made for me to take a bus to Florida. I needed to call my dad because I couldn’t do this without him. I would have to store some things at Dad’s place.

				When I got to Florida, Dad picked me up at the bus stop and took me to my house. Once I started gathering my belongings, I realized how much stuff I had. Dad and I went out to eat the night we arrived, and he asked me about this new life of mine that didn’t allow me to have a drink with him. He had seen how bad I looked when I left Florida and was glad to see I was looking more alive now, even though he wasn’t convinced Jesus was the reason for it.

				While I collected my things, I met up with some old friends. I managed to stay sober with them, for which I was patting myself on the back. But all of a sudden a girl in this group made a pass at me. I was in shock, and yet it brought back old feelings and desires. I wanted to put the past behind me and not be tempted again in this area at all. I wanted to focus on my marriage.

				I started going through all the stuff in my house, but it was taking too long, I was running out of time and getting weaker in my will each moment. I should have been strong enough to say no to a drink and no to smoking and especially no to sex, but I didn’t feel strong now. I had gone to church while I was in Florida but struggled with feelings of being unworthy of forgiveness.

				I had crossed the line again and, in my mind and with a lack of willpower, was no better than I had been before. I felt I really hadn’t changed. But I knew I had to go forward with Jesus no matter what. I had to get out of Florida immediately and didn’t feel I could stay another day. Nothing I owned, or that Robert and I owned together, was worth keeping for all that I had already gained with Jesus.

			

			
				I called Dad and asked if he would help me get on the next bus out and if I could leave some of my stuff with him. I’d let someone else have the rest. I wouldn’t miss anything except some pictures I had planned on taking with me. I pretty much left our house full of stuff. It contained all Robert and I had worked for together, and now it was gone.

				Robert had decided to stay in North Carolina since he wasn’t working in Florida anyway. So we stayed with his mother who became like a mother to me, like someone I had always wanted my own mother to be.

				The ride back to North Carolina took a couple of days but gave me time to pray and read the Bible. It was a time for me to renew my relationship with God. I just had to believe God was still hearing me when I prayed.

				At the last stop before reaching my mother-in-law’s, I did get a chance to talk to a girl on the bus about Jesus and shared with her about reading the Bible. She was cleaning up some of her own messes in her life and was going through some changes.

				Once I settled in at my mother-in-law’s, I didn’t miss going to church at all. I would go Sunday mornings, Sunday evenings, Wednesday evenings, and to every get-together for fellowship that I could.

				Meanwhile I had received a call from U-Haul. One of their trucks had gone out of gear and rolled into my car, making it undrivable and totaling it. So not only would I not have to pay to get my car fixed from the initial problem, U-Haul would also pay for it to be towed to where I was. With this extra money we didn’t have to pay out, Robert and I were able to afford some acreage up the mountain from where my mother-in-law lived. We got a camper to live in until we were able to purchase a home. God took care of our needs to keep us together as a family and begin again.

			

			
				We began working on building our home. Robert traded in his motorcycle for a horse for Josh. I had always wanted a horse, too. In fact, I had always wanted to live the country life – have a garden, grow my own veggies and potatoes. And not long after this Robert came home one day with some pigs, rabbits, chickens, ducks, and even a goat to milk. I was more than busy enough with my job, with night school, and with taking care of all the animals. Robert traded some wood for a tiller so I could get my garden going. He had found a regular job, but spent time after work with some new friends drinking and doing drugs when he could get a hold of them. I chose not to be involved in these outings so I would not be tempted to head down that road again.

				Meanwhile, I kept hoping and praying Robert would change and let God be his guide. I thought he actually got saved one Sunday after Josh had prayed for him, but he soon found other things more important to him than going to church.

				In the summer of 1988, I took a test to graduate from night school and failed by only a couple of questions and was about to give up. My mom and dad decided to come for my graduation ceremony, so I took the test one last time. How could I tell them I hadn’t passed? I failed again, but they came anyway and I had a good visit with them. Mom saw me as a different person and that I was finally happy after so many years. I had quit smoking on Josh’s birthday that year. I had simply turned my desire for smoking over to God, and He took it away.

				In November of 1988, I learned I had indeed passed my high school equivalency test and earned my diploma. They had made a mistake in counting my credits.

			

			
				With renewed excitement, I applied to nursing school but found there was a two-year wait to get in. I had been working as a nursing assistant for some time but wanted to complete school so I could be more than just an assistant.

				Robert kept coming home with more and more animals for me to take care of. And what upset me most was he was not being the man of God I had hoped and prayed for. Robert really hadn’t changed.

				I started to feel like I didn’t want to put up with this anymore. Maybe if we went on a vacation it would help things, so we prepared to go visit Mom in Illinois for Christmas. Robert was working at a car dealership and making pretty good money. He had to dress nice for work every day, and he looked good to me. But I reminded myself that his outward appearance was what I went after the first time we met.

				When we got to Illinois, my stepsister and her husband invited us out to the bar where they usually went for karaoke and dancing. That sounded good to me since I had felt pretty cooped up living in the mountains. I figured one night couldn’t hurt. Mom advised against it but realized she couldn’t tell me what to do. I wasn’t too concerned about it, and besides, Robert wanted to go out and I was trying to keep him happy.

				When we got to the bar I told myself I wasn’t going to drink, but I sure wanted to just have one drink. You see, I didn’t have a problem with drinking; it was drugs that I almost died from. I had vowed to never touch cocaine again, but just being at the bar opened the door to compromise.

				We headed back to our home in the mountains after Christmas. I stopped going to church when we got back because Robert said it was better for me to stay home with him.

				Robert and I were having credit problems. When I called one day to see about paying our debts, the woman I talked with turned out to be the wife of the man I had had an affair with in Florida, but both of whom were also our friends. They had moved to Tennessee. I told Robert about this and we made plans to go see them.

			

			
				After we visited them, they decided to come pay us a visit. They were happy for me and how my life had turned around. We started visiting each other’s homes more often.

				Robert had taken a temporary job at the dealership in another town. At first I thought this would be a good thing because he would be able to make more money. I would still visit our friends in Tennessee, sometimes taking Josh with me and sometimes staying overnight. The wife and I always had the boys’ days planned when we were together. We even took a trip together to Illinois where her mother lived not far from mine.

				We went to the bars a few times together where I would drink, but soon I would have more than my limit and get sick. When the husband and I happened to be alone together at their house, he would make advances at me. I always said no, but the lustful feelings were still with me even though I thought they had disappeared long ago. Eventually I ended up giving in to them.

				In the middle of all of this, my old friend Danny called and left a message. He was still in the Air Force and had been married, had a kid, and was now divorced. He was coming through our area and thought it would be nice to meet up with me and meet Josh and Robert. Robert didn’t know much about my past life, as I didn’t talk about it much with him. But I had told him about Danny and that we were just good friends. I was excited to see Danny because we could just talk so well together, something I couldn’t do with Robert.

				Danny came and stayed overnight. We all went horseback riding one day. The visit was short, but it was good to see him again. I got his phone number and address, as he was now living in Maine. He realized my marriage to Robert was not the best, but I tried not to say anything to him about Robert.

			

			
				I had not been living the way I should have been, and I couldn’t forgive myself for that. I tried to, but I’d just end up staying up late and having a drink. Then I started smoking again and hanging out with my husband and doing whatever he did and going wherever he went. Then the fights intensified the more we drank together.

				My sister-in-law came up to our house one Sunday to plead with me to return to church. She asked me just to come back this one Sunday. I started crying. “I’m not coming back,” I told her. I had done so much I could never go back. I believed the Holy Spirit was upset with me, so I hardened my heart and I told her I was going to do what I wanted to do from now on. Even though I heard the Spirit’s still, small voice inside of me telling me Don’t do it, don’t walk away, don’t give up, I told her not to ask me to go to church again.

				My sister-in-law brought my Bible back to me on another day because I had left it at church the last time I had gone. I accepted it from her but kept it out of sight in my home most of the time.

				I knew how much God had changed me when He saved me. He had cleansed me instantly, but I had failed Him miserably. I thought I was strong enough to face my past and not give in to the temptations anymore, but at the same time I was thoroughly enjoying all the attention I was getting from my ex-drug-dealer friend in Tennessee.

				We found times to be alone, until one time we were caught out in the open, mostly because we had been drinking and then he was driving. It was embarrassing and it could have meant jail for both of us. I was scared. The Scripture verse came to my mind about all secrets being brought into the open, and that was surely the case now, but I never told Robert about it.

			

			
				Another secret. Another betrayal. One more night out with Robert changed everything at home. We got into another fight, and it got physical. We each wanted to have the last word, but he won this time. I went to my sister-in-law’s down the road from us, taking Josh with me.

				My sister-in-law told me to give Robert another chance. Even though what he had done was not right, he was still my husband. But I was tired of hearing that from so many people. He wanted me home with him and didn’t like my going to church. He said I had a goody-goody attitude. But I knew there was nothing goody-goody about me anymore. I was as cold as ice. Even though he wanted to try to work this out between us again, I did not. I didn’t see anything left to work out. I was tired of taking care of all of his stuff and never being appreciated for it.

				About this time my other brother-in-law’s wife called to ask if I could come for a visit. They lived in Georgia and were going through a divorce. I was going to take Josh with me, and she had the whole weekend planned out for us: a babysitter for Josh and her kids, a place for us to party, and I would get to meet her new boyfriend and his roommate John.

				This time I really partied. I was too self-conscious to dance unless I had a drink or two first. John liked me a lot upon first meeting me and I really enjoyed his company. He was nice and treated me with respect and kindness. He was much older than I was. I made it clear there was no way we could be more than just friends as I was still married.

				Danny still called and tried to convince me we should be together because I was not being treated well by Robert. He said he could take the place of Robert for me. His words felt so right to me, but he was so far away. It made me wonder.

			

			
				I told Robert I was going to give him two years to change, but he wanted me to change instead. He wanted me to go back to being the old person I was before I got saved, the person he liked better. So I went back to being that old person, but I also became cold to his needs.

				I thought I should have just told him about the affair with the husband of our good friends, since I hadn’t shown any interest lately in going to visit them. He must have known something was going on, but he never said so, and neither did I.

				I was still determined to leave Robert and go to my mom’s. Danny wanted me to come straight to Maine; my ex-sister-in-law said I could stay with her; and John said I could move in with him. My friend in Tennessee didn’t want me to go, but instead wanted me to work things out with Robert. She didn’t know, and I didn’t have the heart to tell her, I was leaving to get away from her husband also.

				I had everything figured out. I got directions from Mom to her place. She already knew I wasn’t going to give Robert another chance to hit me. My mother was sympathetic to this, as my real father had regularly abused her before she managed to get away from him.

				The only love I retained was for my son who was my life. I would never hurt him. I did not want him to be raised in this hate. No matter what, I would always protect Josh, my pride and joy. I felt I would die if I ever lost him.

				The plan was to leave as soon as I picked Josh up from school; I would be packed and ready to go. I wasn’t going to stop anywhere until I got to Mom’s.

				As Josh and I headed out, a country song came on the radio that talked about these chains are gone. I suddenly felt relief. I was out at last and headed to Mom’s. I knew things wouldn’t be the same at Mom’s. She had given her life to Jesus, and I thought this time we would actually get along. I had seen a new Mom, a Mom who might really care about me.

			

			
				Once I got to Illinois, I went to see a lawyer to start divorce proceedings, only to cancel them a little while later. I wasn’t ready, so I waited.

				I got Josh enrolled in school and found a job at Chuck E. Cheese’s. For years I hadn’t wanted to come back here because I had such terrible memories of living and growing up here. I was ashamed of who I had become. But I had learned about forgiveness, and it was time now to put into use what I had learned to make a better life for myself.

				It wasn’t long before Josh and I had a place to call our own. Mom said I couldn’t stay with her, if I planned on drinking or staying out at the bars. Nor could I use her to be a babysitter to do anything like that either. I started going back to church soon, but my heart just wasn’t really there.

				Robert called many times the first couple of months. I made myself so sick. Every time he called I couldn’t keep food down. I just wanted him to leave me alone.

				Before long, however, I decided it was time for me to take a trip – to Maine or to Georgia. I wasn’t sure where my final destination would be anymore because Mom and her husband were moving to Arkansas. Some issues had come up between Mom’s husband and his ex-wife that caused him to quit his job of twenty years.

				I couldn’t leave, however, until school ended for Josh, who had gotten the chicken pox. Dad was also coming for a visit, as well as my sister. When my sister arrived, we all went out one night, and Sis decided to stay longer than Dad or I wanted, so I drove her car home. The next day she called and informed me she was getting married to a guy she met the night before. She was convinced he was the one for her. She didn’t know where she was but would find out, ask the guy’s name, and then call me back. I guess she had learned what I had always lived by: to do whatever you felt like doing.

			

			
				While on the phone with Robert one night, I began talking about returning and going to work in Georgia. But later I wondered if I should go to Maine to see Danny instead. Robert wanted to see Josh before I made any decision, and I really wasn’t ready to let go of Robert. I had always loved him. We just couldn’t live together. Our conversations since I left Georgia were always bitter. It had become a war for us as to who had the most power in parenting Josh.

				Somehow we managed to agree to Josh spending time with Robert no matter what. I had been kept from knowing my real dad, and I didn’t want that for Josh. My child never knowing his father would not be acceptable.

				I decided to make a trip to Georgia just as a vacation. I didn’t feel like I belonged in Illinois and thought a vacation would give me a chance to decide what I really wanted to do.

				So Josh and I went to Georgia. We stayed with my ex-sister-in-law again, who was still friends with Robert’s brother. She and I had developed a girls’-night-out relationship when I visited her before, along with her new boyfriend and his roommate John. John had recently divorced and owned a very nice home with enough room for my sister-in-law’s two girls, Josh, and me. While I was there we enjoyed going out to eat, shopping, and having cocktails.

				I felt pretty pampered by John. He was full of good energy and stayed plenty active even though he was considerably older than me. In general, I enjoyed the company of older people, since usually they carried on interesting conversations. John was no exception. We laughed together, and he always treated me with respect. He put my feelings and needs ahead of anyone else’s, and treated Josh and my sister-in-law’s children well. I loved the sound as they laughed a lot together, too. He ran the dishwasher, made reservations for us, bought me flowers, made dinner, and served dinner by candlelight with or without company.

			

			
				I made the decision to move back to Georgia, and my new girlfriend decided to take some time off from her job to go back to Illinois to help me prepare for the move. John had offered to let me stay at his house once I moved back. Robert was excited because Josh was going to stay with him while I was in the process of moving. My girlfriend’s daughters stayed with someone else on our way up to Illinois, so we borrowed her ex-husband’s truck and headed out for our next adventure.

				Mom came to visit me while we were packing up in Illinois. I was a mess when she arrived. I had been drinking most of the time since I left Georgia. Mom didn’t mince her words. “I don’t want you to continue drinking,” she said. “It’s getting way out of hand.”

				Tears stung my eyes. I knew she wanted to say even more to me than she did, but finally she just said, “I love you, and I can’t live your life for you, but I will be praying for you.” Praying for me. Worry showed on Mom’s face, but I also saw her disappointment in my behavior.

				Mom was probably wondering what I would do next. Where would I run to? Who would I hide from? What would it take for me to call on Jesus again?

				Once Mom moved to Arkansas, I focused on packing up my stuff. I sold what I could so I wouldn’t have as much to store.

				My girlfriend and I picked up her girls on the drive back down to Georgia and then we headed to her place. John offered to let me put the things I brought with me in his garage, until I decided what I was going to do.

				I needed to find another job in Georgia. John owned his own business and suggested I help him with the small stuff there with the possibility of doing more later, if I wanted to. I wanted to find something regular and part-time because I had been on vacation and needed to replenish the savings I had.

			

			
				My friends and I started having cocktails every evening and getting together for lunch some days. I found myself becoming addicted to brandy. This new “drug” wasn’t cheap, and quickly became my evening-after-dinner drink. In no time, I was drinking a bottle a night and talked on the phone until all hours of the night. A lot of this phone time was with Danny, whom I considered my one last friend. He was the one I had stayed in contact with for so many years of my “adventuresome” life.

				While I was in a new place with new friends, I was still making the same bad choices and committing the same sins as I had before, with the exception of doing cocaine. I had vowed to stay away from it and managed to keep that vow. I still thought I could quit alcohol anytime I wanted.

				I decided I would go back to church. John and I went to church together, but it wasn’t good. John was Methodist and the church we went to was huge. I wasn’t sure why I was going there. The only thing I felt whenever we went was shame and guilt.

				John wasn’t the best at keeping up with his own financial obligations, and finally his house was foreclosed on and we had to move out. I went out that night and decided I was not going to go back until I had figured out a new plan for my life.

				By now I had learned who the real John was. Not only was he a jealous man, he also wanted to control my every move. Robert had given me so much room to be free and to do whatever I wanted. I wasn’t sure what it would take to get me away from John now. Money? A person to help me? A new place to go?

			

			
				What did open up for me was an apartment in a different district of Georgia, which was closer to Robert, who had moved off the mountain in North Carolina in order to find work.

				Now that I lived closer to Robert, I could visit him at his work and take Josh to see him as often as possible. But he had no need for me now.

				I eventually connected with John again. He persuaded me to come back into his life and promised to let me be whoever I wanted to be. I gave in. He helped me find a lawyer to have some simple divorce papers drawn up. His objective was to marry me after my divorce from Robert was finalized.

				The papers were sent and the divorce was denied, until we agreed on everything, which we did except for visitation rights regarding Josh. I had assumed I would let Robert see Josh whenever he wanted to, and that was good enough. But child support also became an issue, which I didn’t want to receive from Robert, and I was also required to have a phone with me at all times so Robert could always contact me about Josh wherever I was. I let him have our property since I was able to have custody of Josh.

				It was bittersweet when the judge asked if this was all we wanted when the final papers were drawn up. I admitted to the judge there was nothing between us anymore worth reconciling, as we had tried all the recommended avenues of fixing things between us. I conceded. It was official now. I would never have to worry about Robert taking Josh away from me even after all the threats he had made.

				Even after the divorce, however, I struggled with who I was and what I had done to Josh and to Robert. John, on the other hand, was way too happy for me. After the divorce was over, I felt like I wanted to sleep, not celebrate. But John insisted I needed to bounce back and enjoy the new adventure ahead of me.

			

			
				I became consumed with what I wanted. One night John and I went out with his girls and my Josh to a party with several other people. After a few drinks, John wanted to leave, but the girls and Josh were having fun with some other children. John and I were playing cards with the adults and I was winning. So there was no way I was going to leave at that point. One of the guys across the table from us kept looking at me as if he was interested. John didn’t like that. At first I wasn’t looking back at the guy with any interest, but I figured since he wasn’t shy about it, I would join in on the flirtation. I liked a good game of jealousy. But John didn’t play like this and finally got upset enough that he left the party. I usually drove myself to parties in case things like this happened, but tonight I hadn’t. I had trusted John not to leave me and Josh in someone else’s house without transportation, and this time he had done exactly that.

				I waited and waited for John to return, but he didn’t. I even paged him, asking him to return. This guy and I played all the games that night, including sex, until I knew I had to get Josh up from sleeping so we could leave. I just couldn’t stay there anymore. We started walking back home in the middle of the night, in a not-so-good part of town. I took a chance to trust a truck driver who gave us a ride to a place close to home.

				Once again, I decided I needed to cut back on my drinking because I was putting my son in dangerous situations. I never wanted to hurt him or let anyone else hurt him, and yet here I was doing exactly that by my actions and lack of self-control.

				John and I did work things out, and we decided we would do other things together besides drinking and partying. We went fishing and to the underground mall and didn’t drink when we went out. I decided I wanted to go back to work full-time and also wanted to go back to school.

			

			
				I signed up for college and got a job at T.J. Maxx. I had always wanted to work retail and now I was finally able to and became the best employee at the service desk. I felt things were starting to come together for me again. I looked into a computer programming course, because entrance into nursing school was backed up for at least a year. My mom had suggested I go to college for something that would be a moneymaker. The first quarter I made Cs in all my classes except for business math where I managed to get an A/B. But I went home from classes every day with a headache. I knew I really wanted to be in nursing school, so I tried another option to head in that direction, but my request for entrance into this program was denied. I was stuck where I was. School and work seemed to leave very little time for Josh, so I reduced my hours to part-time at T.J. Maxx even though I loved working there.

				I looked forward to my days off and our weekends together. I allowed Josh to visit his dad often and sometimes would drive an hour just for Robert to see him for an hour.

				John had some friends in the mountains of Georgia, and we would sometimes go there. They had a pond on their property where we could fish and go paddle boating. They also had a pool table in their house, and I gained a sense of self-esteem by often beating the others at pool.

				I thought I was doing pretty well, so I felt I deserved a drink every so often. Besides, I had more fun going out with friends when I drank. John and I took a weekend off together one time and went to a place where no one knew us. We danced and enjoyed dinner and he asked me to marry him. That deserved a drink as well, in my mind.

				So there I was again, back to the same old me. What was I thinking? That I could just have one drink? Who was I kidding? Every so often I would miss a day of school in trying to keep up with classes and would resort to a drink to be able to stay awake. Then I was awake all night and in the morning, it would be time to take Josh to school. The long days and nights were starting to catch up to me again and no one could help me. I couldn’t stop. I kept trying and I couldn’t do it. What would it take?

			

			
				I started to feel smothered by John. I would go to school, head to work, and then come straight home. He figured out how long it would take me to get home. If I was late by even five minutes he would start accusing me of messing around or of stopping in to see someone. Sometimes he was even waiting in the parking lot of my work with Josh, until I would finish for the day. I started to get upset with his being jealous of my co-workers or of me even speaking to certain people.

				One night I had had enough. I packed a suitcase for Josh and decided to meet up with my ex-sister-in-law and her new boyfriend who were heading out to the lake for the whole day. I had taken the day off and had just gotten paid, so I had some money to be able to pitch in to go waterskiing.

				Josh and I talked on the way to my ex-sister-is-law’s place. I asked him how things were going at the house with John while I was working. I also asked about his school friends and his teachers and if there was anything I needed to know to help him out. I listened as he spoke of school first, saying he wasn’t happy with one of the teachers who was hard on him. I assured him I would go in and talk with the teacher.

				He started crying as he talked about John being harsh with him at home. Josh was eight years old and it sounded like he was being treated like a dog. When John didn’t want him around, Josh said he would kick him all the way to his room and tell him not to come out until his mother got home. At that point I knew it was good that we had made plans to be on the lake and away from John that day.

			

			
				The relationship John and I had was only headed into more problems. Summer break from school was about to start so I had to make some different arrangements. I needed to keep my job, but I could change some things with school if need be. I didn’t want John hurting my precious son anymore.

				During this time I had managed to get a disorderly conduct charge leveled against me. I had run from a situation with Josh and had put him in danger. Robert called the police and they found me hiding with Josh in the woods. That cost me a night in jail and some community service.

				Another time when I got drunk, I decided to go back and set some things straight with John. This was not a good plan at the time. As I headed down the interstate, I was doing 85 mph with the car radio blaring music. The next thing I knew flashing lights filled my rearview mirror as a cop followed me. I was speeding, and I had beer bottles all over the floor of my car. It took two officers to assist me to their car. The tow truck came to take my car, and I headed to jail for DUI.

				I called Mom collect from the jail. We talked only briefly, but long enough for her to tell me she wasn’t going to bail me out of jail. “You need to get help.” She ended the conversation saying, “I love you, and I’ll be praying for you.”

				I didn’t think God was listening to me anymore. I believed because I had walked away from God that I was not allowed back. My sins were many, and now this jail time just added to them. I was grateful I didn’t have Josh with me this time. He was safe with his dad.

				Since this was my first offense, I was released on my own recognizance but had to see the judge later that month. John came to pick me up. I hadn’t had any sleep and was drained emotionally. We went and got my car later that day, and even though I lost my license for six months, we were able to get the car back with the help of a friend. The judge had taken away my license for six months except for work and school. He also ordered an assessment for me, required me to go to AA, and made me pay a large fine. Some friends said I got off easy, but I sure didn’t see it that way. Who were they kidding? I lost my license and was on probation.

			

			
			

			
				



			

	


Part 2 Hitting Bottom
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				August 5, 1991

				Dear Mom,

				First I want to apologize for whatever it was I said on the answering machine. I was drunk and I just know that I called. I have really done it this time, just messed little Joshua’s life all up. Just maybe he will be okay. I am so embarrassed for my improper actions the other night. I had gotten very, very drunk and found myself sitting in jail one last time. I just am not a good drinker and every time I drink, I just make things so bad for everyone, especially those who love me. I am scraped up all over my body and can’t move my hands very well. I did not want to live anymore, so I took some pills I had hoped would kill me. Of course, they did not and I am glad.

				Today I told John I would be staying home as I have a lot to think about.

				I just got through praying and reading the Bible. I feel a lot better. Now to stick with it. I have no place else to turn and am tired of hurting everyone.

			

			
				When I went to jail no one knew where I was except you, and I didn’t know if I may have ruined everything we had together. I pray for all to find in their heart to forgive me. I am an alcoholic and I have asked God to help me.

				I am a nervous wreck. I just can’t do anything right. I have made so many mistakes, and I do blame all of this on my drinking. Now I can never, ever pick up another drink again. I may have lost Joshua forever. He is with his father, and now this may cause me to lose him. Maybe in time I will get him back. Robert met Josh and me at the end of the road. I was hiding with Joshua in the woods when Robert got there, and he brought two police cars with him. Then he took Joshua from me, and they took me to jail for public drunkenness.

				Oh, Mom, what have I done? I can’t change what I have said or done. I consider myself in deep depression and just wanting peace so bad.

				November 1991

				I felt I had hit bottom and called Danny. He had just bought a truck and was excited about coming to get Josh and me. First, however, I needed permission from the probation officer, and I needed a plan from Danny to get me started and have my fine paid in full. I thanked Danny for trying to save me from my own destruction, for paying my fine, and for being my friend even when I wasn’t a very good friend to him.

				As Danny left Maine and headed down to Georgia to get Josh and me, I discreetly packed all my things and got ready to go. I had to tell Robert and he made sure I had a phone with me so he could contact Josh when he wanted to. When Danny arrived, Robert asked him to take care of us and to make sure he could see Josh when he wanted to. Danny told Robert he was planning to marry me, but being married again was the furthest thing from my mind.

			

			
				Danny let me have my own room in his house in Maine. I needed some solitude and a quiet place to try to heal and look at my life differently. Danny went back to work. His son was about the same age as Josh, so Josh had a new friend nearby.

				Danny paid his bills. He made sure food was in the house, and he bought me smokes and beer so I could stay home and drink. I couldn’t drive my car because of a transmission problem, but it was a small town and everything was within walking distance. It had everything I needed, but it also had at least one person who reminded me of another place I have lived. It seemed at times as if I were traveling in a circle.

				As each place reminded me of another, I once again found myself returning to old habits. I drank more and more as the disappointments of life caught up with me again. Depression overwhelmed me along with a lack of self-worth. Drinking served to cover up my brokenness. I totally hit bottom again.

				I was tormented with thoughts of how I could have fixed things – all the things I should have done and did not do.

				November 29, 1991

				I sat in Maine with a beer in hand and life running in repeated circles. Decisions confused me. Turbulent feelings of love and regrets for mistakes clashed within me. I couldn’t get what I truly desired from life. For the first time I actually realized I was the most confused person I’d ever met. Why? When? And for how long? These were questions I couldn’t answer. I second-guessed myself many times, wondering if I was doing the right thing. Is it too late for happiness? What, what, what can I do? I had prayed and cried and still I had no sense of direction. I knew I was hindering my life, and just couldn’t believe someone could love me anymore.

			

			
				I wanted another man for one thing, and one thing only. I couldn’t believe I would shatter my happiness for that one feeling, but I did. Now what could I do? Readjusting was the hardest thing I had to do. Being hurt was the only life I really and truly knew. I wanted that call from John, hoping he would say he didn’t love me, although I knew he really did. But I also knew his love was fading and would be gone soon. Bad as it sounded, I couldn’t go on knowing the hurt never mended.

				I didn’t want to cry all the time, but I couldn’t stop the pain. At times I wished I could just go back to Georgia. At the same time I knew Joshua would not be happy, and I would have to give him up. No way.

				I blamed John for this pain because of him not loving my son like he said he would and should have. I cursed myself. Day in and day out the pain consumed me.

				My trust in men was gone, vanished. Could I ever believe a man again? What would it take to find a man who was true to his word? I wanted a man to love me for me, a man to respect me, a man to confide in me, a man to trust me, and a man whom I could trust, a man of God.

				Danny was my best friend. I could tell him anything. One day I told him about my troubles from the very beginning. I told him how I had been violated at the age of five, and then again at age seven, and again at age eleven, by three different people. As I relived it in my mind, the tears came like buckets. Danny embraced me as he listened, and I continued on to the age of fourteen. I told him about my fight to escape from home. Danny grew angry that someone could hurt a child like I had been hurt. He wondered why I had held onto this for so long without getting help. I told him I believed I needed more women around me who would understand. He called some new friends of mine for that help.

			

			
				December 2, 1991

				Since we moved from Georgia to Limestone, Maine, in the middle of the school year, Joshua’s first day in his new school was December 2. He seemed like he’d be all right. I met his teacher and she seemed very nice. I called John just to see how he was doing. He decided it would be best if we did not contact each other anymore.

				John had been a part of my life for two years. There was a lot of pain in those years but also a lot of good and happy times. I left him and struggled with some regret for my actions, although I did know it would happen someday. I really still loved him a lot, but we had stopped talking about Joshua and how he needed happiness as much as anyone else. Although a part of my life was unhappy with John, I really wanted us to be married. Robert, Joshua’s dad, had not even called since we left Georgia, and Joshua hadn’t even mentioned Robert – that was pretty bad.

				I remembered when I left Robert in 1988. I never thought I could go on in life. It seemed like I would die with all the pain. Now it was hard to let go of John. He had just been so good to me and during the good times had showed Joshua so much love. But I must not forget the pain we caused each other. I needed to look at the new life I had as a start fresh and to believe God had a reason for all that had happened in my life.

				December 3, 1991

				Joshua was very happy in his new school. He already had four friends. I needed to get a job. Sitting at home was fine but not ideal. Working could help keep my mind off things. Writing things down began to help me, but I wished it was Friday so I could drink and not worry about getting up early. I hated getting up early and being alone all day.

			

			
				The kids in Maine were very well behaved, unlike any I’d seen before. That was good for Joshua; he needed friends. All kids needed friends. I believed he would have had a problem with that if we had stayed with John. As I pondered this, I thought about having a beer and seeing how things went. What I really would have liked was to go down to the bar, but I didn’t want to get a reputation as the town drunk or anything.

				My thoughts drifted to marriage. I wondered what it would be like to be married again. The thought scared me because of all I had been through. If I ever do get married again, I just want it to be God’s will, not mine. I prayed about finding a good church, and that I wouldn’t be a drinker anymore. Right then I was still trying to adjust. Joshua had done well.

				December 5, 1991

				The move was hard on me. I struggled to find balance and mental clarity. I went into it with a defensive attitude. My mind was confused I couldn’t even begin to live. That song played on the radio again: When a Man Loves A Woman. John and I shared precious moments with that song.

				It was time for me to decide what I was going to do. I hated decisions, especially because I make all the wrong ones. I needed counseling or something. I had to do something. All good things come in time. I just didn’t know how long it would be till the good part of me would come out.

				I loved Joshua so very much, but I didn’t love myself anymore. Because I didn’t love myself, I couldn’t accept that anyone could love me. I had to dig deep and find an answer to this charade in my life before I flipped out, or I wouldn’t even be good for Joshua. I wondered if all the pain was worth it.

			

			
				The hard truth was I didn’t want to love anymore. It hurt too bad, cut like a knife, and took all my energy to get rid of everything. My drinking grew worse. I had to get control again and find myself.

				It didn’t work with John because of Joshua and him not getting along. It turned my love for them into hurt. I couldn’t split myself in half. All I ever wanted to do was to have security, love, and happiness, and all of that was there at the end of our relationship. I could not stand the fact that the man I loved could not love my son in the same way as I did.

				If I went back, would things be different like John said or would it all happen again? I wondered if John really loved me enough to love Joshua the way he needed. On the other side of it, would Joshua allow his bitter memories to pass and give it a chance for a new start? I just wished I had the answers to all of this. I didn’t want to make another mistake.

				December 8, 1991

				I skipped writing in my journal for a couple of days. Mostly I just wanted to not say anything in writing and then maybe my mind would rest, but I still worried about making a wrong decision. I wanted to be back with John. I thought that would make me completely happy.

				With Christmas coming, I got a tree, and it is very pretty. I went to a tree farm to pick it out, and had a sleigh ride pulled by two beautiful horses. It was very cold. Frostbitten feet were enough pain for the day. Also got a haircut, but then lost all energy. I didn’t feel like doing much of anything except going to sleep.

				Since Danny had a son of his own, he understood how important Josh was to me. After sharing with him about my past and how important Josh was to me, he decided we needed to go to church together, a new church he had found similar to a Catholic church. I promised I would give it a try with him.

			

			
				I went to church with him; however, I burst into tears as soon as I entered the building and ran back to the truck where I sat and cried.

				When Danny and I got back to the house I decided I needed closure. I hadn’t closed the door with John. Since I left him, he has stayed in contact with me, calling and asking for another chance, and promising things would be better. I wanted to believe him. I wanted a new life with someone to love me just for me, but that life was not to be with John.

				As much as I tried to be good, I fell back into my old ways. I managed to get involved with drinking with some women who had feelings for other women. One night I had been a tease the whole night, knowing all along what could happen. Shortly after this, I met another woman and there seemed to be a spark of interest between us when I realized she wasn’t seeing anyone.

				I shared all of this with John. He said he still wanted to work things out between us, if I would just come back. We could get past all of these little things that had gotten in the way of our relationship.

				December 10, 1991

				My life was such a rollercoaster. I spoke with Mom on the phone. We prayed. I felt better and cried a lot throughout the day and just let all of it out. I didn’t want to make a wrong decision and regret it at all.

				I grabbed my Bible and prayed from my heart. I didn’t know what would become of it. Basically I was scared of the outcome. I bawled like a little baby who needed their mom. It didn’t make me feel any better, and I decided to sit down and talk to Joshua. It was something I had put off and should have done long ago. The talk didn’t really clear anything up. The only sense I made of it was that Josh hated John because he locked me out and called the police on me. It was my fault this all happened.

			

			
				Danny and I talked about everything, including my seemingly new attraction to women, something I hadn’t shared with him before. I hadn’t ever really wanted to tell anyone else this.

				I decided to go see John for closure one way or the other. Danny reassured me he would take care of Josh, so I was comfortable in not taking Josh with me. I made a flight reservation for Georgia. My mind was at ease about facing John, whether we worked things out or not.

				December 20, 1991

				I took a plane to see John for eight days. The flight was out of Presque Isle, Maine, on a small plane, which made me nervous. We hit some turbulence early in the flight, and I prayed and asked God to let us land safely, reminding God that Josh needed his mom. It was only the God of the universe who could guide us safely through the rough flight.

				I had a layover in Boston and decided to have a few drinks. I met some people at the bar who also had layovers so we joined in conversing with one another. I wasn’t shy as long as I had a drink in my hand. We got to talking and laughing over drinks, and I missed my flight out of Boston. I had to reschedule it, call John and Danny and tell them what happened, and then returned to the bar. My new “friends” became concerned about my safety because I was drunk enough to be slurring my words. I started to cry again.

				Nevertheless, I finally made it to Georgia where John met me. He had made arrangements for us to go to Pigeon Forge and Gatlinburg, Tennessee, and spend our time together there. We drank together, went out and had wonderful dinners together, shopped, and rested. We hadn’t changed in our desire for each other, but the more we talked, the more I realized we really didn’t have much in common anymore. My love for Josh was still a barrier for John, and his words didn’t sound sincere when he talked about us getting back together.

			

			
				I hadn’t prayed before I moved to Georgia. God allowed me to go but hurdles were always in my way. I thought about the times I actually wanted to move into my own place with Joshua, but still have John come over. I never had the guts to leave or to be away from John. I liked being with him but his jealousy really shut up my true feelings. I loved him and probably always will, but in my heart I know it is time to move on with my life.

				As I gave John a final good-bye, I felt a sense of relief. I left things without saying I would return but only that we should remain friends, if possible. I really didn’t know if I just needed John to be with me or what my intentions were for going all the way down to Georgia. I loved him deeply but not enough to be with him forever. But then again I couldn’t imagine being at ease with just myself.

				The trip home to Maine was less eventful. This time there were no layovers so I stayed sober. I missed Josh a lot and couldn’t wait to hold him and tell him how much I loved him.

				Danny was happy I decided to stay with him, and I was happy to hear only good reports from Josh about his time with Danny while I was gone.

				The day after I returned home, I really felt good. It was so nice just to be alone with Joshua while I took my time getting things done. I felt comfortable. That scared me a little bit. I hadn’t felt like I had a real home in a long time, well, actually since I moved from my trailer in Illinois.

				I just want to be happy, but I wanted it to be God’s will not mine. My way of doing things had only put my heart into jeopardy and always ended in more pain when things didn’t work out.

			

			
				Did God put Danny back in my life for me or is this something I am doing ‘cause I want to? I need answers, and God is the only one that knows what is right for me. I had almost said “yes” to marrying Danny, but I wanted it to be for the right reasons. I do want to settle down, to be a wife again, and a good mom.

				December 22, 1991

				As Christmas approached, my thoughts really took hold of my emotions and feelings. In my journal I wrote:

				I would rather be dead than have these feelings. I feel like I’ve been driven to hell and back. Why do I have to put myself through this? Why is it I am always living the crybaby life?

				What is wrong with me? I just know I haven’t acted like this before. I have a major problem and I just cannot deal with it. If I totally let go, I will be all new, and then again be hurt. I just can’t bring myself to enjoy anyone other than John, but I do desire companionship with a girlfriend or just someone to go shopping with.

				Christmas is only a couple of days away and I will do anything for Joshua to at least be happy. I really don’t care if I get anything. Never expect anything and then you never get hurt by what you don’t receive.

				I guess my drinking is out of hand again. Does it come with the changes of life? Is it going to take another one and a half years before I quit or will I ever consider it again?

				Decisions are hard to make and I refuse to make anymore as of now. I feel so drained and confused still, even though I did get up for church this morning. I really wanted to go. This was very different for me.

			

			
				December 31, 1991

				On the Thursday night before New Year’s I went out to the only bar in town. I was in an uneasy mood. The fact was I was out to get drunk and I succeeded. I played darts and did a lousy job of it. The bartender, Glenda, cut me off because I was driving. I started to get offended, but instead, I just let it go. My friend Lorrie, being the only sober person in the bar, agreed to drive the truck home with me. So the bar closed and we left. When we arrived at her house we both went in. In the morning, I woke up in her bed with her.

				Later John called. He had always said I could talk to him about anything, and I told him about what had happened with Lorrie. He said if that was what I wanted, then it was all over with us.

				His reaction shocked me. I said, “No, John. I can’t let that happen. I love you too much.”

				“I’ll talk to you later,” he said and hung up.

				I broke. I went crazy screaming, crying, and yelling. I really did not know how stupid I might be.

				Then with the new year came a new direction. On New Year’s Eve Danny asked me to marry him. And Priscilla called me to say she missed me because she was at a party and I wasn’t there.

				I said “yes” to Danny’s proposal and we set a wedding date. We’d get married on my son’s birthday. The new friends I’d made in Maine were happy for me. Even Priscilla called and told Danny to take care of me. She said I was special to her and that she loved me.

				January 1, 1992

				The following day I sat there thinking about all the decisions I needed to make. I still felt unsure about many things. One thing I knew for sure: I didn’t want a woman to be a lover of mine or to continue that kind of relationship.

			

			
				Right then I just needed friends. I needed comfort and reassurance, but no more than that.

				I knew the Lord was working in my life and doing a lot through the people around me. On the first day of the new year I received a call from a woman named Cindy. She was a sponsor for AA. She said, “I’ve had your number for two days but was afraid to call.” I invited her to come over, “but just don’t talk about my drinking or AA,” I said to her. I needed a friend. So she did come over and we talked a lot. She was a very nice person who had been a drinker just like me. She had just celebrated her one-year anniversary without a drink. She seemed to be very happy with herself and her life.

				Lorrie called while Cindy was still at the house. I asked her to bring some beer over that I had left at her place. When I hung up, I felt a little guilty with Cindy sitting there. After she left, Lorrie came over, but she did not bring the beer for me. I was a bit shocked. Instead of going to buy some I made a mixed drink even though I don’t care for mixed drinks at all. At least this way, I knew I wouldn’t drink much.

				Cindy called to see if I changed my mind about going to the meeting, but stubborn me, I just wasn’t going yet. I dumped the drink out. I don’t know why; it tasted okay. Just didn’t want it for some reason.

				January 1992

				Priscilla came up to Maine to help with fixing my car, since she is a mechanic. She had told Danny she wanted to have me go with her to New Hampshire to pick up some things from her former girlfriend. She also told Danny she loved me again. When Danny told me about this I said, “It’s nothing serious; she was just saying that because that’s the way she is. She just loves everyone, you know?” I hadn’t given much thought to living that kind of life with Priscilla anyway, since I was now in the process of marrying my so-called high school sweetheart.

			

			
				So my trip with Priscilla to New Hampshire was set to take place a week before my wedding to Danny. Josh had overheard the conversation between Danny and Priscilla in the garage earlier and said, “I don’t want you to go away, Mommy.”

				“What do you mean? I’m only going to New Hampshire for a couple of days and then I’ll be back.” I told him he was going to be in a safe place at Priscilla’s daughter’s house and that he could talk to me anytime he wanted. “I’ll call you while I’m gone.”

				Josh said, “No, Mommy. When you get married to Danny, he said he’s going to send you away.” Later, once I had dropped Josh off and was on the road with Priscilla, I asked her about this conversation Josh said he overheard between her and Danny. She looked at me and said, “I thought you said you wanted to get help with your drinking.”

				Inside I was furious with Danny, thinking he was going to force me into a treatment place. He wanted me as his wife, but was it only so that he could put me away? I mentally replayed my conversation with Josh about this. I had to do something.

				No one was going to lock me up or put me in a place I didn’t deserve to be in. I thought of Danny leaving me locked up somewhere and the thought of not being able to see my son. Danny hadn’t said a word about this to me. The more I thought about his plan, the more upset I became with him. Suddenly, just overnight, Danny became my enemy.

				After Priscilla and I arrived in New Hampshire, I spent one whole night talking with John, Robert, Danny, my dad, and my mom, on the phone. Weeks before, at Danny’s insistence, I had told my mom about the abuse I had experienced as a child. Mom was shocked. I didn’t feel any better inside after telling her; it just made me feel like I needed a drink.

			

			
				Those days I needed a drink to calm down, a drink to help me tell the truth, a drink to play pool, a drink to talk, a drink to cry, a drink to laugh, a drink to drive, a drink to do just about everything.

				With everything going on with Danny I made up my mind. I’d had it with men. This plan of his was the final straw. After all these years, my trust in him was now broken.

				While still in New Hampshire with Priscilla, I called Josh’s babysitter and asked her to take Josh to a safe place and not to allow anyone to know where he was. I called Danny and told him our wedding was off, and I would not be back at his place ever again.

				Here I was starting over again with a new life. I vowed to never let a man hurt me again. I vowed to never allow my son to be affected by a man again. I vowed to never marry a man again. I’d had enough of what men stood for – deceit, lies, and betrayal.

				I met more of Priscilla’s friends. They seemed to take a liking to me. I felt like I belonged with them, and I enjoyed Priscilla’s company. She never asked me to do anything I didn’t want to do, she never put down Josh, and she never said a bad word about me. She was a special person who had also been abused and taken advantage of like me, and she was funny and fun to be around.

				I was determined things were going to change. I would run my life from now on. No man would ever get close enough to hurt me. No man would convince me to sleep with him. No man would be by my side. No way would I allow a man to hurt my son. The more I didn’t have to see men in my life, the easier it would be. I really wanted nothing to do with men because all they had ever managed to do was hurt me in every possible way. I had given years of my life away believing I would find the right man, but it had never happened.

				Danny and I parted as friends but with a brokenness between us we had not experienced before. Danny wanted to give me security, but for him that meant control, and I only wanted someone to love me for me.

			

			
				Priscilla made room at her place for me and Josh, which she was already sharing with her best friend and daughter. She had a small trailer with a room built on. While she was a wonderful person inside and out, she was a woman and so was I. Was I ready to compromise all I had ever been taught and all I knew about right and wrong? Had my life gotten to the point that there was no hope for a God-given relationship?

				January 26, 1992

				Marilynne, if you really want a friend to talk with and be honest with, I’m here. But if you don’t want a true friend who loves and cares about what you’re really going through and cares about Joshua’s wellbeing, I’ll understand!

				You have a problem and you do need to get help. Whether or not you choose to get that help is still up to you. The game you have been playing for such a long time needs to come to a close. Your actions are hurting someone else who won’t be able to heal very easily. That person is the one you love the most, Joshua. The other night you said to leave Joshua out of it. Well, I can’t and neither should you! I love you, but I have grown too close to Joshua to see him go through the life you’re presently leading.

				Stopping drinking is only the first step to recovery. You need to go to psychoanalysis. Your mother tried to get you to go when you were 16. Robert tried to get you to go. The state of Georgia tried to get you to go to Alcoholics Anonymous. You’ve fought it every step of the way. Why? You’ve lied to Robert many times and to John. You have lied to me on how many occasions? I don’t want to count. You told Robert you were working; that was a lie. You said you were going to stop drinking after Christmas, and then the first of January. You’ve lied to yourself and to others too many times. When are you going to realize you have a bigger problem than just alcohol and get the help you need?

			

			
				Why did you come up here with me? Be honest with yourself first and then with me! Was it because you took too much from Robert and John? I’m sorry you want to throw away what we could have, but maybe the love in this relationship is one-sided: me giving and you taking. Question: How long before you discover it’s you that you’ve been running away from, and how much more are you going to put yourself through?

				You said I was a fake. Well, that did hurt, because you know as well as I do I’m your truest friend. I’ll tell you what you need to hear, not what you want me to say. If honesty is fake, then I guess in your eyes I am a fake. But you know in reality I’m not!

				I hope you don’t take what is said in this letter wrong, but that you take it to heart so you know I’m a true friend, extending a helping hand. Reach out and take my hand, if you want to get help. I’ll be there always until you don’t need that holding hand. Please don’t take a defensive attitude. First look into yourself and be honest with yourself, and then get mad at me.

				With Love Always,

				Danny

			

			
				March 24, 1992

				Danny and I got engaged in January. At first I was sure of my decision. The only thing was, I was marrying him for all the wrong reasons. Security just didn’t seem to be enough of a reason. Love him? Yes, in a very different way than man and wife. More like a brother or a security blanket I had held onto for so many years, wondering if we could make a marriage work after being just friends for so long.

				I was ready for marriage. Just one thing: I was still in love with Robert and also John. I just could not shake those strong feelings.

				But this time the marriage was called off. It relieved me as the pressure dropped off. I still felt very uneasy living where I was. In the meantime I had decided to leave and go back to Georgia to marry John. I had become so addicted to him it seemed the right thing to do.

				I hated the idea of leaving Maine. By this time I had developed new friends and was able to be myself and not worry who liked me or not. At this point, Lorrie and I were not even speaking to one another. That was fine because Lorrie’s feelings were more intimate than I wanted them to be. Priscilla, a very special person to me, and Becky, a friend of hers, were coming over a lot. At first when they would call, I was a bit concerned since Priscilla had said she loved me. I took it as a friend kind of love and let it stay that way.

				Summer 1992

				One night I talked with my ex-mother-in-law and described to her my life of sin. “I just can’t change.” She boldly told me both Robert and I needed God. Robert and I had recently talked about getting back together again, but we just ended up yelling at each other on the phone. I shared all of this with his mother. Again she said, “You both need God.”

			

			
				I decided not to call her again, because she had said nothing to make me feel any better. She doesn’t agree with me, and I simply refuse to call people again who don’t agree with me.

				I spent a lot of time calling my friends in all the states I had lived in, rambling on and on with them on the phone for all hours of the night. I told them how I was mistreated all my life, and I asked over and over again, “What did I do to deserve such a life?” All of this only served to pull me further away from God. I was hoping they would make me feel better, but they never did, and I kept refusing to go to the only One who could. I still thought I was important to my friends, because they continued to listen to me. What I really wanted was someone to love me for me.

				I was bold in letting men know I was with a woman and in telling them “no.” I still joined them in their partying, but I finally felt respected by men, even when I said no to their advances. It even felt good to say no to them.

				I was sure I must be doing the right thing, because everything seemed to be working out. I was working, and Priscilla was not working because her back wasn’t the best. I started to find humor in things that once made me cry. I began to think there was hope for me in pursuing my dream of being a nurse. I wanted to be a good mother to Josh, but being a wife again was the furthest thing from my mind.

				Then I was laid off from work and couldn’t find another job. Food stamps and insurance supported me and Josh. Priscilla and I decided to move to Florida, and I let Josh spend the summer with Robert in Georgia.

				Dad sent me money so Priscilla and I would have enough for food and gas on the trip south. We sold all we could of our stuff and the rest we fit into our cars.

			

			
				My car began to overheat on the trip; Priscilla told me via the CB to turn the heat on full blast in the car. She said it was necessary to save my engine. With the heater turned on full blast, the temperature went back down to normal, but I had to do this several times during the trip.

				We arrived in Georgia to drop Josh off where it was ninety-five degrees, but Dad was waiting for us in Florida, and we still had more than six hours to drive, so I didn’t stay long with Robert.

				When we got to Florida, we went straight to the pub where Dad was waiting for us. I could tell the barmaid was the same as Priscilla and me. When her girlfriend came in later, they both bought us a drink.

				While Dad accepted Priscilla, I could tell he wasn’t pleased with our relationship. The next day Priscilla and I both headed out to look for jobs. We knew we couldn’t stay in Dad’s house for too long. We appreciated his kindness to us, and that he never said anything bad to us while we were there.

				Dad had a renter living in his house whose car was having problems. The renter let Priscilla work on his car, and he paid her to fix it. We needed the money so that worked out well.

				July 10, 1992

				Danny, the way you spoke in the last letter, I really never thought I would hear from you again. This letter is a much more positive one.

				Since I have not written or spoken to you in a while, I have had a lot of changes in my life. I am trying to get my life into order and everything keeps coming back to me.

				Joshua has been with Robert for 1-1/2 weeks now. He will be coming home Monday. I sure do miss him when he’s gone, although I need that space for a while sometimes. Joshua asked about you the other day, and I just said you were fine. I also told him we would be staying right where we are until whenever.

			

			
				I’ll have to pass on Illinois for a lot of reasons: no money; and school requires everyday attendance. They use your attendance as a grade; if you miss too many days your grade goes down. Miss ten days and they kick you out of school. I really wish I could go. But I guess you just think this is another excuse. Well, it isn’t.

				August 1992

				One night after being out late drinking, when Priscilla and I got back to the house Dad actually hit on Priscilla and tried to get her to sleep with him. I couldn’t believe he would do such a thing. On another night, shortly after this, when we got home late from the bar, there was a woman sitting in the living room. I shouted to Dad, “You couldn’t get Priscilla so you found another woman?”

				I have never been so embarrassed. It was my own mother. Apparently Dad flew her to Florida to try and talk some sense into me about my lifestyle and to get me to change my mind.

				After the initial shock of seeing Mom, I realized that in the few years I hadn’t seen her she had changed enough that I didn’t even recognize her anymore. But I remembered she had said she was going to be here. I was so drunk I had forgotten I sent her a letter before I left Maine telling her I was heading to Florida. In that letter, I invited her to come down and see me, if she wanted.

			

			
				The next day Mom talked with Priscilla and me, separately. She said to me, “You know I won’t and can’t live your life for you, nor can I tell you what to do.” She asked me if I was happy, and I said “Yes.”

				Then she said, “Well, I like Priscilla. She has a good personality, and she really cares for you. I will say this. Could you two just remain friends and nothing more?”

				I said, “No. This is what it is, and we are together.”

				She responded with, “You know it isn’t right,” and then said again, “I can’t live your life for you nor will I tell you what to do, except I do love you and I always will, no matter what you decide to do.”

				So my dad was upset with me because I had left Josh with Robert, and now my mom was upset with me because of the lifestyle I had chosen. With things as they were, she decided there was no reason for her to stick around. Oh well. My mind was made up and there was no turning back.

				Dad made me an offer. He said he had been looking for houses for me and Josh and found a nice one. If I liked it, he would buy it for me and pay all the costs of upkeep so his grandson could have a home of his own. The kicker was that Priscilla had to go back to where she belonged, in New Hampshire. He even offered to pay her way to get back up there. I suddenly realized he was serious. He would do whatever it took to separate us.

				Priscilla and I decided to pack as much of our stuff into her car as we could and put the rest in storage. I planned to leave with her the next day. My bags were packed with what I could carry; we were ready to go. Dad asked if I was going somewhere.

				I said, “You know, Dad. I love you, but I can’t stay here with you. I’m going with Priscilla. It would never work with me here, and it isn’t right to send her on her way like this, so I’m not going to.”

			

			
				Needless to say, Dad was angry. Very angry. So angry, he disowned me.

				We headed for New Hampshire where Priscilla had already lined up jobs for us and an apartment. Josh would stay with Robert. I made arrangements to pick him up later. Josh had his turtle with him and was content with that. But soon after I got to New Hampshire, I received a phone call from Josh. He wanted to stay with his dad for the whole school year. I didn’t like the idea, but I couldn’t find a reason for not letting him stay either. I agreed as long as he promised to keep his grades up.

				A week after school started, however, I got another call from Josh. He was crying and told me he had hurt his knee weeks ago but couldn’t tell me about it then, because his dad said he was a wimp. I packed in record time; we borrowed some money and headed to Georgia. I was angry with Robert for not seeking medical attention for Josh, and I was shocked at his way of handling the situation.

				Once we picked up Josh, we headed right back home to New Hampshire. I hoped Josh would like our new home, or at least the home we were living in temporarily while we waited for a three-bedroom apartment to open up. Once we got home, we took Josh to the doctor, who put him in a cast from his thigh to his foot. His ligaments had torn and would have caused a shortening of his leg due to the surgery necessary to repair it if we hadn’t gotten him to the hospital when we did. I vowed to never let Josh be away from me again.

				Priscilla was supportive as I continued to make decisions about our new life together in New Hampshire. One night Josh got up and saw something he shouldn’t have between Priscilla and me that gave away the true nature of our relationship with each other. He was so upset he packed up his things that night and moved to the shed on our porch. I followed him out and sat down to talk with him.

			

			
				He had been hoping his dad and I would get back together, and I told him that wasn’t going to happen. I reassured him he would always be my precious boy, my pride and joy. But from his point of view, I had been lying to him all this time. By the time our conversation was finally done, he was okay with knowing I had decided not to have any other man take his dad’s place. We didn’t discuss that evening again.

				Fall 1992

				One day Mom called and I told her about being invited to go with a friend of mine, Gee Gee, to Florida. Mom said I should stay with Dad when I got there, even though I told Mom what Dad said to me before I left Florida the last time. Because of Mom’s gentle insistence, I got brave enough to call Dad and make the necessary arrangements to have him meet up with me where I would be staying with Gee Gee and the special-needs people she took care of.

				When we got to Florida, Dad met me at Gee Gee’s, and he and I drove to the storage area to get my car from where it had been sitting since I moved to New Hampshire. It needed a new battery, after having sat for so long, and once again I didn’t have the money to pay for it. Without me asking, Dad offered to get a battery and he paid to put gas in it, too. He asked me to meet him later on at the bar where he would be. I agreed.

				A couple of days later I went visiting some old friends of Priscilla’s and mine at a bar we frequented. When I went to leave and put the car in reverse, it refused to work even though the transmission on the car wasn’t that old. Again, Dad offered to pay to have it fixed. I was so grateful.

				I didn’t know if Mom had been talking with Dad over the last few months to soften his heart toward me again or not, but I was grateful to him for helping me out of another jam. He cared about Josh, and he knew I would take care of Josh. In order to do that I needed my car once I got back to New Hampshire. I finally headed back to New Hampshire, later than planned, but with a car that worked enough to get me there. I was so happy to be home and to see my son and Priscilla.

			

			
				Spring 1993

				When spring arrived, my mom and sister decided to come for a visit. And, to my surprise, Dad decided to visit as well. They were coming for my birthday so it added to the celebration of being together. Dad stayed at a hotel over a bar about two blocks from our house and Mom and Sis stayed with us. It was a good visit which gave my sister time to spend with Josh. They even made dinner for all of us one evening in our small kitchen.

				It was a short visit, but we were all glad to see each other. My sister didn’t question my lifestyle while she was there, nor did she give an opinion on it one way or the other. She did ask Josh his opinion, but I already knew he was happy with the way life was going for him, so it was no big deal.

				Spring came and went and so did summer, and Priscilla and I had no jobs. Once again, we had to decide if we were going to stay there or move elsewhere to try to find work. Priscilla’s brother was moving to Wisconsin, and he and his wife and kids stopped by for a visit on their way. They invited us to come out there, if we wanted to find work or to just come for a visit.

				Once again, we decided to pack up our things and move. We sold all we had in order to by gas for the car, and we made a box to fit on top of the car to hold all the things we were going to bring with us, mostly things for Josh. Once again I left a place I had called home, a place where people made me feel welcome and who were the best of friends to party with.

			

			
				Even with all this, I felt something was always missing in my life. I wanted the white picket fence and big house and lots of children running around and laughing. I was missing the peace of God.

				As we drove down the road on another adventure, in our move to Wisconsin, we decided to visit Niagara Falls. It was July 4. We had little money except to get gas, but we did get to see this beautiful spot and take some pictures. Then we were on our way to Chicago where my sister lived, and to her boyfriend’s house, which was about an hour from her place.

				He had a nice house in a ritzy neighborhood and was a quiet guy who didn’t seem too excited about our visit. Our beater car really stood out in his driveway. With our homemade car-top carrier, all we needed was a rocking chair on top of the car. My sister, on the other hand, had a cute but small apartment she shared with another girl. We felt much more welcomed in this much tinier place and enjoyed our short stay there.

				The next morning my sister headed to her work, and we headed out for the last leg of our trip, another four hours to reach my mom’s place where I had grown up. Mom and her husband had moved back from Arkansas, and he was able to return to his former job of twenty years. I loved my mom and wanted to be near her. I liked that we could talk more and got along better now than we ever did. I was enjoying this “new” mom of mine. She was just so different than before; she didn’t get angry anymore.

				When school did not work out well for Josh and Priscilla and I needed better jobs, we told Mom we had decided to make our way farther north in Wisconsin where Priscilla’s brother lived. It was another five and a half hours away. We had to get a loan from Mom to make it that far. She was okay with our decision and graciously helped us out.

			

			
				We set out for Wisconsin, into cow country. We arrived in the small town where Priscilla’s brother lived. They had agreed to let us stay with them until we got established with jobs and our own place. Everyone was glad to see us. Josh already knew her brother’s children, so we all kind of had instant family.

				Priscilla and I settled in one more time, in another small town. This town had a couple of bars, and they didn’t have a closing time. I only drank once in a while, because we were still on a very tight budget. Since Priscilla’s brother was in alcohol recovery, we respected that and didn’t drink at his house. Instead, we walked to the local bar where we would meet up with more people to shoot pool or share pitchers of beer. Somehow I always managed to go somewhere with just enough money for one drink and ended up staying until the bar closed down.

				It was time for us to find jobs, however. We drove up to Barron, Wisconsin, where Priscilla’s brother and sister-in-law had interviews lined up for us. The interviews went well, and we finally got jobs. Priscilla met the owner of a hotel in the town where we were living who rented rooms out by the day, week, or month. He graciously gave us a room to rent for a month on credit. The room was small, just a hotel room, but it had what we needed to make it a home. We found someone to check on Josh each day, feed him dinner, and help him with his homework while Priscilla and I were at work.

				We ended up staying at the hotel until October 1993 when we moved to a nice two-bedroom house. We settled into our new place and set things up for someone to watch Josh since Priscilla and I were working the night shift. With those hours, I didn’t see Josh much except on the weekends, but we were working on saving money so, hopefully, one day soon we would be able to buy a house and not put Josh through any more moves.

			

			
				Thanksgiving came and it was a chance to enjoy time with new friends, good food, and reunite with our families. Everything was looking up for us except that inside I still felt I was missing something. As we sat down to pray over the Thanksgiving Day meal and do our ritual of saying what we were thankful for, we began with, Thank you, God, for our new home, our jobs, and especially for family and friends. It made me think of my real father. I wondered where he was and who was with him on this special day. I didn’t even know if he was still alive. My friends suggested that since I knew his name I should call Information in the town where I thought he currently lived and see if I could get a hold of him.

				I found his number. My hand trembled as I dialed it. I wasn’t sure I was ready for conversation, if he actually answered the phone. “Hello,” a man’s voice answered.

				“Is this Don who married Sharon?”

				Before I could tell him who I was, he said, “Marilynne, is that you? I’ve been waiting a long time to hear from you.”

				We talked for a while that evening as my friends listened in. I was thankful he was still alive. I asked him to forgive me for treating him with such disrespect. He said he probably deserved worse than that.

				That opened the door to a relationship. From then on we talked almost every evening after I got off work. Finally we decided it was time for a visit. I wanted to visit Mom as well, so we decided I would stop at his house to see him and then continue on to Mom’s.

				I learned that in all my growing-up years, my dad lived less than an hour away from me and in the same town where I used to visit Grandma. It amazed me I never ran into him while walking about in that small town and that no one had told me he lived there.

			

			
				When we finally met up, the visit wasn’t anything like what I had imagined it would be the year I got saved. I had wanted to meet up with him then so I could talk to him about God. I wanted him to be saved and forgiven so he would stop drinking. Instead, our visit was like going to a party. We got together for drinks and to talk about the past and things we had missed over the years. As I walked in the door he greeted me from his bed in the living room. He had a degenerative disorder of the discs in his back. The doctors had determined there was nothing they could do for him – not even surgery – so his drinks and his pain pills were his only relief.

				A part of me right then just wanted to pray for his healing. But I didn’t. I thought, Who are you to offer prayer to God for your father? I looked at the drink in my hand. I was a hypocrite. So I didn’t pray. Instead, we just talked for most of the night. I wanted to know the truth as to whether he had done the wrongs to Mom and me that others had said he did. Was he man enough now to admit his wrongs? I felt I had to ask him the hard questions now that I was with him, but I didn’t know how he would respond.

				I learned family secrets far worse than I ever imagined. Dad’s inappropriateness with me came from his own tormented past. His own father had asked him at a young age to sleep with his mother, and then with other women. His family was a drinking family, so Dad learned early on how to drink. He also followed in his father’s footsteps of beating whomever was nearby in his anger and drunkenness.

				As I headed to the door to leave, I was grateful I had gotten to meet my dad and to talk at length with him. He asked me to tell Mom he was sorry for all the terrible things he had done to her and to me. I felt sorry for him. The following morning, I headed out to Mom’s.

				One day, about two months later, I got a phone call before heading out for work. It was Dad’s sister. She said Dad had passed away that day. “But he said to tell you he loved you and to thank you for the last couple of months.”

			

			
				I fell to my knees and cried uncontrollably. There was more I had wanted to say to my dad and now the opportunity was gone. I never did tell him what God could do for him. I should have told him. Why didn’t I? As I tried to remember his last words to me, it struck me that maybe he had waited to die until we had seen each other again. I had only a couple of months to talk with him or see him, but was so glad I had called him on that Thanksgiving Day.

				When Mom found out about his death I could almost see her relax a bit, knowing he would never be able to hurt her again. I shared in her sadness and disappointment that he was the way he was. And now it was over. There was no funeral service. All I had left of him was his obituary and some papers showing he had been licensed as a barber.

				At last, I felt it was time to put the past behind me, but the more I tried, the more I drank. My grieving process consisted of consuming alcohol and cigarettes. Sadness lingered that he was gone and I had not finished talking to him. I never got to ask him what could or would have helped him to change.

				Spring 1994

				My whole life seemed to be a series of ups and downs, and either way I drank. I’d drink to get rid of one hurt and smoke to get rid of another. I was a complete mess. Inwardly, I knew I had to pull it together, and soon, before I lost any happiness I still had. If I didn’t, I would go off the deep end. Maybe Danny was right all along. He had said I was manic-depressive. I thought, Maybe I needed pills or something. But then my precious son would say, “Mommy, I love you,” as I held him on my lap. It helped me focus on what was important for him and for me – a new home, a job, and our relationship.

			

			
				Spring came as I anticipated a visit from my mom for my birthday and for Easter. The dad I had known for most of my life, the one who lived in Florida, was also coming for a visit. He would join up with Mom on her way to see me so they would arrive together. Mom went with Josh to my uncle’s place the day before Easter, and Dad and I celebrated that night at the local bar.

				We stayed late at the bar playing games and drinking, and then came home for a few nightcaps before bed. Everyone else who had come home with us fell asleep, but Dad and I stayed awake and drank and laughed some more. I got up to go to the bathroom and stumbled and fell into the tub. I called to Dad for help and he came in and pulled me out. While I was drunk I had the courage to tell Dad that Priscilla and I planned to commit to each other in “marriage.”

				The next morning, I couldn’t remember how he reacted or what he said, since we were both drunk. It was Easter Sunday. Mom came back with Josh so we could celebrate the day together. She asked that we all stay sober, which we did, and we enjoyed a nice dinner with the friends who had stayed overnight with us.

				Shortly after Dad and Mom left, Priscilla and I got “married” with a few friends along as witnesses. Josh was even pleased to take part in the event.

				Many people I knew expected me to change my mind about doing this. When I called them, after it was over, I expected to hear congratulations. Instead I got lectured about how what I was doing wasn’t right and that I was outside of the plan God intended. Mom said she was not happy about the decision, but said she still loved me and acknowledged I was her daughter.

			

			
				Summer 1994

				Once summer arrived and the end of the school year, we got to spend more time with Josh. We planned a trip to New Hampshire to pick up some of the things we had left stored there. Dad wanted Josh to spend some time with him in Florida so we flew him down there.

				Priscilla and I worked a lot of overtime in order to save up enough money to eventually buy our own home here in Wisconsin and to be able to take the trip to New Hampshire. We worked hard, but we were happy. Everything seemed to be going right for me. There was no room for me to doubt the decisions I had made, but in my heart I knew Mom was right about the relationship between Priscilla and me. But for the first time in a long time everything seemed to be right, and I didn’t want to change anything.

				We headed to Maine and to New Hampshire, seeing old friends and celebrating our new commitment to each other in both places.

				When we got back to Wisconsin we found a house, well, actually a two-bedroom trailer we wanted to buy, and we headed to the bank for financing. They said, “You haven’t been at your place of employment long enough,” and denied our application. Priscilla always had a way of talking to people to get what she wanted. She found a woman at our work who was able to help us purchase the home.

				The next day we went to the home to meet with the owners. Things worked out as far as financing went, and we were soon to be the owners of a two-bedroom trailer located close to work for both of us and not far from the new school Josh would attend in the fall.

				We finally felt settled. Now that we were actually going to own our own home we felt established. Josh would have the opportunity to make new friends but would still be close to the friends he had already made. I vowed at this point not to move again until after he graduated, no matter what. I wanted him to enjoy the rest of his school days in one place. We went to football, baseball, and basketball games with him, as well as to wrestling matches and a few school plays he was involved in.

			

			
				I should have been happy, but I found myself binge drinking again. It happened at times when I wasn’t feeling content. I put on a good front most of the time with my friends at the bars. But at times Danny’s accurate assessment of my manic-depressive state came out and others saw it occasionally. I was good at manipulating people, too.

				I started to hate my life and the relationship I was in with Priscilla. I had never felt so far away from God.

				I was drinking my way to the grave. I knew I couldn’t go on like this anymore. I was scaring myself into the loony bin, feeling like I was having a breakdown. I wanted to stop but all I did was drink more and harder stuff.

				I needed help desperately. I couldn’t help myself. But how was I going to get the help I needed?

				One morning I dumped all my drinks down the drain and told myself I wouldn’t drink hard stuff anymore. This was after I had already been to treatment after getting a DUI following a night on the town. Getting a second DUI was a reality check for me. I had really messed up everything. When I went to treatment I made a vow to stop drinking. I really, really did want to change. Being in treatment wasn’t just a front like it was for some of the other people I met in the group.

				After a couple of days in detox I started feeling better. My outlook on life changed. I was ready to head in a new direction. Unlike the others I met there, I wasn’t really an alcoholic; I just let my drinking get out of control once in a while.

				I stuck with my vow not to drink the hard stuff, but I couldn’t get the same effect and the same high with just a beer. So it didn’t take long before all my bad behaviors resurfaced. I binged again, sometimes staying up for twelve to twenty-four hours – all day and all night – until I had to go to work.

			

			
				Even with all this going on, I didn’t consider myself a bad person. I still managed to handle all of my responsibilities at home and at work. I still had fun doing the types of things most families did together. In my way of thinking, true alcoholics didn’t take their responsibilities or families seriously. Since I did, I figured I must not be an alcoholic.

				1995

				I finally went back to work in the nursing field after quitting my job. I had spent years at my job while my name was on a list waiting for an opening on a day shift. I had been promised it would happen at some point, but it never came. After hours and hours of overtime resulting in painful hands from the type of work I was doing, I just quit my job without notice. I had found another job in a nursing home, so I hadn’t quit without something else waiting in the wings.

				It had been years since I had worked as a CNA, but I never forgot how to care for others. This job gave me no time to be selfish. It was a time to get away from me-me-me all the time, like I was used to doing with my friends on the phone. I was focused on others to make sure these elderly people were given all the help they needed and to show them how special each one of them was. I knew I was right where I needed to be.

				At the same time I started this new job, one of my friends made a bet with me that I couldn’t make it three months without a drink. The challenge was on, and I focused hard on trying to win this bet. I was going to show her and everyone else that I didn’t have a drinking problem.

			

			
				Mom called one day and said she was headed to Arkansas and wanted to know if I could join her. Over the years I had taken several trips with Mom to Arkansas to see Grandma. On the way down to Grandma’s, Mom and I talked a lot. It was much different than when I was younger. She didn’t yell at me anymore. She only listened. I felt a healing process going on between us.

				We talked a lot about Josh and about Grandma, and Mom shared with me her husband’s problem with alcohol. After our weekends together, she would always pray for me. Grandma, too, always prayed for me and told me she knew God was protecting me.

				I was living totally against God. I couldn’t live with who I was, and I didn’t even like myself most of the time. I felt locked in a place I couldn’t escape from.

				What would I do without a drink? Where would I go? Who would I see and hang out with? About all I had to do now was work. I didn’t drink while working, so this would work out perfectly for me, or so I thought. I would put more hours in so I had less time to be with friends who would be drinking.

				It was the longest three months of my life, and I could hardly wait to get back on track drinking again. I won the bet, but made up for lost time right away.

				I didn’t seem to have a conscience when I drank. It was my excuse for reckless behavior or a risky lifestyle. Once again I felt like running, but there was no place left for me to hide and no other place I could run to that would work for me. I was sick and tired of being sick and tired, but my patterns never changed. I kept going to parties, staying in the bars until closing time, and drinking more and more. I was in and out of the doctor’s office due to the physical problems caused by drinking. I would be off work for a day or two to recuperate just so I could feel well enough to go back to my job and hopefully keep it.

			

			
				1996

				One day I fell at work on a water-covered floor. I hurt my back, knee, and shoulder pretty badly and had to take a leave from work to heal. Now at home I didn’t have to worry about how much I drank, because I wasn’t concerned with being sober enough to go to work.

				One night I got into an argument with my son. He was trying to keep me from driving, because I had been drinking. I took off anyway, feeling like the whole world had come to an end because I had argued with Josh. I was so upset about it I wanted to die. I drove down a familiar country road and headed for a telephone pole, intending to end my misery. Instead the car died and stopped just about a foot in front of the pole. At first I thought, I can’t even do this right! Then I thought there must have been angels surrounding me, because when I tried to start the car, it started right up. God must have been looking out for me.

				The incident didn’t stop me from drinking, however. And yet it made me think again about God and made me recognize what seemed His obvious work in my life. The portions of the Bible I had learned years before were always in the back of my mind. But my heart stayed hardened. I didn’t believe I could return to God because I had told Him to leave me alone. I also believed I had broken just about all of God’s laws and that I was doomed seven times over.

				I had written down Scripture verses about drunkenness, but had sent them to Robert, not kept them for myself. Could those verses have been warnings I refused to heed? Instead, I used them to judge someone else, pointing out the speck in his eye without seeing the log in my own.

				I was guilty of all the things I told others not to do. I found myself in the throes of my own deception and thought surely I was going to die in a worse way than my real father, because I felt I was worse than he had ever been. I felt like his sins were becoming my sins, but I was taking them even further. If only someone could help me.

			

			
				In the midst of all of this, I still felt as if God was watching over me, even though I wasn’t living for Him. I was sure I had done way too much to ever be accepted back into His realm. I was a mess, and I didn’t know how to turn myself around.

				November 10, 1996

				By November my inner battle continued to rage. This entry from my journal reflects just how tortured my thinking was:

				I just got finished typing two letters and now I’m going to write how I feel besides. The battle with my inner self is crazy. I’ve asked so many times why can’t I just let go? Oh, why? Everyday something changes. I wish I knew the future. I really do not understand why I can’t let go. I do hope someday I can say, “Why did I wait so long?” Although at this time I can’t see the answers.

				Today we went to church. Mom called this morning and I just was more than ready to get going. But now I am having a beer and that is probably so wrong, but I don’t want to deal with the wrong part of it all. I figure it could be worse, but it’s just a few beers, and there I go again. It’s what I want to do. See? I can’t even allow one day to say, “Okay, Lord.” This is terrible and I can’t help it, honestly! I wonder if I shall ever understand.

				Summer 1998

				I liked my job. I had been there four years and still challenged the system for time off because I hadn’t gotten any better with my supposedly “controlled” drinking. I did set boundaries for myself. I would only have a few drinks and eat some and make sure I went to bed and got up refreshed for work. At the start I had begged to get this job since I had failed the drug test when I first applied. They gave me another chance, and I made up my mind not to do drugs and to really give this job all I had.

			

			
				After four years, however, I experienced another setback. It forced me to refocus on still another new start to my life and another direction. I had been canning some green beans at home and when I placed the hot jar in cold water it exploded. Boiling water from the jar and tiny shards of glass went into my face and arms. Josh was at a friend’s house nearby and heard me scream inside the house.

				I ran to the tub and frantically splashed cold water on my face. Priscilla wet a towel to help me, and we headed to the emergency room. The drive seemed to take forever. When we got there the doctors checked my eyes, as I hadn’t opened them since the explosion. They were afraid I had gotten glass in them, but I didn’t. “Thank you, Jesus,” I said.

				The local hospital couldn’t do anything else for me, so I was driven in an ambulance to a hospital burn unit in Minnesota. Priscilla followed the ambulance in her car. I had no idea how bad off I was. When they found out I was allergic to narcotics, they gave me another drug in hopes of relieving the pain.

				My face was cleaned and wrapped like a mummy and I could only use a straw to eat and drink. But I was lucky. I could have been in a lot worse shape. Someone called Mom, Grandma, and also my sister, who was going to fly from Chicago to see me. No one could do anything for me, and I could do nothing for myself – except pray. No one knew what I would look like once the bandages were removed or how badly I would scar.

			

			
				All the while I couldn’t believe I had been so stupid as to let this happen – and I wasn’t even drinking at the time! It seemed inevitable. Every time I tried to quit something bad, something happened that gave me another reason to drink.

				They kept me in the hospital for two days. They removed one bandage from my eyes. For the first time I was able to see the burns on my arm. It would heal and maybe have only a few scars.

				When the time came to remove the rest of the bandages from my face, I looked in the mirror with my mom by my side. She said, “You’re still as pretty as you have always been.”

				But that’s not what I saw. I saw a scarred-for-life person. My eyes filled with tears. I was just happy my eyes were not damaged and I could see. As I began to heal after leaving the hospital, I started to focus on a new job and a new life. I decided not to just give up on life as I so often felt like doing, but rather to put everything I could into a new life.

				My new job was different from any job I had ever had. I really enjoyed what I did, and the pace of it picked up the longer I was there. However, as I was there longer and longer, working in the cold with knives, I developed carpal tunnel syndrome and ended up having surgery to fix it.

				January 13, 1999

				I sat at the table having my usual morning coffee – missing the cigarette, and reading the twelve-step book given to me by my counselor. Every time I read the word “alcoholic” tears fell from my eyes. I wasn’t sure if it was the word or because I knew I was a victim of this horrible affliction.

				Questions ran through my mind like, Why does it have to be this way for me? I felt hurt and angry at the same time, but I also felt better without drinking. With everything I liked doing or thought of doing, alcohol was there. The temptation was very strong. I feared summer activities, which always included alcohol.

			

			
				I had my first taste of alcohol before I could even say my first words. Without my mother’s knowledge, my baby bottle had been filled with my real father’s favorite drink. I was eleven years old before I learned about the hidden secrets of my mother’s past, which played a great role in my future. At that time I had no idea how much of a role it had already played. Now to find out I was actually born an alcoholic. As disturbing as it may sound, it was worse for me that I had learned a way to live without dying from this disease.

				March 2, 2000

				The battle goes on. Someday I’ll be fine with God, and drinking won’t be the issue. There was a time when God, my son, and my husband were more important to me, until the day drinking once again began to be the only way to get my husband’s attention. I feared quitting and not being able to make him happy. He’d rather me drink than stop, so we were not meant to be together forever!

				However, he quit ten years later, and I went on for who knows how many more years. It left me with unanswered questions. Josh was my reason to be good, but I couldn’t even do that right. Everything I did or I said was wrong. I just didn’t feel like myself.

				I was lost in confusion. Lost without knowing who really, really cared or not. Right then nothing much mattered – today, tomorrow, or yesterday.

				2002

				Priscilla and I started looking for property to buy. We put money down on a place, but didn’t really think anything more about it, since I was out on medical leave and hadn’t applied for any kind of loan to buy property. After hunting season was over, we received a call that the property was ours. We took Mom and a few friends out to the property to celebrate. Mom wasn’t too happy I wanted to stay in Wisconsin.

			

			
				The property was in a beautiful spot in the country, surrounded by trees, wildlife, and a lake. We walked around all 6.8 acres and talked about putting up a home on the hill. As we walked the acreage we came upon more swamps than I realized were on the property when we contemplated buying it. As beautiful as this place was, I didn’t know why I had bought it. I didn’t even feel I deserved anything this nice. I thought, I am trying to replace the property Robert and I had owned in North Carolina.

				Six months later Priscilla and I were looking at buying a doublewide as a temporary home until we could have a house built. I asked the banker what it would cost to have a house built on the property, and he said he would have no problem giving us a loan for $100,000. I thought he was out of his mind. There is no way we could afford that.

				We finally made a decision; we both became co-signers on a loan to purchase a double-wide home, as well as dig a well and installed septic, a driveway, and electricity. This was to give us a place to live until we could have a real house built on top of the walk-out basement we dug.

				During the summer of 2002, as the home was being built, we began camping on the private road to our house. We hired some guys to cut the trees down to make room for our driveway and to mark the land for the place where the home would be built. I continued to drink more but was also working more overtime.

				All of a sudden Priscilla lost her job. How were we going to pay for this house now? She received no reason for her dismissal. She had worked there for four years and never missed a day. Then the company got a new owner. Priscilla suspected it was discrimination on the part of the owner in letting her go, but she had no proof. However, it didn’t take long before she found another job, and everything continued as planned with the building of our new home.

			

			
				The house was delivered in two pieces and set on the foundation of a walkout basement. A convoy of trucks arrived filled with all of our belongings, and we celebrated by having some friends over for drinks. The house was beautiful with three bedrooms and two bathrooms. Some would call our place a mansion, but to me it was a just a special place to call home. It was the fulfillment of a dream.

				I had always shared whatever home I lived in with my friends, but with our new home I almost sensed a feeling of envy or jealousy on the part of those who visited. Or maybe it was me who had changed. Had I gotten a big head because of this big house? I hoped not.

				Even with this newly fulfilled dream, my drinking got worse. Since we now lived too far from our friends, we often had them over to our house for parties. I also started going out again after work and didn’t come home right away. I began to feel lonely being so far away from my friends. I had a phone so I could always call them, and I always kept a bottle close to keep me company. And yet, something was always missing.

				So once again I started looking for something to help me feel better. Nothing I was currently doing worked. I started hanging out in town with the people I knew did drugs. Why not do it too? I wondered.

				Also in 2002, Josh was set to graduate, and Robert and his new wife were going to join us for the celebration. I felt as happy as I did the first day I held him in my arms as a newborn. I didn’t feel I had much to do with this accomplishment or with all he had achieved over the years, yet somehow he gave credit to all of us who stood beside him on graduation day. I was so proud of him. He had asked me not to drink until the graduation was over, and I didn’t. That day was worth every sober minute.

			

			
				October 3, 2003

				On October 3, 2003, I had been in sobriety for eight days going on nine. When I started drinking, at first it was for fun and only on weekends. Then it was every other day and especially weekends. Then all of a sudden I found myself staying up through one day and continuing to drink into the following day. My drinking was getting out of control, but I didn’t stop. I developed crying spells and a sympathy attitude.

				While one part of my being was crying out, the other part stayed true to my drinking. The struggle included stress, depression, anxiety, and unsure thoughts of suicide, all while in the process of getting settled in a new house and the responsibilities that came with it. With my job on the line and my body breaking down, I found myself turning to drinking even more.

				I went through bouts of anger, which were manifested in many different ways. Good friends meant nothing. I used family members to cradle upon during my drinking episodes. I was no longer myself, and I couldn’t seem to find who I was or what nature of a person I should be, or could be.

				I experienced many blackouts. First not remembering what I had said or for that matter what any person had said to me. Confusion took over my mind. I started feeling paranoid that everyone was talking about me. Nothing being said was good, but I didn’t care. I would just have a drink and soon I was back to myself, whoever that seemed to be at the time.

				I told everyone I was going to explode and didn’t know what kind of outcome would transpire. After a day’s work and a few write-ups, which consisted of verbal and written warnings about my attendance, I had only two days left to miss and a three-day suspension looming. I found myself in the bottle for one and a half days. I had also been suffering from neck surgery and back problems. I felt I was being picked on at work and was being punished for trying to get better.

			

			
				I could not stop crying and I couldn’t stop drinking. Nothing mattered anymore. I had hit the deep end of life. With my job hanging by a thread, my body dealing with continuous pain, and my mind tortured with anxiety and stress, depression became a great concern to me.

				The fact I didn’t care about my friends surprised me. I had pushed away two of my best friends who left without me at a bar. What was next?

				October 5, 2003

				By October 5, I had been sober for eleven days. I started considering spiritual needs. Some things were coming together with the house, while some were not. Josh no longer lived with us, so Priscilla and I were alone at home. It sure was different. We’ve always had Josh or someone around. This change was certainly hard to get used to. Being alone at home, I hoped to get a lot of things done.

				October 6, 2003

				The following day, Priscilla and I attended First United Pentecostal Church in a nearby town. This was exactly what I needed. It brought back the presence of the Lord. However, my legs wouldn’t move when they invited people to go forward for prayer. I didn’t know why I was holding back. Uncontrollable tears fell from my eyes, but I just stayed in my seat. I wondered if anyone knew how badly I needed prayer! Then the sermon began and, lo and behold, it was from Romans. I heard:

			

			
				So God abandoned them to do whatever shameful things their hearts desired. As a result, they did vile and degrading things with each other’s bodies … That is why God abandoned them to their shameful desires. Even the women turned against the natural way to have sex and instead indulged in sex with each other (Romans 1:24, 26).

				Those verses made me realize how I had let go of God and turned to the worldly life. I felt as though the judgment was on. I sat in church and tried to act as if everything was all right. I felt a hardness over my heart, and now I was in a pickle. I needed to decide what to do next.

				Trust in the Lord with all thine heart. A sense of being helpless ran over me. The battle was on and I was sure by letting go I would not win. It was as if I were sitting on a fence trying to figure out which side to lift which leg over to. I planned to return to church that evening, even though all I was feeling was guilt. I wondered if anyone knew Priscilla and I were partners. If they did, would I be looked at in a different way? I decided not to go; however, part of me still wanted to go because I knew I needed the Lord’s help with all things. For I can do everything through Christ, who gives me strength (Philippians 4:13).

				Today was the twelfth day since I had been sober. One day at a time, sweet Jesus. That was all I asked, and it became my new “awake prayer” and my new beginning for the strength I desired. I knew I was a long way from total recovery. I feared I was only in remission and someday I might fall back. I sure hope I am wrong.

				October 7, 2003

				October 7 marked thirteen days without a beer, and with it came a better understanding of alcoholism. I read the little red book, which explained the twelve-step program in detail. So far most of the steps I have let happen in a fashion only God could help me to know. I didn’t realize I was doing any of the steps, until I read them. I could see God has been leading me all the way.

			

			
				At the same time, I was also dealing with anger and resentment because I could never pick up another drink. I had to admit I was an alcoholic. I was beside myself. I cried real tears and wanted to let it all go, except part of me was afraid of failing. I must let it all go to the Lord above, in order to be free of this disease in my mind and body. A power greater than myself was at hand, and I knew I should let him work on every part of me. God could take away all things holding me to worldly thoughts and actions.

				The aches and pains in my body were reminders of alcoholism. I hurt and nothing was helping. I used to drink to ease the pain. People say don’t look back; it’s time to look forward. But this day and every day I must look back to remember what a drink would do to me.

				October 8, 2003

				October 8 marked my fourteen days of sobriety. The day before was difficult. I really wanted a drink, but instead I got some nonalcoholic beer, which satisfied my craving. I became angry again because I couldn’t have a drink like other people. I had an appointment with the AA counselor and didn’t know how it would go. I decided I would try to go to church that night.

				When Priscilla arrived home from work she seemed to be doing a little better. I was having a hard time being close to her and wasn’t sure why. I guessed I really was a different person compared with my drinking person.

			

			
				October 9, 2003

				Today Shell Lake has an AA meeting. I will proceed to make it today. I do realize my weakness of human self is at hand and so this means my entire future is at stake. I will have to stay strong to be able to see how Priscilla and I will be.

				Thelma called. It seems as if there is a different way we talk with one another since I told them to move out. If I hadn’t told them to move, I would not have made the first step to stop drinking.

				October 10, 2003

				I made it to the AA meeting in Shell Lake. A lot of people there were in recovery for many years, while some, like me, were there for the first time. We spoke on humility. I admitted for the first time ever in a group that I was and am an alcoholic and that I had sixteen days of sobriety.

				I woke in the morning feeling nervous. Today was my luncheon for being at my job for five years. I was nervous because I’d been out of work off and on since June when I returned after surgery. A person I disliked, who also had the power to hire and fire, would also be attending the luncheon. My anger had been tested with him in the past, and now he’s had the ammunition he needed to fire me at any time.

				When Priscilla arrived home from work, we would leave for Mom’s. Mom was always there for me, and I was grateful for all she has done for me.

				I now had sixteen days of sobriety. At times it seemed easier, then other times it seemed impossible, but here I was hanging in there day by day. The test of change: The things I had done while drinking I have been doing without it and it seemed strange.

			

			
				October 11, 2003

				I reached seventeen days of sobriety. I found joking around about going to the bar and such helped me through yesterday off and on. I headed to my AA meeting and was amazed as I listened to the people’s stories and how the system worked, and how God has done such work in all of us. I began to feel as though I belonged there.

				God seemed to be working through me. I talked to one man who was in relapse again after six years of off-and-on sobriety. My advice to him was to cry, and cry as long and as many days as it would take. I knew this was what I needed, but I didn’t know if this would be beneficial for him. I’ve come to an understanding that God knows why every tear falls and I believe he picks them up and starts his movement. Anyway, I know I probably shouldn’t be giving advice, but I sure felt it was my place in that situation.

				October 13, 2003

				I went to church twice Sunday, once at Mom’s church and then at the nursing home with Grandma. Both lessons were good ones for me. The first one was on the lost son-lost sheep (Luke 15). I really related to this for I know the Lord let me go my own way and now, thank God, he is there for when I returned to him. Most people don’t forgive, but I am grateful we have a God that does, no matter what we’ve done.

				Eighteen days of sobriety had passed. Day by day it seemed to get better.

				October 14, 2003

				I had read some of the AA book and also my Our Daily Bread guide. It talked about self-centeredness, fear, security, and how the Lord has us to shine our light for him, and how if we allow him to take fear and selfishness away we can show our light and that he gives to us freely of his will.

			

			
				I would just have to let him take all of this away and let him instill in me what it is he wants for me in my future of sobriety. Letting go was hard, but it needed to be my only way to stay free of alcohol.

				I had reached twenty days of sobriety and was starting to feel better. The anger of not being able to drink had lessened. At times my mind slipped away; but that’s when I asked God to help me once again.

				October 15, 2003

				I went to the park and saw Robin, whom I hadn’t seen or talked with for months. We didn’t have much to say to one another, which was unusual. Maybe it was just showing I had changed. It was probably a good thing that most of my drinking friends had been fading away for quite some time. This made everything much easier for me to deal with my drinking problem.

				Twenty-one days of sobriety and it was only the beginning of this new life.

				October 16, 2003

				On my 21st day of sobriety I felt very worried about our finances. With me not working and Priscilla doing her best, we were just broke. With so many demands on us for bills to be paid, I hoped something would happen for the good and that we could at least get caught up.

				October 19, 2003

				Day 25 of sobriety fell on a Sunday. We planned to attend church that morning. Lord knows I needed all his strength that day and every day. Friday I was close to a fall, when I went to the store and bought some nonalcoholic beer. That craving for the taste of beer was so strong. I sure missed the satisfaction of a genuine buzz. Finally, when I felt pretty full I realized I didn’t want it anymore. And no after-effects!

			

			
				Who am I and what will I be? How will I be? When will the joy and happy nature be natural?

				October 20, 2003

				We went to church yesterday, and I enjoyed both Sunday school and the service. I needed both lessons very much. The first one was about asking God for a vision so we can stay focused on his works. The other included renewal of mind and body and letting Jesus lead us to our futures.

				How can we afford to turn from Jesus? We don’t have time to walk away from God. Yesterday was my time to kneel before Jesus and ask him back into my life, heart, and soul. We can’t afford not to walk with Jesus. I knew by walking away years ago it threatened the gift of the Holy Spirit I was so freely given. From this point on, I planned to pray for his presence daily. All I had seen until now, in a sense, was me tugging on the bottom of his robe and him looking down at me. I needed to feel the victory of reassurance that he had forgiven me of all things.

				With his help, I would be okay. I couldn’t do anything right on my own. I knew today or yesterday – every day – I needed to get on my knees and continue to ask for God’s presence. I was unhappy most all the time – wanting back what I had lost, but wanting what I wanted at the same time. I needed to let go of myself. I needed the presence of God. God was providing the strength and courage I needed. Without him, I would be drinking again. He was teaching me it was not easy to live with self and how important it was to let his will be done. Self was what set me back for all these years.

				selfishness

			

			
				self-pity

				self-endurance

				self-satisfaction

				self-understanding

				I want, I want, I want

				me, me, me

				Now it was time to let go but only if I really meant it. I had always been independent. It would take a lot of prayer and acceptance to let go. I used to say, what’s one more day to drink? And, I’ll stop tomorrow. Now I prayed that if the Lord saw fit for me to have all I desired of his presence, I would not take it lightly. They say you don’t miss what you never had. Well, in my case, I had a special Spirit and I missed that. Obedience.

				October 21, 2003

				I reached day 27 of sobriety and was having a hard time trusting all things would work out with God, if I just let go and trusted him to fix all that was needed in me. I knew if I cared about Jesus and had the confidence in him by faith, I would trust in his power to keep me in his hope of being a new person. So that day I held faith in God as I trusted his power to save me and renew what he saw fit for my future.

				October 22, 2003

				I felt the need for spiritual music. Praise unto Jesus. I could feel him working with me. I gave thanks to the Lord for I knew, now, that he was working with me. I had gone to a meeting yesterday and the topic was promises. I didn’t have much to say, but I listened carefully. God’s promise for us was that he would never leave or forsake us. I was standing on the faith of belief that this was so true.

			

			
				Today by the grace of God I was alive. I believed he had a purpose for my life. I surely would be ready when he led me to my works and a vision to know what it was I must do.

				Twenty-eight days of sobriety and it seemed not so much a battle today. I thanked Jesus for giving me another chance for his love. The burdens I’d been carrying didn’t seem so heavy as before.

				I must never forget how much confusion and depression, stress, and so on were in my past. For a great many years, while it was easy to fall back into the world, it was not as easy to fall back into safe arms.

				I really didn’t experience any real happiness in my worldly ways. Alcohol was what I lived life on. “Cope” was a word in the sermon yesterday, and today I understood: I had to cope with what I had created and someday all would be better. I was learning to cope with situations normally a drink would cure. I had never been good under pressure. It seemed I always ran to a way out or just ran away.

				October 23, 2003

				I was thinking back on all the times I drove while intoxicated. The Lord, I believed in my heart, had given me another chance. I knew this was it, and I prayed he would not leave me and that he would give me strength and courage every day for his will and not my own.

				October 26, 2003

				Learning to have fun in sobriety was a must for me. I needed the support of all the AA members and was the kind of person who needed fun things to do. In my drinking days I was always the planner for activities and food, places to go, and so on. The thing was I also made sure there was enough beer, too. Now there was no beer but all else remained the same. It was a good feeling when people joined me in a sober time of fun, even though I knew some people would be distant from me because I didn’t drink anymore. These people were the ones who only cared about their own drinking. I was once that kind of person. I’d say, “What? No beer? Well, then I’m not going there!”

			

			
				October 27, 2003

				I went to church and Sunday school and enjoyed both lessons. They had to do with words we utter aloud to others, and how careful we should be in what we say. As we all know, words cannot be taken back and sometimes cannot be forgiven. To be more like Jesus – that is what Christians are about. Then, now, and forever we should continue in prayer. Pray to have all his riches in glory.

				At church, I went up for prayer. I knew the Lord was blessing me in some kind of way. However, I still felt as if I was in a fog of spirituality. I would just keep on going to church and AA. Whatever it took, forever. I would continue to seek the Lord and strive for his knowledge and his peace. From past experience I knew the Lord could do all things.

				October 28, 2003

				On day 34 of sobriety I felt a bit of fear. Fear that I would probably fail again. I rebuked this attack on my mind as I knew it was not of God. I would continue in prayer. One day at a time, sweet Jesus. Give to me strength and courage.

				October 29, 2003

				I have to remember today that God has done all things with his power. To take my life back in his hands, I must realize he is in control, not I! How do I know any step in this new life is of God and not of self?

			

			
				November 16, 2003

				Fifty-four days of sobriety! I never thought I would make it past two days. I didn’t do it alone, but with the help of God, AA, and sober friends. I was looking forward to church. I needed the presence of God and felt a bit slack on his moving in my life.

				November 23, 2003

				I was excited. I had made it to sixty-two days sober and I was finally starting to feel better. I was learning to let go and let God do for me what I could not do for myself. The search for God’s will in my life was also a one-day-at-a-time issue.

				November 28, 2003

				Yesterday was Thanksgiving Day and my first holiday in years without a drink. I felt lost for a while, but then I realized I’d be okay. Thanks to the Lord. Without God, I would have been drinking. Sometimes – most times, I can’t really tell if he’s with me. However, I knew he was working with everything around me and in me.

				I still hungered for that victory and joy. I figured I must be holding back on certain circumstances in life with the fear of letting go without knowing the outcome.

				I knew the Lord worked in mysterious ways. I was very thankful he listened to my cries.

				November 30, 2003

				There sure was a lot of talk out there from past friends. I got to the point where I didn’t trust any of them. I had never felt so distant from everyone. A lot of trust had been broken and over things that didn’t even make sense to me.

			

			
				No matter how you’ve helped people out, they tend to only think of the worst things you’ve done, not the good. This was very hurtful and unbelievable. It made me all the more thankful to have a church to attend and an AA group where I could express myself. Without these two important places, I would be drinking again.

				At least my family was supportive. God had helped me in a number of ways and for this I was grateful. I knew with God on my side I couldn’t go wrong. I prayed I would always remember what I had become and the difference God had made in my life. My past life was something to learn from and not to return to.

				December 26, 2003

				Blessing. This was the topic presented at AA on Christmas Eve and what an appropriate one. I have had so many blessings. My health, which was getting better, a warm place to sleep, and food in my tummy. It was a real blessing to know God had given his Son so we could live everlasting. It was a blessing I still had a job, and without the Lord this would not have been the case.

				My sister made it here on the 24th. It sure did feel good to have a Christmas together with no one drinking. I didn’t miss drinking as much as I first did. I found a way to be in the in-crowd without giving in to it. I would call that a blessing since my way to fit in before was to join in.

				February 4, 2004

				Four months into sobriety and a lot has gone on. I feel much better, now. On February 4, my sister and I visited the Walt Disney Resort. While it had been some time since I had desired a drink, today was one of those days. Through God’s strength I overcame and now peace has returned.

			

			
				February 9, 2004

				We made a trip to Dad’s for his birthday. His birthday party was good with quite a few people stopping in and some staying the night. Kinda like home for me in a way. I thought I would clean Dad’s house as a birthday gift. This kept me away from alcohol for a time. Debbie tended bar while I cleaned and later played a few games of darts.

				Later in the day I took her spot tending bar and by then I was surrounded by people who had consumed enough alcohol to be obnoxious. As I listened to them talking, arguing, and such, I realized how much I didn’t miss any of those conversations.

				Dad and I thought alike about certain things, just as Debbie and I were so different at times. I was grateful I was not the person I had been four and a half months ago. If the old me had come for a visit, this time with Dad would have been one of fighting or arguing, and this day with him would have been shot.

				February 29, 2004

				I arrived back home from Florida. It was cold here. I had made it without a drink now for five months. A few times I was tempted, but that faded. Thank God.

				Thursday I went over to Lorrie’s. She told me she has let the Lord into her heart. I was shocked, but very happy for her and prayed for God to lead her in all the right directions.

				Krista, Lorries girlfriend, is Catholic like Priscilla,. They have different ways of praising, praying, and confessing. Only God knows the road for them. All I could do was pray they do what God would have them to do.

				Lorrie was also in that conviction stage, and it isn’t easy to know the right thing to do. I haven’t been to AA, but I knew I needed to get there this week. If for no other reason, I needed the fellowship. I have no friends except Lorrie and Krista and that is even fading.

			

			
				March 7, 2004

				I had a scary dream last week. My birthday was very close, with a month to go. In my dream I had a party and gave in and drank my used-to-be-favorite drink. People were there whom I hadn’t seen in a long time. In the dream, I made several phone calls. My old self was surely back except this time I didn’t remember anything spoken of, only that I drank and now couldn’t stop.

				Thank God it was only a dream. I believed it was a warning sign. My conscience was letting me know I was becoming weak. I hadn’t attended an AA meeting in over a month. It was time to put the first step of AA into action. The fact was my AA group of friends was needed every day, not just the first day. That’s the way it would always be. Together, we thank God for a second chance.

				So on Friday I attended my used-to-be-usual meeting and was so glad I did. I knew I had a sponsor but had never really taken advantage of that fact. At one point this woman wasn’t ready or comfortable being a sponsor, but eventually she had asked me again if I wanted a sponsor, and I said “yes.” I had someone to talk to anytime about anything, and this for me was the time.

				My sponsor said, “It’s time for you to get more involved and take responsibility.” So now, on Friday nights, I would be in charge of the meeting. A commitment for me like this was scary. No excuses. I had to be there for other people going through what I had been through. This would be a blessing; a way to help others on their road to recovery, and it would help me keep my sobriety. Without that, I was a drunk.

			

			
				March 14, 2004

				I was called into the supervisor’s office at work and prayed all the way there. “Lord, I can’t take any more bad things.” I was to the point where I hated going into his office. Another review. I had already had one, and it wasn’t good. I expected this one wouldn’t be either.

				Well, he went back to 2002 again. All I could think was, Does it ever end? I was told my review was going to be in October of this year. I was upset. That meant no raise again for another year. I was so disappointed I took a half day off and went to pick up Lorrie. It wasn’t until I began telling Lorrie about my day that I realized God had something to do with this. I started looking at the review as a fresh start, a clean slate.

				Nothing bad was on my report from that day forward. All the write-ups were removed. My attendance became clear of problems; with another review I had a chance of a higher raise than it would have been. God had renewed my thinking. I was now saying it was a blessing, a new chance, a new beginning. So I went to my AA meeting and was asked to be speaker later in March. I never have been a person to talk in front of people unless I had been drinking.

				A new beginning, yes indeed. I told them I had to pray about it. I just let it go. Then I asked Lorrie and Priscilla what they thought. After talking with them I figured it was a time for giving my testimony and guessed I was probably ready, so I said I would. If God be with me, no one can be against me.

				I took over the Friday night meetings. That week there were only four people there. I was glad there weren’t a lot of people, but my confidence grew and I thought I’d be ready the next week for more. Thy will be done, not mine.

			

			
				June 4, 2004

				As I was going on nine months without a drink, I was shocked I’d made it that far even with God. I still had the meetings on Friday night, and my Uncle David had bought me a daily devotional book. The gift surprised me and made me happy.

				I certainly enjoyed God’s place for me in his church. I almost hated to leave and go somewhere else. I’d gotten used to God’s power and moving Spirit. I craved the presence of the Holy Spirit every day and every chance I got.

				With Jesus helping me through the battle, I prayed one day at a time that he would grant me peace. I still struggled with some issues regarding God’s will but together we were working it out.

				This Sunday I would attend Mom’s church. It would be different. I prayed for the Spirit to have his way. I’d gotten to where I could hardly sit still at our services. I was so thankful I didn’t have to hold the Spirit of God down, but rather was free to rejoice and be glad in it.

				July 3, 2004

				On June 26, I received my nine-month medallion from AA for being sober. Temptation still came once in a while, mostly on Fridays after work. I understood why. It made sense to have to fight the hardest on that day, the day that used to mark the beginning of no end.

				I thanked God every day for my sobriety and asked each day for another.

				For the first time in this new life, however, last Sunday I didn’t want to attend church. It was a good thing I didn’t give in to that temptation. The message was about change. Homosexuality. And how mankind tries to change the Word of God to fit his needs and wants.

				I needed to hear that message, but at the same time I didn’t. I would just keep going to hear the Word of God and some day all his answers would be clear for me. We were making some decisions on some very important issues, and I believed God had the final decision.

			

			
				I was looking at a program where I could bring patients into our home to care for them. It was a twenty-four-hour-a-day job. It paid well, and while that was important, the most important thing was to have the right person. I wanted to take in foster children eventually. We would have to see how it worked with one person first.

				Josh finally got up here from North Carolina yesterday morning. I couldn’t believe he has a mohawk. I didn’t really care about his hair, though. I was just thankful he wasn’t in trouble or doing drugs. I was blessed with a good son. The Lord had been really good to me.

				I had two gardens going, and they looked good. We had cleared more land, and everything was starting to look good around the house. I learned there was a time to relax and sit back and enjoy accomplishment. I thought about when God made the heavens and earth and on the seventh day he rested. And it took me how long to do what I had done? He’s an awesome God.

				Sunday I would have Josh with me at church. First time since he was very little, especially in a Pentecostal church, and I was thankful.

				August 13, 2004

				We have been told about caring for people with disabilities in the home. So since this is something I’ve always wanted to do, and Priscilla too, what an opportunity to use this house for a good purpose. God is really working for the good in my life.

				Joshua was here to visit and it was a good visit, too.

				I decided a couple of weeks ago that I would not continue the Friday night AA meetings, since I really needed to go fishing and relax after work instead of go-go-go all the day and night long. I felt pretty strong with the Lord. At least I am open to him and pray to give my all. I have a lot to learn.

			

			
				I have decided to get more reading in. There are times when I get this good routine going and it’s working for reading my devotions and my Bible and for praying, and then all of a sudden I change and break the routine. All of these should be greater than they are. I’ve decided I need a special place just for Jesus and me. No distractions. I like the water on the boat in the lake. But that won’t work for winter, so I really need the place soon. I think getting the basement going might give me a Jesus-and-me place.

				Since I last wrote, Thelma was saved and the Spirit was really moving. Lorrie was also there. Josh attended church with us and for me it was great.

				Our application was accepted and we passed for the caregiving job. Tonight would be our first night as official caregivers. Vickie was a special young lady. We were blessed to be trusted with her care.

				August 15, 2004

				Heading to church this morning. We have Vickie to get ready and all is going well. I have probably stepped on some toes this morning suggesting we not smoke on the way to church. Well, I just can’t see smelling like smoke today, even though I probably do.

				I must not be judgmental and I find this hard lately. Lorrie and Thelma both know the Word enough now to do the right thing, but I must remember where I’ve been and not to be judging what is right for them. With all this, I must concentrate on my relationship with God and know that I am right with him. Am I?

			

			
				In three days it will be eleven months since my last drink. One thing is for sure; I only got this far with God’s help, not mine.

				Lately I have faded away from the AA group, finding a lot of language I’d rather not hear. I’ll have to pray about this ‘cause I think I still need the support there as well as church.

				August 29, 2004

				I had a trying week of work, and I wanted to drink. My arm was healing from when I hit it on a steel part of a frame press earlier, but I couldn’t use it much. I hated this. I wanted to drink badly, but my eleven months of sobriety stopped me from doing that.

				I had done some things I couldn’t even imagine I would do. It made me wonder where I stood with God. The lukewarm thing had become my issue.

				I had missed going to AA meetings for three weeks. Finally yesterday I went. After everyone spoke, it was my turn. I realized I wasn’t alone with the “I don’t care” feelings and attitude. It was a good thing I went. The meeting dealt with the first step: that I am powerless over alcohol and my life would be unmanageable if I were to drink again.

				I couldn’t believe how God worked, even if I didn’t want to acknowledge him. I had been in a fog, had let myself down. Now I had to get back up. Today we would go to church and then head to Shawano for a revival. Maybe I would feel something. I didn’t want to go back to drinking, and now I was feeling very tried about other things. I sure needed prayer!

				August 30, 2004

				Following Sunday school, I went to the revival yesterday. I felt as though I needed healing in every part of my being, especially spiritual. God touched me and I actually felt some peace. I started wondering about another thing, too. Was I baptized properly? Did I need to renew this to be sure?

			

			
				Yesterday morning before we left church the pastor spoke with me for a few moments. From what he said, I feared he knew about the battle I was fighting, and that I could not do it without Scripture and the help of counseling. A reality check! God was at that moment working in his people.

				It had been a while back when the pastor had asked to speak with me about receiving the Holy Ghost. At that time I feared we would speak of much more – things I wasn’t ready to talk about. So that conversation never took place.

				This time was the right time. I needed help with this relationship, and I needed to humbly ask for it by losing my pride. It was time to stop hiding and to come out in the open. The need to be let free was still at hand. I was supposed to be letting go of those old habits and be new.

				September 2, 2004

				I was not sure if the Lord Jesus heard me regarding my arm healing. Or maybe he has. I wasn’t giving up. I wanted more of the Lord. Tested and failed. Yes, I was human, but did that give me an excuse to do wrong? I could answer that, but the thing was I didn’t like the answer much at all.

				I sat back wondering if God had forgiven me of my sins! How would I know? The closer I thought I was, the more it seemed I allowed something to take back my peace and joy.

				This was a month, too, in which I had cried to God often, and he had answered me in his way by not allowing temptation to take over. In twenty-two days I would be sober one year!

			

			
				September 6, 2004

				Yesterday I went and saw Grandma and got to spend some time alone with her. I asked her if she went to church and she said, “Yes.” Then I asked her what the preacher talked about.

				“Salvation,” she said.

				I thought it would be good to read to her from my daily devotional for the day. Never would believe it would also be on salvation: John 3:16. I felt the need to say a prayer with her. God answers prayers. I let her know God was and is a sure part of my life.

			

			
				



			

	


Part 3 The Turning Point
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				Only in God is there true victory and true freedom. Only in his Word can we find peace and security. Only after a turning point in our lives can we know God and the blessings he has for us. Like Saul on the road to Damascus, I reached a turning point and God led me out of the darkness.

				September 16, 2004

				Even though I had been in recovery for a year, it was still a struggle. AA worked for some of it but not for the spirituality part of it. My uncle who was a minister had recommended I read the Recovery Bible. I had asked for it for my birthday and received it as a gift from my mom. I started reading it every day, and it opened my eyes to the deceptions in my life. I was still in life situations where I didn’t know how to go the right way and the Recovery Bible started showing me the way. Each step revealed a situation in my own life. God showed me this through people he used in the Bible. At first it didn’t all make sense, but gradually, step by step, I started to see where my own life was. It was a transition for me. I started reading the Recovery Bible every day, and it opened my eyes to the deceptions in my life and offered encouragement. I’ve shared my journal entries and the lessons I learned in hopes they will help others.

			

			
				Step One (AA): No-win situations. Genesis 16:1–15. It’s a double bind. To please one is to disappoint another. Self-deception: Powerlessness over dependencies. After victory, feeling emotionally and physically spent. Must not go back into failure and become discouraged. Surely we will fail. I need God, and it is God who has given to me the strength I have needed not to be a slave to my addictions. I am like Samson. God gave him a power to overcome his enemies. Likewise he has also given to me power to overcome alcohol and now I need the Lord’s strength to overcome all things. I realize from past failure that the minute I take my eyes off Jesus I am sure to fail.

				Humble beginnings: 2 Kings 5:1–15. Naaman, a man with leprosy, was told by a man of God, Elisha, to wash himself seven times and he specified where. If Naaman had not listened to the exact instructions, he surely would not have been healed as promised. This was true in my life. Had I not thrown my hands up to God and with faith believed there was a God who could heal all things, my destruction would be final. The Lord God has answered the cry of my heart. And like leprosy, so are my dependencies. As I obey the Lord in all things, recovery happens.

				Hope amidst suffering: Job 6:2–13. Grieving is necessary to be humble before God. I must suffer the loss of my addictions, gather hope, and by faith believe God will do for me what he sees fit in his time.

				Watching for those who don’t believe in my recovery. I believe only in God and his will for my life. I’m going on a year of having this grieving experience. Beer was my best friend. Losing that friend and having a hope in God that I could and would be able to live without this sort of friend is a day-by-day process. I was consumed by its power and was defeated by its outcome. It’s a self-inflicted desire to have something so strong in my life. Humility in all things is my only way to recovery.

			

			
				September 17, 2004

				Like little children. Mark 10:13–16. Have the faith of a child. Jesus said, “Verily I say unto you, Whosoever shall not receive the kingdom of God as a little child, he shall not enter therein” (KJV).

				As a child it seemed I was crying out all the time. Not exactly sure what anyone would do to help me. No one could help me with my efforts, and at a young age my problems were now only mine – no one could be trusted with the information I held.

				It seems God was there for me. I remember I looked forward to Bible camps and was at peace while I was away. The attention I needed was there. However, I still had to return home. At an older age, my way to get someone I could trust enough to listen to me was to run away. When that didn’t work, the reality and problems I carried were only mine. No one could possibly believe such a story. So I think I relied on my own understanding and not that of my elders or God. No one helped before, so I believed no one could help me then.

				Leaving all of that behind. Promising to raise my own child with understanding no matter what he was to say.

				I learned how to have different personalities. One was the girl who was good and pleasing in the places where no threat existed. The second one was the girl who did wrong and found more trouble than she needed.

				Still the battles of good and evil were present in most of my young life and then I faced the same in adulthood.

				Obedience and discipline were never part of my life. Somehow I learned not to obey and, instead, got an attitude of doing things my way no matter what. I take that back. I was disciplined much but found it to be unjust. I did obey in most things and that at a young age was the problem. Obey your father.

			

			
				Now in life I still have two fathers: one heavenly and one not. This time I am learning a new trust for my heavenly Father and a new forgiveness for my earthly father.

				I think because I lost trust in my father at a young age, I am having problems believing in the Lord. It says to trust in the Lord with all thine heart. I have faith and I have to hold onto that. I believe I can trust my Father in heaven who will supply all my needs according to his riches in glory.

				September 18, 2004

				A time to choose. Acts 9:1–9. The Scriptures talk about Saul who wanted to destroy the believers of God. Saul was blinded for three days and went without food and drink. Then Jesus spoke to Ananias and told him to find Saul so he would see again, for Jesus was to use Saul as an instrument to save the Gentiles. Instantly he was filled with the Holy Spirit and regained his sight.

				It’s September. Almost a year ago I needed to choose to live or die, and by dying I would surely be alone with my bottle. I knew what I needed to do, and wasn’t sure where it all would end up. One thing is for sure. I needed to make a decision to either drink or not to, and in order not to, I knew nothing but Jesus himself could help with my disease. One day I threw up my hands and cried out for help. I knew this might change my entire life, but my cry was real, yet my own desires were as well.

				I explained to many of my friends that they probably wouldn’t like me or want to be around me after this transformation took place. I think they feared what I might do if something else was to go wrong. I knew somehow I was on the road to self-destruction.

			

			
				That day did come. I lost it and remember it not. To drink or not to drink was the option. The time had come to choose which way to go.

				My prayers started with, Help me, Lord Jesus. Then he did. He gave me the courage to enter into detox – an important first day of recovery. Today I think of the ways I was led into this life with Jesus.

				I need to take one day at a time with Jesus – every day. The choice is mine, but the end decision will always be his.

				I don’t believe I choose friends. I believe God puts them there and removes them if need be. I must accept whatever his decision will be. The fact is, I surely had no control over self and still don’t, if it wasn’t for Jesus.

				September 21, 2004

				Step Two (AA): Persistent seeking. Job 14:1–6. How frail is humanity. How short is life and how full of trouble. In my first months of recovery, some questions would not have made sense, except that trouble was always my problem. When I had to accept that I could no longer drink, I suppose I said to God, “Why can’t I be like those who can put it down?” In fact, I still ask that question but now realize I am of God and he surely cannot be in the nature of me when I drink. I cried out many times for God to help me and cleanse me. One day at a time, sweet Jesus.

				At the rate I was going, I was surely going to die before my time. Now I am grateful to God that he has renewed my mind. Even though my human nature tries to get in the way, I continue to seek God. I am still a babe in Christ. I got up to walk by myself and failed yet again, not by drinking but by other natures of sin I can no longer live among. Today I continue seeking wisdom and knowledge, and I need much peace and joy.

			

			
				My heart is in awe. I’m still seeking God, and yesterday I believe I got an answer: Just don’t quit. Today is realizing how short life is and how full of trouble. Job 14. That’s just it. We don’t know how long we have or even how much we will endure while here on earth.

				I had a talk with Thelma yesterday, and I pray the words I said were flowing from the Lord. She commented on how strong I am. I had to let her know this is of God, because I am the weakest without him. My strength comes from Jesus, and she can have that, too.

				The paradox of powerlessness. Second Corinthians 4:7–10. Don’t quit. I must continue going back to church and keep learning. However, there are many things I still don’t want to hear.

				Those who indulge in sexual sin, or who worship idols, or commit adultery, or are male prostitutes, or practice homosexuality, or are thieves, or greedy people, or drunkards, or are abusive, or cheat people – none of these will inherit the Kingdom of God (1 Corinthians 6:9–10).

				When my past resulted in a number of all the things listed above in some way or another, my life was doomed. By God’s grace, he has let me back into his righteousness. I have failed in a few ways by own my desires and have come short of the glory of God. The peace within me did leave for a time. I will not give up. I must continue to listen to God, even though my human nature failed again.

				I have faith God can take away my sinful ways. I also believe there is a time for everything. I have a fear of knowing. The more I know, the more I am concerned for my life with God. We know right from wrong and still do the wrong.

				Oh, where do I stand? Once again I’m at the feet of Jesus asking for forgiveness. Now I need to ask for strength not to fall into diverse places. God doesn’t just erase our sinful behaviors. Now I’m realizing it is not only being addicted to drinking, but in all things ungodly I have to look up always to not fall down.

			

			
				Jesus obeyed God in all things and looked to God for answers. Jesus was God, but he still lived in a world as we do today. He looked up for answers instead of leaning on his own understanding. Like with Adam and Eve, God made them both and it came down to obeying, not questioning what the plan is, and believing God knows all things before we do.

				Today I understand God has answered many of my cries and will be there for all of them. Seek ye first.

				September 23, 2004

				I’ve given in to Priscilla, and I just don’t know where my life is headed. Am I damned? ‘Cause if I am damned I should just give up on everything and go back to a year ago.

				If I still have a chance, I don’t want to miss out on that either. I am surely in a bad situation for myself and surely pray and hope to understand.

				Am I living a lie? Will I not be saved? Am I? What is my purpose here? And how does a person change just like that? Am I supposed to change and be weak or am I weak because I never really changed?

				Sometimes I have this feeling I was and have been cheating Priscilla out of a good life relationship. Something she could have forever, not just for a time.

				Have I cheated myself and her from a wonderful plan God may have? Where and how can I get those answers? Surely I need spiritual guidance. I also need God, Jesus Christ. If I keep messing up, where will I be? Will God help me and forgive me for all I continue to do? The battle of right from wrong.

			

			
				September 24, 2004

				One Year Sobriety. Grandiose thinking. Daniel 4:19–33. Grandiose means showy or pompous, not really magnificent, but trying to seem imposing or impressive.

				The warning to the king was to change his sinning and break from his wicked ways. He did not, and one day boasting of how good he was and of what he had, an hour later he lost it all and was not to return to human society until he honored and recognized the most high God.

				The king was gone from his palace long enough that his hair was as long as eagles’ feathers and his fingernails were like those of birds’ claws. When sanity returned to him, he praised God and honored him, saying, God’s rule is everlasting and his kingdom is eternal. God will remove our sufferings when we have learned the lessons he wants to teach us.

				Since I started drinking back in 1989, I didn’t want anything to do with quitting. I lied to myself and denied I had a problem with drinking. This denial went on for years, and the outcome of those years included DUIs, going to jail, disorderly conduct charges, being out of money, going to court, losing my driver’s license, a divorce, and on and on.

				In 1996, I truly knew I needed help, but I didn’t want to give up everything forever. So needless to say I went back to the bottle. I had to hit bottom before my stubborn self would begin to change. I had to admit all things were completely out of my control.

				In 2003, after a night like many other nights, I realized I always drank when I couldn’t deal with situations or really didn’t want to deal with them. I had to hit rock bottom before I could understand a new beginning. In tears, I threw up my hands to God with all my heart. I knew this time I really wanted God back in my life, and I would do whatever it took. I had a beer in my hand, holding it up to God and pleading with him: How will I be able to let go of the one thing I love so much in this life?

			

			
				One day at a time. Because I was drinking I couldn’t imagine these words, but somehow I believe God comforted me by letting me know he’d be there for me. Still today, one day at a time, sweet Jesus, is the best way to start and finish a day. I believe with all my heart he will help me, if I let him in. I didn’t stop drinking instantly, but there was a sort of peace when I didn’t have to be alone with this.

				Hi. My name is Priscilla and I have seen Marilynne through her program and now it’s been one year with her sobriety. Marilynne, I want to let you know I could not be any more proud of you than I am right now. At times you’ve struggled, but you made it.

				And on behalf of your family, they are very proud of you, too, and know you will continue to strive to remain sober now and forever.

				So I am giving you this medallion in honor of your one year and every time you look at it, you’ll be reminded of how far you’ve come.

				September 25, 2004

				Internal bondage. Mark 5:1–13. All that is needed is faith, believing Jesus Christ can do all things. As I read about the insane man in this Scripture, I was kind of the same in my addictions. I lost all concept of life, not caring if I lived or died, acting crazy, and doing things I would not do now. Jesus healed a woman who only touched his robe by faith. He brought back a little girl from death and told them not to say a word. Him telling them not to say anything; I don’t understand.

			

			
				I believe in Jesus and all he can do. But I still think about things I think he can’t do or maybe it’s just I haven’t asked for forgiveness from him to be able to do these things.

				I yelled out to Jesus and now I am trying to follow his words. I still have feelings to do what I want, and I slip back into my sinful nature only for a time. Sometimes I am sorry and other times I am not. I feel myself slipping away to a place that is not good.

				I still have internal bondage of disobedience to the written laws. Surely I have to let go and let God. The thought of slipping back scares me, for I understand the many consequences.

				My belief is there, but my strength is weak. Still I hold on to the belief that God, Jesus Christ, can do all things.

				September 28, 2004

				Healing faith. Luke 8:43–48. The woman in this story believed if she could just touch the robe of Jesus she would be healed from a hemorrhage no doctor could heal. Her faith resulted in complete healing.

				This reminds me of going into detox and how one doctor was in charge of me, but I needed more help than that. I left detox with faith believing God would help me. My cries were continuous and my belief was strong. Every time I felt like drinking I would cry to Jesus. I realize now that I was grieving a loss, and it was all for the good. The glory be to God. God has taught me much. One thing is to look to him when I cannot do things by myself and have faith in him for all things.

				I have begun a new year in sobriety. Earlier today I went to an AA meeting. The topic was “dry drunk.” That is at least part, if not all, of what has been wrong with me lately. My attitude was like it was when I would use excuses to drink. The only difference was I didn’t give in to my wants and excuses; instead I asked God to help. But the times I haven’t asked is when trouble came in. This slight problem I really need to work on with God.

			

			
				I start to clean up and don’t want to talk to anyone and especially not God. Even though I feel trouble pressing in, I close my mind and heart, thinking if I don’t feel anything, then I can’t get in trouble for anything.

				Well, I was being deceived. I need to let go of whatever the situation is, ask for help with this attitude, and pray it’s not too late for forgiveness.

				September 29, 2004

				Restoration. Luke 15:11–24. This is the story of the lost son. I can relate to this story because the son left the good life, went into the world, and found all the bad ways to live. He was lost, spent everything he had, and then he became humble and sorry. His pride and disobedience taught him a lesson in life. His father opened his heart and arms to him with love and compassion. The son asked forgiveness for sinning against heaven and his dad. It did not matter to the father what his son had done wrong, but only that he was home asking for forgiveness.

				I went out into the world away from God and did all I knew was wrong. I shut the door on all good things and decided to do whatever my heart desired. I was gone for fourteen years. In those years, a couple of times I tried to go back to God, but somehow I didn’t get there. I wasn’t sincere. God and the church had open arms for me. The longing for goodness was restored in me just as it was in the lost son. God has granted me a second chance in life to live for him in his kingdom, and I must always remember the grass isn’t greener on the other side.

				Goals:

				
						Continue studies in the Steps program.

				

			

			
				
						Start walking again.

						Keep the house in order.

						Start reading the books on homosexuality.

				

				God is trying to get through to me. Maybe if I go walking he’ll have time to get across to me what I need from him. I am especially scared of going to the Cher concert alone with Thelma. This doesn’t feel right. God help me in all I do. Every day guide me in the right direction, I pray. I really would rather spend my time going to revival for God.

				My feelings of helplessness were bad yesterday, and I slept most of the day away. I’m more than ready to open up to God. I truly have to be concerned for where I stand with him. This is certainly a time in my life where God will have to come first and be a part of my every decision.

				Evil is already trying to overwhelm me, and now I’ll have to find a way with God’s help. Lean not unto your own understanding.

				September 30, 2004

				Coming to believe. Romans 1:18–20. God’s anger at sin. A question was asked of me the other day. If God made all things, then who made God? Where did God come from? My answer is that we are just to believe in him that he exists and not to question it. Also, there is nowhere in the Bible where it says where he came from.

				In this Scripture it seems to me it angered God when people could not just believe in him even though they had seen the great things he had done.

				This reminds me of not believing God was and is greater than any addiction I have had. As long as I keep my eyes on Jesus and believe all things are possible, I will be fine.

			

			
				God has put the knowledge to know him in our hearts but has left the decision up to us whether we follow him or not.

				God has done for me what no man, doctor, or psychiatrist could do. God has taken away my desire to drink for today and has caused me to believe him always.

				A verse comes to mind about how we know God but yet still look for other things to replace him because our faith disappears. And they began to think up foolish ideas of what God was like. As a result, their minds became dark and confused (Romans 1:21).

				Romans 1:24: So God abandoned them to do whatever shameful things their hearts desired. As a result, they did vile and degrading things with each other’s bodies.

				I am that sinful person who God has let go to do what I wanted. I carry the burden of all the wrong I’ve done, and I now look to God for help.

				Romans 2:4: Don’t you see how wonderfully kind, tolerant, and patient God is with you? Does this mean nothing to you? Can’t you see that his kindness is intended to turn you from your sin?

				Sometimes I feel like I am sitting on a fence and might fall to the wrong side and that I won’t be able to lift my leg back over. I pray to God I don’t fall short of knowing all he has for me to know. I truly have sinned in many ways and am not boasting in any of my sins.

				Prayer, thanksgiving, praise, and worship. God’s will is to be there when we ask him and to mean it when we ask. He knows our heart even in the womb, and I’m thankful he does know me. It is better for me to let him help me in all I desire of him.

				Fourteen years ago I walked away from God and into sin. I pray I will always look up and that this does not happen again.

			

			
				How long does it take? My commitment to Christ and to the process of change. When I quit drinking a year ago, I knew I would face the difficult decision of my relationship with Priscilla. From day one back in church, I knew the way I was living wasn’t of God’s will. However, at that time I felt pressed to take one thing one day at a time with God’s help.

				It’s been a struggle to know who I am without a drink in my hand, let alone face losing the person I cared deeply for and committed my life so freely to. Our relationship changed once I quit drinking, and it wasn’t the same for me anymore being sober. I’ve felt my spirit move backward instead of ahead where I need to be. I need to keep reading this book and praying to God for mercy to help me.

				I finally have asked God to forgive me for what I have done and pleaded with him for help, even though I knew a long time ago it would come to this.

				At church last week the preaching was on separation, and then today the AA meeting was on choices. How many more hints do I need? I know what we have to do, and today I started moving things into separate rooms. I continue to pray for God’s will and his strength in giving to me the courage I need.

				October 1, 2004

				Hope in faith. Hebrews 11:1–10. Believing and having faith as a mustard seed comes to mind. This was about as much faith as I had at first when I raised my hands to Jesus. Today I have faith Jesus will do all things, maybe not in my time but surely in God the Father’s.

				Today I have faith God is going to lead me in an abundant life with him. I have come to realize how important it is to listen to instruction. God is working with me. I just wasn’t obeying him, and my faith weakened. I pray God will strengthen me with the courage I need to follow his instruction.

			

			
				I believe God can work through me and change my heart. I have faith knowing his will and that it will be done. God has given me his instructions to follow, and I believe with all my heart he is leading my path daily. Through faith I have started the step of separation with Priscilla and me. I didn’t want this to happen, but then I felt the joy and peace God had given to me disappearing. I’ve asked God, What am I to do? What is it you want from me?

				The stories and readings I’ve been doing lately have all reminded me I was looking in other directions. But now, in seeking Jesus first, my eyes and my heart have begun to open back up. This verse just popped out at me: Hebrews 12:5–6: My child, don’t make light of the LORD’s discipline, and don’t give up when he corrects you. For the LORD disciplines those he loves, and he punishes each one he accepts as his child.

				I believe this with all my heart. One weekend recently me, Priscilla, and two others went to the casino. We had some free money to spend, but by the time we left that money was gone. I felt bad and said this is as bad as drinking. I get started and I don’t want to quit.

				Well, Sunday came around and I went to church. Just like that the pastor’s wife says, Christians don’t gamble. I thought to myself, How did she know? God had just spoken through her directly into my heart. I don’t even buy a lottery ticket anymore. Yes, I got my discipline for that day. First I lose money, and then I was told I can’t be in those places anymore.

				When I was young I remember I looked at women and thought how I could make them happy. I was always excited to meet people who were in a homosexual relationship. In fact, I looked up to them and wanted just what they had: the look, the talk, everything. I even looked at people walking down the streets and could almost be sure who was and who wasn’t gay.

			

			
				One day I was called a lesbian. The fear of being beaten to death made me deny it, so later I started hanging around with guys older than me to save my reputation. But as I grew older I found myself missing something men couldn’t give me.

				There was a time when I was really serious about a guy. He went to the church my aunt and uncle attended. It was different when I was around him. He liked me, but not to have sex with. We talked and went to church together, and during the summer I would see him. I was at ease with him and didn’t desire sex. We talked about lots of things. The only time sex was brought up was when he said if we were to be together long enough to be married. This was good. Then I went home after summer and again the old person in me came back.

				October 5, 2004

				Step Three (AA): Trusting God. Numbers 23:18–26. Balaam was given a message by the Lord to go back and tell Balak, Rise up, Balak, and listen! Hear me, son of Zippor. God is not a man, so he does not lie. He is not human, so he does not change his mind. Has he ever spoken and failed to act? Has he ever promised and not carried it through?... But Balaam replied to Balak, “Didn’t I tell you that I can do only what the LORD tells me?”

				It is better to take refuge in the LORD than to trust in people (Psalm 118:8). For God has said, “I will never fail you. I will never abandon you” (Hebrews 13:5).

				This past week and a half has been a time of listening to and trusting in God. I believe God is helping me in this decision of separating rooms with Priscilla. I have cleaned out closets and moved things around, but I actually questioned this decision. With my sobriety and all God has done for me in this year, I didn’t have peace with God about this relationship with Priscilla. We’ve shared fourteen years of our lives, and every time we got close again I would lose my touch with God. Finally it was time to let go of the fear and trust in God to do this. Trusting anyone with my life other than myself has been difficult for me.

			

			
				I have been dreaming of my past. When I wake up I’m not sure what the dreams mean. Today with this lesson I believe God is letting me know he is going to fix the hurt I endured as a child and give me a peace I’ve never had.

				From my childhood until now I learned not to trust, but now I finally trust in God with all my heart. No person could or can fix my heart, but I believe God can and will.

				I do have this question: If God knows the hearts and desires of man, why was I not protected by God as a child? I pray someday I can understand what the purpose was and is in my new life with Christ Jesus. I do believe God can change things if we ask. I am an example of this in many ways.

				October 6, 2004

				Free to choose. Deuteronomy 30:15–20. We have been offered by God a choice that only we can make between life and death. Life in Jesus Christ or death by not letting God be in our lives.

				But if your heart turns away and you refuse to listen ... then I warn you now that you will certainly be destroyed (Deuteronomy 30:17–18).

				This is a serious choice for me to make, and I thank God for not giving up on me. I truly believe God knows our hearts, and I believe he knows how far we will go with our addictions. When we can’t take it anymore, we have a choice to live or die.

			

			
				I came to an end and really was close to death. I was even considering taking my own life. Instead of giving up, however, I lifted my hands to him for help. I didn’t care anymore about the life I was living, but hoped for a chance to receive his help.

				I always remembered the special feeling I had when God moved in my heart. I could not have that back again without choosing God to be in my life. There were certain things I didn’t want to give up, but I needed to choose one way or the other.

				Today I am blessed to be able to say I am saved and that God has all parts of my life. Each day I learn something new. He is a gentle God who teaches me only what I need at the time. I’ve prayed for his will in my life, and today I remember the freedom he has given me to make choices. I choose not to drink and with God’s support I won’t.

				October 7, 2004

				Giving up control. Psalm 61:1–8. Don’t be drunk with wine, because that will ruin your life. Instead, be filled with the Holy Spirit (Ephesians 5:18).

				O God, listen to my cry! Hear my prayer! From the ends of the earth, I cry to you for help when my heart is overwhelmed (Psalm 61:1–2).

				Not long ago I cried out to the Lord to help me with my life, to give me the courage to do what he wanted me to do. I was overwhelmed with the thought of obedience and had to ask God with the little faith I had to hear me and help me. I was still holding on to past ideas. The danger with that was failure and self-destruction. We can get into that comfort zone of sobriety so easily, and then not work on the rest of the dreaded things we need to do.

			

			
				As a very independent person, it is hard for me to let God have all control of my life. However, I have learned where relying on my own understanding has gotten me.

				I like to listen to music and most of my day is spent listening to gospel music. I need to completely focus on God. For fourteen years of my relationship with Priscilla I have not been in control of my life. I have to let go now and let God lead me in all decisions. If I do things my way, I would return to what would end up killing me in time. I must not wait another minute to pursue God’s righteousness.

				I do not know the future, but he does, and I truly believe he will do his work, if we ask. I seek his knowledge and wisdom daily, and most of all the courage to go through what he may ask of me.

				The only time in my life I was bold with character was when I drank. So even more now, I need God’s courage because without him I have none.

				Psalm 62:7: My victory and honor come from God alone. He is my refuge, a rock where no enemy can reach me.

				I just got done reading all my devotionals for today and my mind is full. The Lord has been working with me daily, and I need it. Today is the day Priscilla and I finalize the rooms. She will be in her own as will I. After all these years together it doesn’t seem possible to live in this way. In all my life my saying goes: things always have a reason for happening the way they do. In this case, I need God. His will for me is to not be with anyone right now. Hopefully that won’t mean never. There is a lot the Lord and I need to work on and this will allow just that. His will, not mine. One sin leads to others. At least this is how my past has been. I don’t just get into a little trouble; I go all out.

			

			
				If I can do that with sinning, why not let God have his fair chance with me? I know in my heart he has a plan, a future, and it will be more abundant than the one I’ve done on my own. The past is the past, and I don’t wish to shut the door on it. However, I sincerely want to learn from it.

				My dreams are somewhat sacred. I had a warning sign, a red flag, not to go to the Cher concert with Thelma. She may not understand, but this flag tells me, if I want to go, I am putting myself in a non-controllable situation. Therefore, I am not going. There was a time I wouldn’t listen to such a sign. However, that was then and this is now.

				October 8, 2004

				Redeeming the past. Isaiah 54:4–8. Fear not; you will no longer live in shame … You will no longer remember the shame of your youth and the sorrows of widowhood. For your Creator will be your husband; the LORD of Heaven’s Armies is his name! He is your Redeemer, the Holy One of Israel, the God of all the earth.

				My past years away from God turned my heart into stone as I walked away from just counsel and abandoned my spirit of hope, faith, love, and all that was needed for peace. Today’s lesson is a great one to be learning and right on track for me. My dreams last night were of my past and the disgrace of all the wrong I have done. Today God has just answered the what, why, and how. That was fast. All I had to do was read his Word, and finally at the end of my morning devotions the answer hit home: we hand everything over to him, or, to rephrase that: I hand over to God every moment of disgrace, every tear I ever cried, every word I wish I could take back, all of my broken promises, loneliness, dreams that died, dashed hopes, broken relationships, my successes and failures, all of my yesterdays, and all of the scars they’ve left in my life. This is my prayer of mending and letting go to God.

			

			
				My dreams are many but most confusing. My past with my ex-husband is in my dreams, but I don’t understand what they mean. During our marriage my deceit and adulterous ways caused great unhappiness. I was looking for something then that still hasn’t been found today. I’m not sure what these dreams are showing me other than the fact I’ve been with more than I care to count.

				Finally, staying busy and getting things done are not a way to stay sober but a reward for achievement, to look at a job well done.

				Isaiah 54:4 says to fear not. I no longer have to live with shame! When we give to God the past and our dreams of the past, he can make up for all we have lost. He can rid us of the shame and fill the empty places in our hearts. I understand now that I must give to God even my dreams of the past.

				October 9, 2004

				Submission and rest. Matthew 11:27–30. My Father has entrusted everything to me. No one truly knows the Son except the Father, and no one truly knows the Father except the Son and those to whom the Son chooses to reveal him. Then Jesus said, “Come to me, all of you who are weary and carry heavy burdens, and I will give you rest.”

				There certainly are times when the burden I try to carry on my own needs a rest. At the beginning of my worldly life I did not go to Jesus for help. Then, years later, I thought death was my only way out. Suddenly I realized only God the Father could take my pain away. I must never forget what God can do for me. I pray today that God will help me in every decision. My days of leaning unto my own self were times of destruction. Now only God can change what I have done. I’ve messed up a lot and need forgiveness on a daily basis with things that come to mind. I need to not only be forgiven but also to learn to continue in a life with God.

			

			
				Awhile back I carried a heavy burden for my grandmother. I wanted to bring her home to live with me. I had everything planned and figured out, except it was what I wanted. I had to let this burden go to God and look for his will to be done. I saw what I will call a vision of Jesus holding onto my grandma and a sort of peace and joy grabbed my heart. Then a couple of weeks later a phone call came from Mom. She had spoken with my uncle, a minister. My answer from God came through, that if Gram was to get better, then by all means it was the perfect plan. But the consensus by the doctors and others involved was it would not be in Gram’s best interest to live with me. I had to accept this as an answer from God. When I did, my burden became light and I rested in that.

				Another burden way too heavy for me to carry was that of a homosexual relationship. I wanted God’s will to be done. I am at ease waiting for the joy I know will come. God is an understanding God and he has the power to do all things. I’ve asked for guidance and strength and, of course, courage in this situation.

				I did end up having the strength to change things and move my things from one room to another, and I had the courage to believe everything would be okay. God gave me the wisdom to know what I needed to do.

				October 11, 2004

				Discovering God. Acts 17:23–28: He is the God who made the world and everything in it. Since he is Lord of heaven and earth, he doesn’t live in man-made temples, and human hands can’t serve his needs – for he has no needs. He himself gives life and breath to everything, and he satisfies every need.

			

			
				If the good news we preach is veiled from anyone, it is a sign they are perishing. Satan, who is the god of this world, has blinded the minds of those who don’t believe. They are unable to see the glorious light of the Good News. They don’t understand this message about the glory of Christ, who is the exact likeness of God (2 Corinthians 4:4).

				God’s promise: Jeremiah 29:13: If you look for me wholeheartedly, you will find me. When I lived in the world outside of God, I did not want to see or know what he could do. I just wanted to be selfish and live the way I wanted to live and be whoever I wanted to be. I found myself getting into drinking more and more and justifying all I did by saying the things of the world were mine to do with as I pleased.

				For years I wanted gay marriage to be legalized so I would be right. Now that God has opened my eyes, I want totally the opposite and I think it is so wrong. The day we said our vows in front of other people, my son, and God, I justified it by the lies of the world, and now I will answer to that one day.

				Blinded by Satan’s lies, my life was in chaos, as I messed around with whomever I wanted to and didn’t care about any of the consequences. One day, however, I got so miserable I knew this wasn’t the way life should be.

				Once in a while I would get some peace along with a flashback of when God was taking care of me. And of course I would pass that off since I had gone so far away from him I was blinded. I didn’t believe God could or would forgive me for what I had done.

				I sure missed the peace and joy God had given me so freely. I wanted it back. I needed to let go and let God have all of me no matter what the outcome would be. One thing is for sure: today I’m at peace and God led me on this path of his courage and wisdom to know the difference. I am no more blinded by this world’s deceit but am on a road to recovery that surely will be acceptable to the Lord Jesus Christ. If God be for me, who can be against me?

			

			
				To God be the glory as I sit here reading morning devotions, realizing where God has brought me from and how the things of the world do not look pleasing to me any longer. I seek after God’s will, the truth, and the light that is beyond anyone’s imagination.

				“Let go, let God” is my new start for each day as I seek after his wisdom and knowledge to be able to have the courage to walk in his likeness of righteousness. Yet I am made human. I must continue to seek God in all things I do.

				God is real and if it were not so, I’d be drinking today. I don’t have a desire to drink, and I feel a sort of peace about me. Although I feel like I need to do something, I’m not sure what.

				We have a revival coming up next week. I really am looking forward to learning more. I’m anxious for what God’s plan for my future is. Step by step he is leading me and I am trying to hear him day after day. Sometimes a message I hear or read doesn’t make sense until later.

				The service yesterday was, don’t ask God if he’s sure he knows what he’s doing. God knows what’s going to happen before we do.

				Last week while moving some things out of my room and putting them into Priscilla’s, I asked God, are you sure this is what I’m supposed to do? Then, sure enough, I got my answer. He would not have put the move in my heart so strong, if it wasn’t what was right to do. One step at a time, just like one day at a time, sweet Jesus. Let go, let God.

				Letting go of my life to God has been a hard thing to do, but with his constant reassurance of his words and teaching I find it easier to let him take care of things. My decisions and choices in the past have led to corruption, and now I must let God have all.

			

			
				God, I want to know you. I want to love you and worship you. I want to be a woman who reflects your image. Cleanse me from everything that stands between you and me.

				I have fears of making this decision of turning this and all things over to God.

				
						Friendship with Priscilla

						Closure completely

						Loss of home

						Her becoming involved with someone else

						Comfort

						Affection towards one another

				

				October 12, 2004

				Single-minded devotion. James 4:4–7. You adulterers! Don’t you realize that friendship with the world makes you an enemy of God? I say it again: If you want to be a friend of the world, you make yourself an enemy of God ... But he gives us even more grace to stand against such evil desires. As the Scriptures say, “God opposes the proud but favors the humble.” So humble yourselves before God. Resist the devil, and he will flee from you.

				When growing up I can recall the nature of myself in wanting to do good and always ending up being bad. The battle continued as I grew older. When I would be with God’s people I yearned to be like them. When I was away from them, I always seemed to find a place in worldly things. I was never satisfied by either one.

				Today I yearn for God’s presence daily that I may be drawn close to his power and strength. God created me with decisions only I could make. Today I want what he wants for me and to leave the world behind. I need to stay focused on the Lord and seek only knowledge and wisdom from him. Lean not unto my own understanding but in all things lean on God.

			

			
				There was a time when I wanted what I wanted in this world and nothing else mattered. I would go to all lengths to get it. Today I want what God wants of me, and I will go to all lengths for good and not evil.

				If I need to be focused only on God and not on worldly friends, then God will see this through, and I ask him to replace what isn’t right with what is.

				Remember, it is a sin to know what you ought to do and then not do it. Today this Scripture is a fine example of me. I need to get an alarm clock for Priscilla and do what is the right thing to do: the separation necessary to obey God completely.

				October 13, 2004

				Step Four (AA): We made a searching and fearless moral inventory of ourselves. Genesis 3:6–13. Coming out of hiding. Even in the beginning of time Adam and Eve decided to go against God’s plan. When they were found out they used excuses for what they had done wrong. Because of the serpent Eve took her eyes off God and failed him and gave in to her own desires.

				Because of the great sin of Adam and Eve, we all come into this world as sinners, and as it was for them, we still have the right to make our own decisions. God had grace upon them to have them stay together to build a new life.

				
						Responsibilities

						Excuses

						Actions

				

			

			
				From this past year’s experience of living free from alcohol and drugs, I found times when an excuse for drinking would come to mind. It didn’t matter what the excuse was. It could be as simple as it was a Friday. No matter the excuse, it was still my response that would bring about the outcome. I ask God for help in most all areas of my life now, and we still work on many.

				God’s plan is pretty direct. He says if you listen to what I have told you, then you will be okay. In his Word he says, follow my instructions. I never wanted to listen to any authority years ago, and I have found the many reasons or excuses why. My actions led me down a trail of deception. Although I believed in God, I didn’t at that time really think he could fix everything. I believe today in the power that is greater than any, and somehow I will be okay.

				October 14, 2004

				Facing the sadness. Nehemiah 8:7–10. Don’t be dejected and sad, for the joy of the LORD is your strength.

				There have been many days of crying and today it is a joy to be freed from the bondage of this world. Daily inventory of my life is based on the reading of God’s Word, which is where I find out if there is anything I need to do or change.

				At first the sadness of losing everything was overwhelming and almost took my joy of God away forever. I find today that God is my strength, and daily devotions are my learning process.

				In the Scriptures it says the Law of the Lord was read, but the exciting part was the people understood the Law. This brings me to a time before I confessed my sins to God, when the words of the Bible really made no sense. Then when I let go and let God, I understood his Word. First the weeping; now the joy.

			

			
				Today I am not sad to lose anything. I am thankful God cares for me enough to remove the things that cause me to fall back into the sins of my past life.

				Having to face the wrongs of my life while drinking was very hard. Daily I would turn to Jesus and he eased my desires for the world. But I still had to confess to God and others my wrongs and take responsibility for my actions.

				I cried at times and wasn’t even sure why. But God surely knew the reason for every tear that fell. And by looking to God, I am sure he can help me in all areas of my life.

				October 15, 2004

				Confession. Nehemiah 9:1–3. Those of Israelite descent separated themselves from all foreigners as they confessed their own sins and the sins of their ancestors.

				In the time of sobriety I’ve found God was daily working with me as I confessed all I had done wrong in the past, all I needed to be forgiven for. Sometimes I’d like to think I’ve covered it all, and then something else comes up that must go also.

				Because of an adulterous act on my part I felt so much shame I thought I didn’t need to be in church. My heart hardened and my marriage ended, and my drinking, smoking, and lesbian thoughts all started again. Back into the world I went, and all of these years later I still needed to ask forgiveness for adultery and not only that, but for everything added over the years.

				I realize now how important it is to talk to God before making such harsh decisions. All I needed to do was confess my sins, ask for forgiveness, and follow God’s plan. Instead I walked away and still had to answer to the thing I allowed to put me back into the world in the first place. I needed to own up to my own sins and truly be sorry for them.

			

			
				I am truly sorry for ruining my marriage and raising my child in a way God did not intend. I feel the need to apologize to Robert for what I did, but it was so many years ago, I don’t know. It might not be a good idea since he is remarried, and I am thankful he is now in church.

				I have to write down what just happened. I went outside to tell the Lord I was sorry I ruined this marriage, and that I didn’t want to be punished by not ever being married again. Then my phone rings and it was Don. I haven’t spoken with him in over a year. He was my sidekick for a long time, but it can’t be like that now. I told him I don’t drink anymore and am trying to stay out of trouble. I’m going to go see him at 10:00 a.m. and I pray God guides my day. I will ask him if he would like to attend church with me. We’ll see what happens.

				October 16, 2004

				Family influence. Nehemiah 9:34–38. But when all was going well, your people turned to sin again, and once more you let their enemy conquer them. Yet whenever your people cried to you again for help, you listened once more from heaven. In your wonderful mercy, you rescued them repeatedly.

				I often wonder today what would be different if I had not been sexually abused. If I could have been a child and not been made into an adult at such an early part of life. In past sexual encounters I craved for someone to just love me. But that’s just it: sex is what I got, not someone loving me for me. And even worse, those who fell into my needs were hurt. When someone began to love me without sex, I couldn’t believe it was possible and pushed them away. Still to this day I have quite the problem in distinguishing the difference. In my mind, when you love someone sex usually is involved. I learned this as a child. Then it becomes lust. I am guilty because I tried not to allow any feelings to hold me in.

			

			
				I cry to God again from my heart and wonder what I am to learn now. Where do I stand and what’s next? How will I know if I’m doing the right things or not?

				October 18, 2004

				Finger pointing. Matthew 7:1–5. Do not judge others, and you will not be judged … And why worry about a speck in your friend’s eye when you have a log in your own? This is the same as Adam and Eve blaming each other for the wrong they did.

				Human nature has tended to be that way from the beginning, but we must take inventory and responsibility for our own actions. No one but me caused me to sin. I alone made the decisions, and I must say I rarely if ever made the right choices. So now I’m asking forgiveness again and praying not for the temptation, that I might serve the Lord the way he meant for me in the beginning.

				The same things I’ve talked about that aren’t right I myself now have been caught up in. From now on to each their own decisions and I must trust in God to lead me down this road full of temptations and lustful desires. I pray these will subside and holiness will be put into their place.

				Don’t waste what is holy on people who are unholy. Don’t throw your pearls to pigs! They will trample the pearls, then turn and attack you. Keep on asking, and you will receive what you ask for. Keep on seeking, and you will find. Keep on knocking, and the door will be opened to you (Matthew 7:6–7).

			

			
				As for today, I am thankful I went to church yesterday when I wasn’t going to go. I’m grateful for the message that in God’s house is where questions are answered. And even though I fail, God can help me, if I ask. Not sure how many times I will fail and have to repent. The important thing is not to give up on God. To remember even Jesus was tempted, and only he is free from sin.

				October 19, 2004

				Constructive sorrow. Second Corinthians 7:8–11. You showed that you have done everything necessary to make things right.

				Sorrow – sadness or mental suffering caused by loss or trouble, regret.

				In recovery, at first all I felt was sadness. I wanted to drink, and I knew only God could help me not to. I would cry often and sometimes I wasn’t even sure why. I had hurt many people while drinking and wasn’t sure how to make amends. I knew I needed to, and the time came so I could. There are others who I still can’t have any conversation with because they are still drinking; however, some day, if it is meant to be, it will happen.

				Since the day I let go and decided to let God, my life has been much better. I do not desire a drink, and I am grateful I don’t drink. If I was ever to do so again … I don’t even want to think of where I would be.

				Things have happened. Once again I’ve done wrong. I will continue to go to God for his understanding. I require his wisdom for the courage to say no to everything sinful in this world. I will continue in his Word and will go to him even when self fails.

				October 20, 2004

				God’s mercy. Revelation 20:11–15. No one will be able to hide. We all will answer: those from the grave and from earth on the day the Lord returns. This will be the second death. Those who refused God’s mercy will be judged according to their works on earth. Anyone whose name is not recorded in the Book of Life will be thrown into the lake of fire.

			

			
				Fearfully and honestly asking for forgiveness of sins and for God’s mercy. I find myself continuing in a sinful nature and need forgiveness daily. I am thankful for another chance to serve God and daily I need his help in all areas of my life. I ask today that my heart does not harden ever again.

				Tonight revival starts at 7:00 p.m. I pray to be there and to learn also to let go of whatever is hindering my spirit. I must wait on the Lord for good things to come and stop messing with my future on this earth. I must only look towards the everlasting future with Christ and not be concerned with this one on earth. Jesus is coming soon and I need to be ready at all times for his return.

				October 21, 2004

				Step Five (AA): We admitted to God, to ourselves, and another human being the exact nature of our wrongs. Genesis 38:1–30. Overcoming denial.

				Jeremiah 17:9–10: The human heart is the most deceitful of all things, and desperately wicked. Who really knows how bad it is? But I, the LORD, search all hearts and examine secret motives. I give all people their due rewards, according to what their actions deserve.

				Now I understand that we promise one thing and do another. I must be careful of what my plans are and not allow my thinking to become deceived – understanding God knows my secret thoughts.

				Admitting all my wrongs is a hard thing. I have asked forgiveness for most things I have done wrong, but I haven’t gone to anyone admitting I have been in a lesbian relationship, nor have I talked with anyone of my recent sins. However, I have brought them to God. I am mostly ashamed that I can’t even be true to myself.

			

			
				My motives are wrong to even think God would want me to put myself into a sinful situation. I must admit I was wrong and let go of any lustful feelings or thinking of a future the way I want it to be.

				October 22, 2004

				Unending love. Hosea 11:8–11. How could God (or anyone) still love me? But God asks, Oh, how can I give you up…? How can I let you go? How can I destroy you…? My heart is torn within me, and my compassion overflows.... for I am God and not a mere mortal. I am the Holy One living among you, and I will not come to destroy.

				Romans 8:38: And I am convinced that nothing can ever separate us from God’s love. Neither death nor life, neither angels nor demons, neither our fears for today nor our worries about tomorrow – not even the powers of hell can separate us from God’s love.

				After reading a bit on Hosea’s wife, I feel like her: always falling back into my old ways even though I have had great things. When I was able to be back with my husband years ago, I still reverted to my old ways and committed the same sin of adultery. Even as I have a hard time forgiving myself of that sin, it hasn’t changed the fact that in any and all relationships I have sinned in all ways. I could say, “I can’t understand how God can forgive me when I still cannot forgive myself.” I have a hard time with this endless love stuff. I really need to know how to truly love someone. Most of us, including myself, love this and love that, but unconditional love – where’s the catch?

			

			
				Jesus loved me and died for me. I will start there. God knew who I was before I was born. I need to continue in his Word to know who I am and where I am going. I have so much of my will and my wants inside me that it is so hard to be obedient, so I need more direction and courage to say no, when I surely know what is wrong.

				Had some weird dreams lately. John from Georgia was in one, and so were a few of my ex-in-laws. It seems in some kind of way that my past is coming up at me. Years ago I drank so I didn’t have to dream, or at least didn’t remember my dreams, but today I want to know what they mean. Is there something I am supposed to be learning from them?

				Priscilla doesn’t do anything except work. I am not exactly sure what I am going through, except we are not together in my eyes. But in hers I think she believes I will change my mind and we will get back together. I feel that it is all up to me, and I pray that I just allow God to work in my life.

				When I read the book about coming out of homosexuality, it says you should allow yourself time to grieve. Maybe I am grieving not only for that, but also because I just can’t do what I want to do. It seems every way I turn all I’m getting is, No, you can’t. No. No. No. When will something be yes and how will I know?

				The revival this week was cancelled. I was really looking forward to a great time.

				October 23, 2004

				The plumb line. Amos 7:7–8. And the Lord replied, “I will test my people with this plumb line. I will no longer ignore all their sins.”

				If we measured ourselves with God’s plumb line, we would see that we are weak and sinful. Praying to God for help is the way to start the process toward a life in line with God’s standards.

			

			
				Without God I would have nothing, and surely whatever I would have on my own would be destroyed because the wall on which it was built would crumble eventually. Though the sins I have had to overcome are many, I haven’t even uncovered them all yet. God’s Word daily is the most important thing to start my day. It helps me find answers for all those behaviors I struggle with from time to time.

				It is not easy to meet God’s standards without his help. As my lessons have taught me, without God I surely fail and return to the sins of my past. I will carry on and keep asking God to help me overcome the things that stay in the way of the straight path God has prepared for me.

				I would like visions of the future or warning signs I could yield to before I go off and sin again. Am I asking for a lot? Yes, maybe, since sometimes we need to fall to remember who can help us. It is my decision what to choose and I choose to follow God.

				After I was saved and began in God’s Word, I had a problem with my own words and asked God to control my tongue or quicken me when I was about to swear. Now a year later I still slip once in a while, but am very quick to change the next words that come out of my mouth.

				God has really brought me a long way, and he still has a lot to help me with. I am like a baby, except I am in the crawling stage where I feel like I have to test what I can get into and get away with. I guess I’m in the state where I’m learning what “no” means.

				With God being the only one who knows true love, I need him to show me how to truly love. I am coming to an understanding that before I can truly love anyone, I need to know what it means to truly love God. First John 4:16: God is love, and all who live in love live in God, and God lives in them.

			

			
				I read this devotion yesterday after I put everything away. Now I understand. I have looked for love in all the wrong places and have no other place to turn. I believe God is showing me I need to learn what love means in a whole new aspect of my life with him.

				October 25, 2004

				Feelings of shame. John 8:3–11. This is the story of an adulterous woman who was caught in the act and brought to Jesus. In the Law of Moses she was to be stoned to death. She was given a second chance to never sin that way again. The ones who brought her to Jesus were told to go ahead and stone her but only if they had never sinned. I find in this a lesson in judgment and a reminder that all men sin. So only Jesus was left there with the woman.

				This account reminds me of times when others are quick to show someone else’s shame or things they have done wrong. Only Jesus can be fair in the judgment of sins, because he is the only one who is sinless. Also I find the love Jesus showed toward the woman comforting. He chose not to hurt her but to help her.

				I imagine this woman must have heard of Jesus. She was probably crying and shaking before him with her life on the line. She must have also been hanging her head, because she got caught. She probably even wanted to run and get out of there.

				I remember being a child and doing wrong. I was usually scared of the consequences, knowing they would involve taking away something I desired and had fun with, or a spanking, or loss of taking part in an activity at school or home. So how many times would I get in trouble for the same things over and over? The answer depended on how much I rebelled because I wasn’t able to do what I wanted to do. I can think of some things that might have been handled differently; however, the things I had done were still wrong.

			

			
				The most shame I felt ever was the time I was out partying really heavily, plus I had run away from home, hoping to never be found. My mother and her boyfriend found me in a tent. I was loaded, naked, and with a few guys I knew. It was nearly morning, and I was headed to the (juvenile) system to be taught a lesson. I begged and pleaded as I had heard stories about being there. But the worst part was I wouldn’t be free. I was told if I never allowed this to happen again, I would get another chance. But we needed a way to change what had happened.

				I agreed to a foster home, since I truly didn’t want to be home. I drank most of the time before this. My second chance: I liked the foster family. There was love in that home. I could feel it. But it wasn’t long before I missed the love of my mother.

				Mom and I were not close. She didn’t understand me or what I wanted. I was close to sixteen years old by the time I decided I wanted another chance at home. But I didn’t want to go back to school. I never went anyway, and it was time for a fresh start. Time to feel important somewhere doing something.

				We agreed I could quit school but I needed to get a job. That was fine. Nothing changed after that. I went back to drinking after work, seeing guys, sleeping with them. I was still the same girl, just in a different area of life. While I was at the foster care house I felt God or some kind of peace. It wasn’t hard to be good there.

				Today I feel satisfied that God is working in me and am grateful for his timing and not mine. I am like a spoiled kid who wants what I want and now is my time. Today I am grateful God doesn’t work that way. If things just happened quickly, then how would I have time to understand what and why? All things happen for a reason, and just like there is a change in season, there comes a time when things need to change. Just like things change in the weather, so I must change in God’s due time.

			

			
				I will no way ever be sin-free; however, with God’s help I will at least go on and not continue in the same sins. Never thought I’d have to say I have a problem with sex, and now I have to believe God will help me in this recovery also.

				Mom says the things of the past should stay there. On the other hand, I’m in a learning process and must be able to separate my old self and become new with Christ. I need to learn why I did the things I did or do, so I will not continue to do them. Or at least know to ask God to work with me in all I do and that my heart not be hardened. I’m like a child who makes mistakes and needs to learn from them to grow.

				October 28, 2004

				Receiving forgiveness. Acts 26:12–18. Then they will receive forgiveness for their sins and be given a place among God’s people, who are set apart by faith in me.

				God’s goal in sending his Word to us is that we may receive forgiveness and new life. We find it easier to forgive others who have hurt us than to forgive ourselves for the hurts we have caused. I have problems forgiving myself for things I have done while drinking and even some things done while not drinking, and for when I went for a drink instead of asking for God’s help. I am really trying to find out who I am and what I need to do daily.

				Psalm 103:10: He does not punish us for all our sins; he does not deal harshly with us, as we deserve.

				Isaiah 1:18–20. Come now, let’s settle this, says the Lord. Though your sins are like scarlet, I will make them as white as snow. Though they are red like crimson, I will make them as white as wool. If you will only obey me, you will have plenty to eat. But if you turn away and refuse to listen, you will be devoured by the sword of your enemies. I, the LORD, have spoken!

			

			
				Isaiah 43:25: I – yes, I alone – will blot out your sins for my own sake and will never think of them again.

				This is one of the hardest subjects for me and yet the most important in this stage of my life with God. When these thoughts come to mind, we should tend to them right away to repair the damage if possible.

				Now that I have read that, I know it is of God that we or I should make amends. Lately some past issues have popped into my head out of the blue. One of these came to mind the other day. It was the bad experience of when I was around thirteen or fourteen when I drank and was found with some guys. I mentioned this before when I was writing about shame.

				I’m pretty sure the reasons this came up were many as it took me back to my childhood and sexual involvement with my stepfather. All the time I thought he was my real father. Real or step, he still had no right to do what he did to me.

				Other things coming up lately are times of sexual activity in careless ways. Truly I am not sure where this is all going except to remind me of the lust temptation carried and how I lost sight of God and sinned again.

				Does it really matter if I write all of these things down or is it just enough to know I was not good in God’s eyes or in anyone else’s?

				I am seeking God now and know I may not be in any kind of relationship until he has helped me overcome the past. I believe he will make in me a new and free heart, and he will do it only in his time. I will continue to seek his will in my life.

			

			
				October 29, 2004

				Freedom through confession. Romans 2:14–15. Even Gentiles, who do not have God’s written law, show that they know his law when they instinctively obey it, even without having heard it. They demonstrate that God’s law is written in their hearts, for their own conscience and thoughts either accuse them or tell them they are doing right … the day is coming when God, through Christ Jesus, will judge everyone’s secret life.

				In order to put the past to rest, we must stop rationalizing our sins and admit the truth. We are all born with a built-in alarm that alerts us when we do wrong.

				I pray all the sins I have done while drinking and being away from God will be forgiven. If I miss any, I am sure my inner self will eventually bring them to mind, so I pray for that freedom from my past. The time has come to move into the future without living in my past. My excuses for doing wrong can no longer be my reasons for not owning up to what I have done.

				Lately I have been feeling led to testify on behalf of the changes the Lord has done in my life. I feel very ashamed of the excuses I’ve made and how knowing right from wrong I still did the wrong. My conscience didn’t win years ago. However, through Jesus Christ the answers and courage to change those wrongs are happening now. God’s will, not mine.

				My way of doing things was all messed up, and all the time God has had to fix me up afterwards.

				Got a phone call yesterday from a woman needing respite care for the weekend. I gladly took this on. Then not long after I accepted the job, I received a call for possible full-time placement if I wanted it. I wanted to and I wanted to believe this was the Lord working in my life. What to do about my full-time job I already have? I pray for an answer. Sometimes I wonder if maybe I don’t know God closely enough to know his will and whether it’s different from my own will. I pray to know!

			

			
				October 30, 2004

				Escaping self-deception. Galatians 6:7–10. You will always harvest what you plant … So let’s not get tired of doing what is good. At just the right time we will reap a harvest of blessing if we don’t give up. Don’t be misled. Remember, you can’t ignore God and get away with it. You will always reap what you sow!

				We cannot escape from any of our wrongdoings. God has made accountability a necessary element for healthy living. It may take time to finish all of the negative consequences of wrongs from the past, but do not be discouraged; in time we will see good crops begin to grow.

				I made a statement a few times in the past that I surely could drink and then get away with lots of wrongdoings I normally would not do. I must pray I do not get tired of being good. So easily temptation can slip in and cause a disaster. Learning to be good and getting rid of my old way of thinking has been a challenge in itself. Desperately I seek to be free of the awful past I have created.

				The people I have hurt and the ones who have hurt me. Truly there must be a way to end the constant battle inside me. First, I know God is good, and I do want to be more like him. The Bible says to admit to someone else the exact nature of our wrongs. Am I too proud to tell people of my wrongs? I am embarrassed I put myself in such situations.

				I have another saying that what’s in the past should be left there. If this were true, then why do I continue reliving certain things in my mind? The battle is not mine. I give to you, Lord, my past and present and future. You are the only one who can help or do this transformation in me. Let go, let God.

			

			
				Now this makes sense as to what this new way of life is. I am letting go and letting God have all of me. I am reading Our Daily Bread today and these Scriptures are set before me: Isaiah 59:12 – transgressions of sin; Romans 4:17 – promise of faith; Hebrews 11:3; 2 Peter 3:5 – God made all things. To the Lord a thousand years is like a day.

				Before I go on to the next step I must note something. There is one person, for sure, who I need to ask for forgiveness. I must try and mend my past with Robert. It will not be easy to talk with him; at least it never was before.

				I committed adultery while we were married and left him without him knowing what he really did to make it so bad. It wasn’t entirely his fault. It was my sinful nature to not say no to what I already knew would damage everything.

				Robert, I need to talk to you to see if I can make amends for my awful past behavior. First I want to say it wasn’t what you did that was wrong. I take full responsibility for my wrong actions. Truly I want to ask if you have it in your heart to forgive me for what I’ve done and for the divorce it caused. You’re probably thinking or want to say what’s done is done and in the past. However, I cannot leave that part in the past, until I face the facts with you.

				I am back in the Lord’s life now, or I should say, he has taken me back into his. This doesn’t mean I got off the hook for the wrongs I’ve done. For a lot of years, after leaving the church, I found the only way to live with my actions was out of a bottle. Today – and I pray forever – I no longer have that desire. Praise God.

				Now reality has hit me face to face with all I’ve done against God’s law, and I believe I need this time now with you in order to fulfill the Lord’s Word. You’ve been on my heart deeply, and I pray I don’t cause any turmoil between anyone because of the truth. Admitting the truth of my actions is the only way I can be set free from my past with you. I don’t know if you understand all I am saying and maybe you won’t want to.

			

			
				Not only did God help me with my addiction with alcohol and drugs years ago, but now he is helping me through the steps to learn to say no to all things not in his will for my life.

				Learning that I reap what I sow, from now on I pray I only do what is good. God is working in my life. The desires of my lusts are handed over to God right now. I will not allow myself to be in a situation I know is not God’s will. Daily I must keep in mind that my past behavior is a result of my sinful desires, and I must move on and let God deal with all things in my life.

				I have the option of having a person with disabilities permanently in my home. This would require me to quit my job and be home full-time. I pray for God’s will and answer.

				I just asked the Lord the other day what his plan for me will be, and I got the phone call about Chris, and then a call for the permanent person, and now I need God’s final answer.

				Priscilla is still having a hard time accepting this transformation. I pray the Lord will touch her heart in a special, gentle way.

				October 31, 2004

				Step Six (AA): Taking time to grieve. Genesis 23:1–4; 35:19–21. We are entirely ready for God to remove all these defects of character. Jacob set up a stone monument over Rachel’s grave, and it can be seen there to this day. Then Jacob traveled on.

				The grieving process – whether it be for someone who dies or for the loss of a relationship or addictions or past sexual behavior – is a time needed to deal with the loss in order to move on. Grieving is a continuous cycle in life we all go through at one time or another. I have always said I never take losing something or someone very well. I believe many times I still grieved over losing my marriage.

			

			
				About a month or so ago I read a book on coming out of homosexuality. In this step of my life, the book said there is a process we must allow ourselves to go through. My grieving is in the change of relationship with Priscilla, knowing that in God’s law we are not to have a man-and-woman-like relationship. This was and at times is very hard after a long time of being together. At first, just the thought of not being as close as we were at one time would bring me to tears. Knowing what God was asking of me felt like I had just lost everything.

				As I move on with the Lord, I believe he will take me through this part of life as he did with my drinking. Praise the Lord Jesus I have no desire to drink today. Praise the Lord! I am free from that bondage, and God has great plans for me. The reward is so great, but of course, no pain, no gain. I need to obey in all areas of life of which I am being convicted. Today my plan is to press on with Jesus. Don’t give up. Don’t push away conviction in the heart. If we listen and take that step to change for God, we will experience a new freedom in Christ.

				Jeremiah 17:8: They are like trees planted along a riverbank, with roots that reach deep into the water.

				November 1, 2004

				Priscilla believes I am getting in over my head following God. I have heard that before from Robert, who said I’d be headed for a fall. The only problem is, he was right and I did fall. The only way I will fall this time is if I take my heart and mind off of the Lord Jesus Christ. But I have fallen and I will probably fall again into something because I am not perfect, but God is.

			

			
				Lord, be with me today and always. Even Peter fell and came back again. Today’s study is on another chance. That certainly pertains to me all the way. All we have to do is ask for forgiveness and move on. God’s grace of forgiveness comes with another chance.

				November 3, 2004

				Healing the brokenness. Psalm 51:16–19. For I was born a sinner – yes, from the moment my mother conceived me (Psalm 51:5).

				You do not desire a sacrifice, or I would offer one … The sacrifice you desire is a broken spirit. You will not reject a broken and repentant heart, O God (Psalm 51:16–17).

				Saul continued in denial of his sins. If we continue to deny our sins, we are in grave danger of judgment. David’s sins were far worse than Saul’s, but David was humble and broken about his sins, so God forgave David and offered him restoration. If we are sensitive to our sins and humbly seek God’s forgiveness, there is hope for us, no matter how great our past sins are. God will remove any taint of guilt and restore our joy!

				Step by step God will lead me. I was just listening to the radio and this song was on. I believe this is exactly what God is doing. However, we all have choices to make. I choose to follow God’s steps for me.

				I am only on step six of my AA devotions. From step one to now a lot has transpired to bring me to the point of learning from my sins to get to where God can help me with gaining joy and peace. I can have these by continuing to learn more from God by his wisdom and understanding and all that follows. Whatever it takes I will follow Jesus.

			

			
				Only God can forgive and change us into what he wants us to be. Only God. I will continue to seek and ask for Jesus to help me, and then I cannot go wrong.

				I spoke to Josh the other day. He went to church with his father and what a message of testimony he received. A woman who was in a coma and paralyzed was healed and her testimony is amazing. She goes everywhere preaching of God’s healing power. Josh was touched, and he and his father were told something happened in their childhood that was holding them back. Josh admitted to this and felt the power of the Holy Spirit. I can’t imagine what had happened to him other than the way I walked away from God and lived a life full of sin in front of him.

				I pray you, Jesus, to touch my son in a special way that he will turn his sins over to you and allow you to save him. We also talked about what God can do, and he seemed to receive this well.

				I had a good weekend with the new person, Chris. He is twenty-three and just as cute as can be. I was glad I could help his mother out, and he helped me and will never know how much of a blessing he is. Sometimes we take things for granted in life, not realizing how easily we can lose any of our functions in an instant.

				I’m grateful to the Lord that my son is as healthy and intelligent as he is. God spared me the trial of having a child who would have been handicapped in some way or another due to my past history of substance abuse.

				November 4, 2004

				God’s abundant pardon. Isaiah 55:1–9. Seek the Lord while you can find him. Call on him now while he is near. Let the wicked change their ways and banish the very thought of doing wrong. Let them turn to the LORD that he may have mercy on them. Yes, turn to our God, for he will forgive generously. “My thoughts are nothing like your thoughts,” says the LORD. “And my ways are far beyond anything you could imagine.”

			

			
				God tells us: Fear not; you will no longer live in shame … You will no longer remember the shame of your youth and the sorrows of widowhood [loss]. For your Creator will be your husband (Isaiah 54:4–5).

				When we give to God all of our past, he will restore us anew and fill the empty places in our hearts. The biggest part of this lesson is trusting and believing God is bigger than all we have done wrong in the past, no matter what shame I have brought on myself, and no matter what wrongs I have done. If I completely turn my will toward God and allow him to take over, he will fulfill my dreams and restore in me a new heart and a new freedom of happiness.

				I believe God is working in me, but all who surround me are just waiting for another fall. If I keep my mind open to Jesus, he can and will fill these empty places in my heart. I did procrastinate, and I did make excuses not to follow Jesus, and my heart did harden for many years.

				I pray, Jesus, that my faith in you would be strong, knowing we can see this through this time of trial. People think I am putting too much into my belief and a fall will come. I pray you, Jesus, will be a closer friend to me than those who wait for my failures. Jesus, you know what is in my future, and I pray I will, by your will, stay strong and steadfast to your will in my life.

				I used to say to heck with the consequences when I got into trouble and knew I was doing wrong. Now I say to heck with the consequences of being obedient to follow God’s will in my life whatever it takes from this day forward.

			

			
				November 5, 2004

				Removing deeper hurts. Jonah 4:4–8. The removal of our sheltering addiction may expose deeper problems. It is all right to let the anger out, but it is also important to let God take care of the real problem.

				Jonah ran away from the real problem and suffered enough he wanted to die. God’s plan for me may not be the easiest way I would want to go, but if I go my way I am sure to suffer. I have found my addictions were covering a lot of my will to do my own thing. Since the Lord and I have gotten the main addiction problems out of the way, now letting go and letting God has led me into a deeper pain of not having the relationship I so wanted. First, I must realize the real reasons for all my hurts so God can take over. Lack of affection while growing up is probably one of the biggest reasons for my following into relationships that could not possibly last. Just like God allowed the plant to shade Jonah, he also didn’t allow him to stay comfortable in doing his own thing. Just like me. I was allowed to be in a comfort zone, but would not be allowed to continue and do God’s plan at the same time while I disobeyed God’s instructions. I praise God now that he allowed me the pain I have experienced while listening to his plans.

				God is merciful to those who confess their sins. I’m moving on and trusting God’s plans for my life here on earth, although as of today I am not exactly sure what plans the Lord has for me. I do know past relationships with others must go. That means any sexual contact with anyone is out of the question. With the physical aches and pains I’m experiencing, if the plan is for me to return to work, then so be it. If it is to stay home and take care of someone, then Lord, let’s get into it. In time I will know the answer to all of this.

			

			
				November 6, 2004

				Discovering hope. John 5:1–15. I started reading a book called A Way of Escape: Freedom from Sexual Strongholds. This book contains references to where sexual problems begin and how to end the causes and nature of these different types of sexual desire. This book is part of my process of turning my life and will over to God, the beginning and ending journey with Jesus.

				Jesus healed the man who was sick for thirty-eight years. When Jesus saw him and knew he had been ill for a long time, he asked him, “Would you like to get well?” “I can’t, sir,” the sick man said, “for I have no one to put me into the pool when the water bubbles up. Someone else always gets there ahead of me.”

				Jesus already knows my sickness. Only God could heal me and get me out of alcoholism. I can relate to this miracle performed for this man because every time I got close to the doors to Jesus, someone always got in my way. But Jesus went past all those people and he knew the man had been desperately trying to get to the pool he thought could heal him.

				Getting close to the truth of Jesus is what saved my life. However, just like this man, I had to at least go halfway. Better yet, I had to hit the end and realize only Jesus could help me.

				In the beginning of recovery, Jesus and I had been in sessions of healing the damage I had caused. Many times I wanted to give up, but I knew where I would be. To this day, I still believe if I had not accepted the warning signs, I would not have had any more chances to serve God.

				We have a compassionate God. He waits and lets us have the desires of our heart, and then he takes us under his wing so, like in the story, no one can hold us back from getting what we do not deserve.

			

			
				Next is dealing with the past relationships. Now I understand the sin of immoral sexual desire starts somewhere and ends with God. Even though we may do the unspeakable, the Lord is there to help us out of our secret actions. We may not answer here on earth for our spiritual life, but we will answer in the judgment to come. Lord Jesus, make in me a new creation and take away my old nature that I may become new in your image.

				November 8, 2004

				Removed, not improved. Romans 6:5–13. Do not let sin control the way you live; do not give in to sinful desires. Do not let any part of your body become an instrument of evil to serve sin. Instead, give yourselves completely to God, for you were dead, but now you have new life. So use your whole body as an instrument to do what is right for the glory of God. As I am transformed with God’s help, I will overcome the temptations in my life.

				Romans 6:6: We know that our old sinful selves were crucified with Christ so that sin might lose its power in our lives. We are no longer slaves to sin.

				Years of trying to change or improve on my own have ended in the tragic realization that I cannot do it alone. Frustrations of never doing what is right and always falling back into that pit of self-pity only caused me to go deeper into my sinful nature.

				I am deeply disappointed in my behavior yesterday. I was hurting and decided not to attend church. I haven’t missed in six months or more. I felt a sense of weakness and I felt like swearing.

				The studies I’ve been doing today are certainly not justifying my behavior: (1) Put God first; (2) Let go of old sin; (3) Character change is a result of giving it all to God. I also realize I really do need the fellowship of other Christians.

			

			
				November 9, 2004

				Attitudes and actions. Philippians 2:12–14. Pressing toward a goal. Work hard to show the results of your salvation, obeying God with deep reverence and fear. For God is working in you, giving you the desire and the power to do what pleases him.

				As I continue to move ahead seeking the direction of God, my rewards will be great, and God will strengthen and encourage me. I need to keep working towards God’s plan for my future.

				I spent some time with Thelma today, and the feelings of lust entered my mind again. However, I did not act on any of those desires.

				Last night I read some more in the book A Way of Escape. One part of this really stuck in my head. Sleeping with someone and knowing others have been with that person is just as if we have been with all of those other people. This scares me as I think of my past and how much disease I may have exposed myself to. There are consequences for this, and yet I don’t even want to find out what they may be for me.

				So I am pressing on with Jesus and believing his plan is far greater than I can imagine. This part of my past life, just as my alcoholism, has to go. The bondage of desire must be lifted to press on. Forgetting the past and looking forward to what lies ahead (Philippians 3:13). I will never be perfect physically or mentally, until the day of the Lord’s return. Even so, I press on to achieve the best I can and that’s all I can do. The more we think of God’s Word, the less we’ll think about worries.

			

			
				November 10, 2004

				Step Seven (AA): We humbly asked him to remove our shortcomings. Clearing the mess. Isaiah 57:12–19. I restore the crushed spirit of the humble and revive the courage of those with repentant hearts. For I will not fight against you forever; I will not always be angry. If I were, all people would pass away – all the souls I have made … I will lead them. I will comfort those who mourn … “But those who still reject me are like the restless sea, which is never still but continually churns up mud and dirt. There is no peace for the wicked,” says my God.

				Isaiah 59:12–13: For our sins are piled up before God and testify against us. Yes, we know what sinners we are. We know we have rebelled and have denied the LORD. We have turned our backs on our God. We know how unfair and oppressive we have been, carefully planning our deceitful lies.

				Isaiah 55:7: Let the wicked change their ways and banish the very thought of doing wrong.

				From the beginning of this journey I had no control over anything. I’ve turned my life and will over to God, and the process has begun. I turned away from God years ago, and I truly believed I would not be allowed back into his grace.

				The Lord has let me back and is daily teaching me the reasons that caused me to fall. We know allowing temptations to be acted out will definitely cause a person like me to walk away from everyone. The desires of my heart were lustful and demeaning and caused shame and discontent. I was shamed into feeling I was unable to go to God because of my failures. If I had gone to the Lord first with these shortcomings, his plan for me would not have been messed up.

			

			
				My shortcomings are great. I still have anger, resentment, shame, and am still in a situation that is causing most of this. I have to keep looking to Jesus for answers; otherwise, I am sure to fall.

				I still see myself as a baby in Christ and I need to pray the desires of sex will go away because babies don’t think of these things. What is still in the way of my peace and joy?

				Isaiah 58:13: Keep the Sabbath day holy. Don’t pursue your own interests on that day, but enjoy the Sabbath and speak of it with delight as the LORD’s holy day. There we go. One thing is wrong for sure with me. I hurt today and decided to stay home from church and also had company who doesn’t attend church. I stayed away from those I could have shared God with.

				November 11, 2004

				Giving up control. Jeremiah 18:1–6. Then the LORD gave me this message: “O Israel, can I not do to you as this potter has done to his clay? As the clay is in the potter’s hand, so are you in my hand.”

				Isaiah 45:9: What sorrow awaits those who argue with their Creator. Does a clay pot argue with its maker? Does the clay dispute with the one who shapes it, saying ‘Stop, you’re doing it wrong!’ Does the pot exclaim, ‘How clumsy can you be?’

				If the potter sees a flaw present during the process of molding a piece of pottery to perfection, he starts over. By putting my life into God’s hands and getting out of his way in humility, I can be sure the Lord will reshape me into a beautiful person.

				God is a wonderful God who gives us the whole earth to prove his handiwork. I am his handiwork, being molded God’s way in his time. Sometimes I get in the way and just want to do what I want. But God knows best, and I need to get out of his way.

			

			
				Now I live in the light and I feel the conviction of my wrong behavior and lifestyle. This was so hard, knowing that being with a woman was totally wrong, and yet I was doing everything against God and even blaming him for the reasons I was the way I was. This was just another way for Satan to have a hold on me. Now the devil is using others to try and turn my head back into the dark again, telling me I can still do this.

				Lord Jesus, I pray you will strengthen me away from temptation and remove me from enemies who would cause me to fall into their darkness. This little light of mine. Please, Lord, help me to get it to shine.

				I need to remember Romans 6:6: We know that our old sinful selves were crucified with Christ so that sin might lose its power in our lives. We are no longer slaves to sin.

				November 12, 2004

				Pride born of hurt. Luke 11:5–13. And so I tell you, keep on asking, and you will receive what you ask for. Keep on seeking, and you will find. Keep on knocking, and the door will be opened to you. For everyone who asks, receives. Everyone who seeks, finds. And to everyone who knocks, the door will be opened.

				The honesty of this prayer reveals our weakness and vulnerability to temptation. To harbor anger and an unforgiving spirit when God has forgiven us so much is hypocritical and a roadblock to recovery. We must be persistent and ask repeatedly as the needs arise.

				I still need to speak with Robert for some reason, even though I’ve had a fear come over me to speak with him. Maybe I need to write a letter. I need to move on, and this is one part of my life that needs to be brought out into the open. My sins in the past have been heartbreak for my future. It truly hurts that I might never be married again, and I already know I won’t have any more children. At least I have been blessed with Josh.

			

			
				I just finished writing Robert a letter. I know God has forgiven me for what I did wrong, and I’m sure if I missed anything, he will surely let me know in the right time. I hope I can make much-needed amends with Robert after all these years. I do pray Robert will let God have his way in his life.

				It takes a lot to admit my wrongs, but if I continue to hold on to the past by not admitting my wrongs, then I will not be set free. I must continue to look up and ahead to a new life in Christ.

				November 13, 2004

				A humble heart. Luke 18:10–14. The Pharisee and the tax collector went to Jesus in prayer and the Pharisee thanked God that he was not a sinner like the tax collector. The tax collector humbled himself before God, admitting what a sinner he was, and in verse 14 it says, I tell you, this sinner, not the Pharisee, returned home justified before God. For those who exalt themselves will be humbled, and those who humble themselves will be exalted. I pray I will not point the finger at the other person and that I am humbled before Jesus for my own sins. In that way I may then be honored by God.

				Lately I have been searching for peace and joy and answers to decisions I have to make, but have found none. Staying in the Word is the only way I have had strength not to repeat sins of my past. I need a touch from God. I feel like I am being tested again. Lord, please reassure me you are still here with me.

				In faith, I need to believe only God could and did take away the desires of alcohol. Only by faith he can put aside my sexual desires. Lord, help me stay out of the way so you can do mighty things for me.

			

			
				I cannot go a full week again without being in the presence of other followers of Christ. I look at these Christians who have been serving the Lord for years and wonder, did they go through all these sexual temptations and judgmental feelings and whatever else I have gone through? How did they get to the freshness of Jesus I so desire? I loved Jesus as a child, and now I’m just learning to love him as a friend. I have faith that this, too, will be grand.

				Jesus died on the cross to save all sinners. God had a plan from the beginning, and we as humans messed it all up. Then God proceeded to the next plan so he would have an intercessor to slow his anger and not to destroy those he created. Jesus came to this earth as a human just like me and subject to temptation. But with the power of God, he obeyed his Father who was and is in heaven. Jesus did not fail in God’s eyes or ours, and we are to do our best in obeying once we are saved. I have a hard time understanding how Jesus was so strong and that nothing could take his eyes off of his Father’s plans for this world. Why is it so hard to obey and follow God and Jesus’ example? There should be nothing I want more than to please my Father.

				I lost my trust in fathers long ago, but your Word says you will never leave me or forsake me. I pray for new insight into you being my Father.

				November 14, 2004

				Let us draw near and hold fast. Hebrews 10:19–25. Just what I needed to hear. Verse 23: Let us hold tightly without wavering to the hope we affirm, for God can be trusted to keep his promise. Then the statement in verse 26: If we deliberately continue sinning after we have received knowledge of the truth, there is no longer any sacrifice that will cover these sins.

			

			
				I am looking forward to attending church service this morning. I pray for good fellowship and that God is at the head of the message to be delivered.

				I wonder, Did God forgive me of everything, even after I went and sinned again? Did I let go of all there was, or is there no more room for forgiveness for me? What if I sin again, God forbid. My human self is so disobedient. Does God know I am trying? Am I to be given any more chances? I fear failure and the loss of God again would be too unbearable. I like the song that says, “I don’t wanna go back. I want to believe. There is nothing in this world for me.”

				Christian fellowship builds up and binds us together. Be kindly affectionate to one another with brotherly love. Whatever is not of faith is sin. Believing in all things God can and will do what he desires in my life and in the lives of those around me.

				Faith in believing; believing in the Word of God, then cometh his promises. Avoiding temptation. Look up. Look in faith. God promises to take care of me and never leave me or forsake me. Also God will not give us more than we can handle. However, because he gave us minds to make decisions, then I need to ask his will be done in all things I do, or I surely will fail and fall into sin again.

				I pray, Lord, that you put in me a new creature and remove my old ways of thinking. Lord, show me how to be a good and acceptable Christian in your sight and for others to see. The old me got attention in all the wrong ways. I pray the new me can stand strong to reach those who need you, God, in an awesome way.

				November 15, 2004

				Declared not guilty. Romans 3:23–28. Christ took our punishment when he died on the cross for all sinners. For everyone has sinned; we all fall short of God’s glorious standard. Yet God, with undeserved kindness, declares that we are righteous. He did this through Christ Jesus when he freed us from the penalty for our sins.

			

			
				Psalm 103:12: When God removes our sins, he does a great job! He has removed our sins as far from us as the east is from the west.

				Thank God my rebellious acts have been forgiven by the grace of God through Jesus Christ. Years ago I did rebel and left Jesus’ side. I pray for the faith that by God’s Word I will not rebel in my nature anymore.

				November 16, 2004

				Into the open. Philippians 2:5–9. You must have the same attitude that Christ Jesus had. Though he was God, he did not think of equality with God as something to cling to. Instead, he gave up his divine privileges; he took the humble position of a slave and was born as a human being. When he appeared in human form, he humbled himself in obedience to God and died a criminal’s death on a cross.

				Lost in my thoughts this morning. I am seeking God’s wisdom and still I hear about humility and obedience. Maybe I need a counseling session with the pastor. Now that would be humility for sure, to admit my relationship and my desire for obedience at the same time. I am surely being obedient in not continuing in the relationship; however, I feel like I am betting against the odds. Maybe I am not strong enough to keep looking up. Resentment has arisen, and I just don’t know what to do.

				November 18, 2004

				Eyes of love. First John 5:11–15. In confidence, if we love Jesus and believe he is the Son of God, which he is, then whatever we shall ask if it is in God’s will, will be answered.

			

			
				Even before he made the world, God loved us and chose us in Christ to be holy and without fault in his eyes (Ephesians 1:4).

				God’s discipline is always good for us, so that we might share in his holiness (Hebrews 12:10).

				I can have full assurance God will remove my shortcomings in his time. Pain is not pointless. Isaiah 28:29. This also comes from the Lord of Hosts, who is wonderful in counsel and excellent in guidance. God has a purpose in our heartaches. The Savior always knows best. We learn so many precious lessons in every sorrow, trial, or test.

				Today I have just learned a lesson related to my pain. Jesus knows what I suffer and my sorrow has been great. I believe now it is time to move on for whatever God’s plan is for me. Jesus has heard my many prayers and now my answer has come. God has a reason why I had to suffer deep emotional pain and physical pain also. I stand still on spiritual ground. God will not leave me nor forsake me; that is his promise to me.

				Yesterday I didn’t read or think on all this. I was just still and rested most of the day. I am not afraid of what is next. I’ve lived my life in my own will for so long I just needed to stop and rest.

				Still, I feel I am always questioning your will for me, Lord. I know it’s your will to help me in all things. My desire for sex has gone away, but instead loneliness is at hand. Depression has tried to grab onto me, but I rebuke this in the name of Jesus Christ my Lord and Savior.

				November 20, 2004

				Step Eight (AA): We made a list of all persons we had harmed and became willing to make amends to them all. Exodus 22:10–15. Making restitution. I suppose this accountability would also include the owing of money for a job that was completed. If this be the case, I sure am behind on debts owed.

			

			
				I bring all of these debts to Jesus my Lord in prayer. First of all, that I can mend myself from debts owed and free myself from the burden of financial hold-down. I pray for the Lord to help me in all finances to be able to stretch my income to pay all that is owed. I must also consider Danny for helping me years ago in paying a DUI fine so I could be free. I am accountable for my mistakes, and this should be repaid. Now in which order and when and how will I repay?

				November 27, 2004

				Unintentional sin. Leviticus 4:1–28; Romans 3:23. For everyone has sinned; we all fall short of God’s glorious standard. Back in Moses’ time, if someone sinned intentionally, they had to bring an offering free of flaws to the altar before the priest to be slaughtered. Hebrews 4:14–16: Christ is our high priest.

				During hard times and failure, the antidote to all problems is the living Word of God. God knows everything about us, even the things we try and hide from ourselves. God exposes my problems and needs so I may deal with them, with Jesus, promptly.

				I pray, Lord, if I am carrying with me any sin unknown to me, that I may have an open heart for you, Jesus, to work with me. Create in me the person I am to be. I did intentionally sin and those sins have been forgiven by the grace of God. I pray the Lord will chasten me so I will not fall into diverse places again.

				December 3, 2004

				Scapegoats. Leviticus 16:20–22. In today’s lesson the only thing that comes to mind is John and Heidi, especially John, who finds no place for me since I left the sinful ways. As it says, there will be a few who you cannot get forgiveness from, no matter what the difference is in your life now.

			

			
				Some of the people we have hurt will use us as their scapegoats. Since we have hurt them, they feel justified in sending us away with more than our share of the burden. I need to be careful to not allow things of the past to weigh me down and get in the way of God’s plan for my life. Old things are now passed away and all things have become new in the name of Jesus Christ my Lord.

				Malachi 1:2: “I have always loved you,” says the LORD. To love God is to obey God. The other day, while building up the walls in the basement, I stopped and wondered how Noah built that huge ark and what hammer he used. The knowledge of the Lord and his strength must have spilled completely over Noah so he could obey God and do what God had commanded him to do. What faith Noah had to believe such a rain would cover the earth. This takes me to the examples in Revelation and the warning signs we are to watch for to be ready for the time of his coming. I don’t want to be left behind. I am turning all over to God to prepare me for this day, which is near. Only a few shall believe and enter.

				For about a year now, I have stumbled around smoking, and now the time has come as a sacrifice to Jesus for his birthday to let go of the hold cigarettes have had on me for years. I trust in the Lord that I must obey this command in order to be completely free from my past. I praise you, Lord, for my trials and tribulations, and for where they have brought me in you.

				December 4, 2004

				Overcoming loneliness. Ecclesiastes 4:9–12. Two people are better off than one, for they can help each other succeed.

			

			
				Loneliness and isolation go along with guilt and shame. Being willing to accept love and concern are a part of the preparation to make amends. With friends and God joining with us to form a triple-braided cord, we will not be easily broken. I must learn to trust others, to reach out to them, and to admit my need to others. This will give me strength, wisdom, and protection against my dependencies and compulsions.

				Some days I don’t want any contact with anyone. I don’t find much in the Scriptures about isolation but loneliness is covered a lot in the Bible.

				December 6, 2004

				Forgiven to forgive. Matthew 18:21–35. Then Peter came to him and asked, “Lord, how often should I forgive someone who sins against me? Seven times?” “No, not seven times,” Jesus replied, “but seventy times seven! I must forgive and forget the debts others owe me and move on to greater things with Jesus. Jesus was telling the story of a servant asking for forgiveness of the debt he owed. The debt was great. He could never have paid it off, but his master showed mercy and forgave the debt. Then the forgiven servant went to one who owed him, grabbed him, and demanded payment. When he couldn’t pay it, he had the man thrown into jail until he could pay his debt. When he saw how he had treated the one who owed him, the king eventually did this to the first man, too. God the Father will do the same unto us. As the Lord God has forgiven us, we are to forgive others in the same way.

				In thinking about forgiveness, I just saw the movie The Passion of the Christ. It brought tears to my eyes to see how you were beaten and didn’t say anything foul. Lord, in all honesty, I would probably have been cursing those people or trying to get out of the situation. But not you, my Lord. You said nothing and held true to God our Father in heaven by believing, trusting, and obeying. I don’t want to be like Peter when things got tough, and he denied you.

			

			
				December 9, 2004

				The fruit of forgiveness. Second Corinthians 2:5–11. This is about a man who sinned enough that the church pushed him out. This punishment was a judgment against him. Now, however, it is time to forgive and comfort him. Otherwise he may become overcome by discouragement … When you forgive this man, I forgive him, too. And when I forgive whatever needs to be forgiven, I do so with Christ’s authority for your benefit, so that Satan will not outsmart us. For we are familiar with his evil schemes.

				I have done things that pushed people away. I have gone to some of them to ask forgiveness. Some forgave; some probably never will. I must keep seeking forgiveness from all so I will not fall back into the trap.

				After I fell into the trap of deception, it went on and on for years. I almost believed my way of life was right. May God forgive me for all I have done against his laws of righteousness. Chastise me with the gentle Holy Spirit when I start to do the same things again.

				December 21, 2004

				Step Nine (AA): We made direct amends to such people wherever possible, except when to do so would injure them or others. Genesis 33:1–11. Long-awaited healing. Seeing someone you’ve harmed in the past can be trying. It all goes back to forgiveness but there are times the other person still cannot or will not forgive. The trying time for me recently dealt with a sense of forgiveness for a debt owed. The person has passed away without our touching base for a year or so. I owed him money, and I figured he would have wanted to have it for his children whom he adored. The payment was not made in full; however, the gesture was complete.

			

			
				December 23, 2004

				Keeping promises. Second Samuel 9:1–9. King Saul passed on. David had promised when he was king he would one day give all the land back to the ancestors of Saul. Most of Saul’s family members were killed, but David searched. And so it was the kept promise was given unto one who was left to inherit it.

				This suggests to me that if at all possible, a promise is to be kept, if it be God’s will. We must be careful what we promise and in all things be certain it is in God’s will.

				While I drank I made many promises to stop and also made a promise to return to my life with God. It took years, but I’m working on keeping that promise. Now I am trying to make a promise to quit smoking. My strength is weak even though my desire is strong.

				On October 22 I had a dream about John. I thought the dream was bringing up my past with the John I knew, when actually it was providing a future. On December 6 another person with disabilities, named John, moved in and things have been a trial in one way or another. Readjusting for all concerned seems to be harder than I anticipated. Things are, however, looking up. John has tried my patience in so many ways, mostly because he knows what he is doing. That’s the most irritating thing.

				Anyway, my faith in God still is strong. Priscilla is taking our new way of life better and it is getting easier; however, there are times when I want to give back or say let’s go back. It’s then I need to remember the song again: “I never wanna go back. There’s nothing in the world for me.”

			

			
				I must continue to practice this in my mind, heart, and soul in order to carry on. I must obey and now again is the time of quitting smoking. Not successful yet, but have cut down a lot, but still not enough. In a way it helps that John is here, since we really don’t want him to smoke, which he would if he knew I smoked. Josh is here to visit and it has been nice so far.

				God has brought me this far. I have faith he will continue to guide me in all directions. It’s said that only God himself knows everyone’s future. I sure would like to know if I am heading in the right direction this time.

				Christmas is surely different this year. I am not thinking of gifts or anything related, but enjoying that Christ was born to live and die for me in all the wrong I have done. It’s a great thing to be able to be forgiven rather than to be forgotten.

				God is great and greatly to be praised. Only Jesus alone could be there for this corruptible person: me.

				My heart reaches out to those in the loss of a friend recently, whose death was a shock and has no explanation. This reminded me that there is no time to waste. Anytime, anywhere, the breath God giveth he taketh in the night or whenever he feels fit. We all have come short of the glory of God and all have a sinful nature. However, all have been given a chance to be redeemed with Jesus Christ our Lord. In my heart I do believe there is no time left for me not to have faith and believe God will carry me through all things.

				OBEY – Sacrifice of Praise Unto God

				FAITH – Forgiveness of SINS

				December 28, 2004

				A part of me was crying today and another part was dismayed. Felt good to talk with the pastor’s wife. She helped me with some feelings of despair concerning my work here on earth. Actually, yesterday I came to terms with the fact that if the money I’m making by taking in people with disabilities isn’t enough, maybe I can go into homes during the day and help with others’ needs that way. Still, I want to know my calling.

			

			
				The pastor’s wife said I was doing a ministry for Christ by taking on his most precious ones who are as babes. I surely never thought of this in that way. When I take into consideration that John is as a child and Vickie also, then I pray I will do the right things in the way God has planned for them.

				Still I need to feel peace with this decision and believe God is in it. How will we make it financially if they decide not to come to my terms?

				First Peter 3:8–9: All of you should be of one mind. Sympathize with each other. Love each other as brothers and sisters. Be tenderhearted, and keep a humble attitude. Don’t repay evil for evil.

				This was today’s reading. Wouldn’t you know? I haven’t been exactly nice lately, more irritated than anything. This addresses my feelings toward John. I do not have a compatibility with him; however, my love for the Lord will show me the light which I desire.

				January 7, 2005

				I didn’t start the new year off very well at all. I am the weakest person ever. A part of me was angry that everyone could go out and drink, have fun, and not come home. The old me was exactly that.

				Later in the day I took a nap and the dream I had was sexual. Let go, let God. This lets me know even my dreams are holding on dearly.

				Yesterday I heard in my mind: “Marilynne, where did you go? Why are you avoiding me?” I am not sure if this was of Jesus or me just feeling guilt for not talking with God after the first of January. Where did I go? Am I giving up? What’s going on?

			

			
				I’ve been tempted to drink. I don’t want that outcome. I’ve been tempted sexually and have given in. I’m just not at all close enough to God or strong enough to walk away. I want what I want when I want it. Spoiled? Yes. Selfish? Yes.

				January 21, 2005

				I have papers to fill out for long-term disability caregiving, and now after looking over them, I really am not settled with giving them a life story I believe will only damage my future. We’ll see what happens next.

				January 22, 2005

				I read today about being a child of light and not of darkness in the world. Makes sense for my personal things I’ve been dealing with, realizing I am not the same by any means. All the sins I was involved in are now behind me. Due to the change God has made in me, I have not been close to those sins of my past. I think differently. My trials are the agent of choice. I choose to follow after Jesus.

				February 2, 2005

				Last week I took in another guy to take care of. Sam is eighteen years old and is still in school but will soon be on his own.

				Today I got confronted on the church issue by Sam’s social worker. It seems he made it sound like he didn’t want to go to church and, well, his rights come in. Here we go. He mentioned speaking in tongues made him uneasy.

				It is all different for someone who has never heard tongues. I have always been grateful for that power in God. I don’t remember ever questioning and just accepted God in that way with no problem. In fact, if I don’t hear the Lord speak, then I think something is surely wrong. Sam is a pretty smart guy but thinks he knows it all. I suppose all teenagers are that way.

			

			
				It would be so easy to just not do this anymore. It hurts that no one I know or am around can understand God’s way. Sure, the church members do, but I am not around them much, or should I say, not enough to feel at ease. A part of me feels as if I am not to be friends with anyone. The only people who go out of their way are those who are of the world. Yet surely I cannot be a part of that.

				I don’t want to fail God, and I pray I don’t. Lord, help me! I have decisions that are going to finalize my life. My job will be here at home permanently. Lord Jesus, I am fearful of my future today. I feel even more unsure.

				I don’t want to think of this as a 24/7 job. I want to feel more at ease. I am tense and it shows from time to time.

				Unfinished business. Philemon 1:13–16. Complete unfinished business before being able to move on. In the story of Onesimus and Philemon, Onesimus had to make amends for his wrongs done to Philemon. God had forgiven him and now in return he had to ask forgiveness of those he had wronged. Bearing grudges against others is surely destructive. It also fills us with unresolved bitterness. Releasing the past and being free from bondage.

				As of today, I have not spoken to Lorrie, Krista, or Jackie since Christmas Eve. I am surprised they haven’t even called. Then again, part of me knows why. I just can’t be around them because of the way they are.

			

			
				February 3, 2005

				After talking with Mom and then reading some Scripture, my inner anger released and a peace about the situation with Sam and church eased. Fact is, we all have choices and whatever ones we make are ours. I can’t make anyone understand God’s way in how the church is.

				I pray when I do ask Sam to go to church that his decision will be yes. In the past, I didn’t want anyone to make me go to church. Only I could make the choice to go. What had made me angry was how this was brought about by a social worker. I do know one thing: God helped me through the trial by his words in 1 Peter 2.

				Step Ten (AA): We continue to take personal inventory and when we were wrong promptly admitted it. Genesis 31:45–55. Personal boundaries. A fine line between right and wrong sometimes. God knows everything I do, and I have plenty of boundary lines in my life now, based on my past failures and knowing where I can go and can’t go. I’ve vowed before God not to enter a casino, a bar, and to keep distance between old friends. Also a vow not to use foul language.

				Before the Lord my God I had taken a vow of a commitment that was wrong. Now that commitment had to be broken, because by the laws of the Lord, it was wrong to exchange vows with another woman. I pray for forgiveness and truly want a new freedom and peace and to have the victory of Jesus be with me.

				The day I took those vows, I knew I was crossing the line. I started drinking more and exceedingly so. Life was never comfortable then either. My vow now is to serve the Lord Jesus and obey his commands and ask the Holy Spirit to convict and reveal things to me.

				February 4, 2005

				Repeated forgiveness. Romans 5:3–5. We can rejoice, too, when we run into problems and trials, for we know that they help us develop endurance. And endurance develops strength of character, and character strengthens our confident hope of salvation. And this hope will not lead to disappointment. For we know how dearly God loves us, because he has given us his Holy Spirit to fill our hearts with his love.

			

			
				I grow impatient with myself when I continue to commit the same sin over and over again. This causes me to get discouraged, and I grow afraid I may be doomed for relapse. I need to be patient with myself, just as God expects me to be with others. It strengthens me to know that even if I fall, God will be there to pick me up. I must remember no sin is so great that God can’t fix or mend me.

				February 5, 2005

				Dealing with anger. Ephesians 4:26–27. Evaluating how to deal with anger appropriately is an important part of my daily inventory. Recently I was angered by a social worker’s words about Sam not wanting to attend church. I was told to ask him first if he wanted to go, but that I was not to make him go. This angered me for so many different reasons. One, he had the nerve to say he didn’t want to attend, but worse yet by him telling the social worker this, it was making me look as if I was forcing him to go against his will.

				What it all amounts to is that I was wrong. I did make him go in his best interest so he could learn more and get used to the place, but I was wrong in not asking him first. I have learned a precious lesson. I cannot make anyone want God like I do!

				February 6, 2005

				Spiritual exercises. First Timothy 4:7–8. “Physical training is good, but training for godliness is much better, promising benefits in this life and in the life to come”.

			

			
				I have been finding myself lately getting up and right to work instead of reading God’s Word first. Then as the day goes on I end up not reading at all. After a week or so of this disobedience, I became weak and stressed. Then I went back to my morning readings. I found I had time for both, and my stress level went down and my body was not as worn out.

				Lord, help me to not be slack in learning your Word. Help me to not get sidetracked by those things that are not righteous. Be with me, Lord, in all my decisions and guide me in your path. I pray, Lord, that all those who hear your Word will bow to you.

				February 10, 2005

				Step Eleven (AA): We sought through prayer and meditation to improve our conscious contact with God, praying only for knowledge of his will for us and the power to carry that out. Second Samuel 22:1–33. A new hiding place. The Lord is my Rock, my Fortress, and my Savior. My God is my Rock in whom I will find protection. He is my Shield, the strength of my salvation, and my stronghold. My high tower, my savior, the one who saves me from violence.

				Back when I was drinking and I felt like everything was crashing down on me, God was the only way out. I kept crying to Jesus and then one day I needed to take that first step out, for the Lord was with me all the way to detox. The new mantra from my crying heart was “one day at a time, sweet Jesus.” I knew Jesus was there and was strengthened through him to go through the unmentionable: quit drinking. I was tired, weak, and withdrawn. I had tried all the things this world offered, and yet nothing put happiness in my heart. The strength God has given me from that moment forward is incredible, and I’m eternally grateful. I was surely going to die in some way or another, but Jesus saved me, guided me, strengthened me, rescued me, and held me.

			

			
				February 16, 2005

				Powerful secrets. Psalm 119:1–11. The power of hidden behaviors and secrets can work for us as well as against us. I have hidden your Word in my heart, that I might not sin against you (Psalm 119:11).

				Matthew 6:6: But when you pray, go away by yourself, shut the door behind you, and pray to your Father in private. Then your Father, who sees everything, will reward you. I will obey your principles, God. Please don’t give up on me! I have tried my best to find you – don’t let me wander from your commands.

				When I asked Jesus back into my life, I was ashamed of what the power of alcohol had done to me. I was inconsiderate, demanding, and willing to try new things in the world. I did many things I am not proud of. Then my eyes and heart were opened, and I saw my sinful nature. Within time, daily prayer began to become a habit for me with Jesus.

				I still have old ideas that resurface from time to time, but now I know who puts them there. The devil has no power over me anymore, for Jesus is working in me. Your will be done, Lord, not mine.

				February 17, 2005

				Patiently waiting. Isaiah 40:28–31. But those who trust in the LORD will find new strength. They will soar high on wings like eagles. They will run and not grow weary. They will walk and not faint.

				When we doubt God can really help us overcome all things, we need to remember God is bigger and more powerful than anything on earth. God is also compassionate and loving.

			

			
				Lamentations 3:25–26: The LORD is good to those who depend on him, to those who search for him. So it is good to wait quietly for salvation from the LORD.

				The Lord Jesus has done wonderful things in my life. From being an alcoholic – a lesbian – lustful – a sinful person in this world, I can say God has saved me from it all. As long as I shall live, I want the Lord Jesus in every part of my life.

				Praise the Lord, O my soul. For the Lord is greatly to be praised. Glory be to the Most High and praises to my King.

				February 19, 2005

				Friends of the Light. John 3:18–21. God’s light came into the world, but people loved the darkness more than the light, for their actions were evil. Jesus said in John 8:12: “I am the light of the world. If you follow me, you won’t have to walk in darkness, because you will have the light that leads to life.”

				Right now I have a few friends who, in my eyes, are being deceived. I don’t know what to say to them, but I have invited them to next week’s revival. I felt moved by the Lord to do so. I can’t make them do anything, but I pray, Lord, they will attend.

				I have come to terms with homosexuality and understand that in the eyes of God it is not his plan for anyone to live their life this way. The truth hurts, but the Lord has made a way for me to face the facts. I pray now, Lord, for your power to set my friends free, to show them your truth and the way to your light of forgiveness. Lord Jesus, if I might be tempted to sin against your Word, I pray you will quicken my heart, soul, and mind. I truly do not want to go back to my lustful desires or my old ways. Jesus, I thank you for bringing me out of bondage of all kinds. Praise and glory be to you, the Most High.

			

			
				February 22, 2005

				Step Twelve (AA): Having had a spiritual awakening as the result of these steps, we tried to carry this message to others and to practice these principles in all our affairs. Isaiah 61:1–3. Our mission. Lately I don’t know where my growth in God is. I find a despair of my Christianity. I feel like a fake lately. Is this all real? Who am I? What is going on with my faith? Why are there questions in my mind? I want the free sense of praise and the joy it brings. If these feelings don’t leave, I fear a fall. Oh Lord, pick me up. Show me what it is I need. I give all these feelings to you. I hold on to your promises of never leaving me or forsaking me.

				February 27, 2005

				The battle with smoking continues. Got to the revival today. Lots of people there from other churches. Just great how God works. The speaker was good. The important part was the end of the service when I and others went up for prayer. I’ve been struggling with smoking, but today I let it to go to God and even threw the pack of cigarettes on the altar. I was relieved and full of peace; sure I was taken from the addiction with no craving for it.

				Was disobedient the next day, however, and the battle was back. I tried fighting the desire to quit, but the smoker in me won. Now today I feel a great disappointment in myself and question my faith deeply. No excuse. I am hooked and now I don’t want to face anyone at church. I’ve testified to being free, and I am not.

				I feel loads of shame. My inner self is fighting back and forth. I can’t give up. I know what God has done for me. I have let the Lord down again. I have justified this habit with stress, and now the guilt is strong and hangs over me like a cloud.

			

			
				I will go to church but I don’t know how I will face the truth that I failed. God didn’t fail. I did and allowed circumstances to control my will and desire to smoke. A sin is a sin against what is supposed to be holy and acceptable to God. I am his temple, and I am still destroying his work.

				Back on my knees. It will take much more than humility to change circumstances for God’s glory. I am a failure.

				March 1, 2005

				I want to do the right things by the Lord and yet I fall back into the same sin over and over. I went from Friday night thinking for sure the bondage of smoking was broken and the desire to smoke gone, to finding myself Saturday night right back at it. On Sunday, I was feeling guilt and shame and back to my knees again. I made it eight hours and here I go again. Why is this so hard to stop? I pray when it is finally gone, I will know not to ever give in to that fleshly desire again. Jesus has not failed me yet, and he will not fail me now.

				I get headaches when I want to smoke, and when I give in to it, the pain goes away but the guilt starts. Because I still have one pack left, I still have a crutch. Thank you, Lord. You know my heart, mind, and soul better than I do. This means you already know the outcome for me. No easy way out, but be with me, Lord, so I can win this battle of nicotine bondage.

				March 2, 2005

				Talking the walk. First Timothy 4:14–16. Do not neglect the spiritual gift you received through the prophecy spoken over you when the elders of the church laid their hands on you. Give your complete attention to these matters. Throw yourself into your tasks so that everyone will see your progress. Keep a close watch on how you live and on your teaching. Stay true to what is right for the sake of your own salvation and the salvation of those who hear you.

			

			
				It seems lately in all I read that I need to continue telling my story. My question is to whom and where. I still am writing to three people in prison and am glad to witness in any way I can. My question is, what else could or should I be doing?

				As the battle goes on I am still smoking, but not as much, even though I am eating in place of having a smoke. I refuse to buy another pack. This one I have left is almost gone. I pray for the will to quit and as one preacher says, ask for the will to quit and the strength will come with it.

				I already know it is God’s will for me to be clean and pure. My body is to be a temple for the Holy Spirit to dwell in. I can tell when I smoke it’s like the Spirit leaves. Sometimes I can’t tell if the Spirit returns. My spiritual sense is shaky, since I keep disobeying. I really do want to listen, but I struggle with this addiction more than anything. One thing is for sure. I never want to go through this again, so maybe this is why it’s taking time for it to go away.

				March 4, 2005

				The narrow road. First Peter 4:1–6. You have had enough in the past of the evil things that godless people enjoy – their immorality and lust, their feasting and drunkenness and wild parties, and their terrible worship of idols. Of course, your former friends are surprised when you no longer plunge into the flood of wild and destructive things they do. So they slander you. But remember that they will have to face God, who will judge everyone, both the living and the dead.

				In Matthew 7:13–14 it says: You can enter God’s Kingdom only through the narrow gate. The highway to hell is broad, and its gate is wide for the many who choose that way. But the gateway to life is very narrow and the road is difficult, and only a few ever find it.

			

			
				One time a while back I made a comment that I had seen all and done all in this world that I desired to do. That’s not exactly true, because in this world now I do not want to do anything of my own selfish desires. I want to do for Jesus. He has a plan for me, and I am going to listen and obey the best I can. I just need extra help to quit smoking. It is God’s will for me to stop.

			

			
				



			

	


Part 4 Living with a Gentle God
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				March 8, 2005

				After finishing steps one through twelve of AA, I am feeling better with my sobriety and realize more today than I did at the beginning of the program how much I need my Lord Jesus in daily living.

				March 25, 2005

				I went and had a visit with Lorrie the other day. I truly believe it was God-sent. Finally we could discuss what was going on with her and where she stands. God has a big job just waiting for us to do the right thing. Then last night Lorrie and Krista came over and I was able to share some music that might help both of them. It’s all in God’s hands, and my mind is at ease today.

				The past couple of weeks I had been feeling an overwhelming loneliness. The answer is I need to fellowship with others and to feel respected in my walk with Jesus.

				Learning to listen to God is not so easy. However, knowing right from wrong is a strong knowledge. We are allowed to make our own decisions, and I have decided to follow Jesus whatever it takes for me to do or not do. I am still struggling with smoking. Actually, I’m not even trying to quit at this time, but I need to.

			

			
				April 4, 2005

				The Purpose-Driven Life. What on earth am I here for? It all starts with God. It’s not about me. Everything started in him and finds its purpose in him (Colossians 1:16).

				Once again, it’s like step one in AA. In order to change my life in the world, the first step was to admit I was and am powerless over alcohol. The answer to today’s question is that God is the purpose and reason why I am sober today, and I am powerless over this life of mine. I give myself to Jesus to guide me and show me and lead me into his purpose for me.

				I am not an accident. Many children are unplanned by their parents, but they are not unplanned by God. God’s purpose took into account human error and sin. We are the most valuable of all God’s creation. God says he is our Creator and we were in his care even before we were born.

				God has been working in me on my past, and in each thing I faced at a young age. I understand now that he was there and knew I would be okay. He will also be there for my future.

				April 6, 2005

				What drives my life? I am a product of my past, not a prisoner of my past. God specializes in giving people a fresh start. Jeremiah 29:11: “For I know the plans I have for you,” says the LORD. “They are plans for good and not for disaster, to give you a future and a hope.”

				You will keep in perfect peace all who trust in you, all whose thoughts are fixed you! (Isaiah 26:3).

				I focus on this one thing: Forgetting the past and looking forward to what lies ahead (Philippians 3:13). Living on purpose is the path to peace.

			

			
				Made to last forever. God has planted eternity in the human heart (Ecclesiastes 3:11). Earth is the staging area, the preschool, the tryout for my life in eternity.

				Since I was made to last forever, what is the one thing I should stop doing, and the one thing I should start doing? One thing I know: I must stop smoking and it is as hard or even harder than when I quit drinking. The truth is I am not trying as hard as I did with not wanting to drink. That is where Romans come in. The thing I want to do that is right, I fail at and continue to do wrong. By the grace of God I am saved, and I believe this too will have a day of victory. I pray for God to work through me as a witness to all he can do.

				Yesterday I got a phone call that AA needed someone to sponsor someone who will be getting out of jail. I almost passed the buck, and then something changed. I said I would go the distance to help this person. I believe God was leading me to answer, and I believe my number was the one God wants to maybe help this person.

				April 11, 2005

				I should have gone to church last night but didn’t. I need God to motivate me on Sunday night. This needs to be a routine for the good of my future. Once a week isn’t enough. I need more, and I know it.

				April 12, 2005

				Life is a temporary assignment. Your identity is in eternity. Heaven is my homeland. Friends, the world is not your home, so don’t make yourselves cozy in it. Don’t indulge your ego at the expense of your soul. In order to keep us from becoming too attached to earth, God allows us to feel a significant amount of discontent and dissatisfaction in life; longings that will never be fulfilled on this side of eternity.

			

			
				In my past years I always felt as if I didn’t belong here. Well, I don’t. However, I am here with a mission from God to serve him and him only. I understand why I just don’t fit in. When I used to drink, I just did it to fit in with the crowd and to be accepted for who I was. Where do I fit in now? Right here at home. I am satisfied with just being with myself and God, not like when I wanted people around all the time. Most people I know still party or live the same old life I was in. I need to remember this world is not my home.

				April 15, 2005

				I was planned for God’s pleasure. Yesterday I was out working in an area of our property where Joshua’s camper will soon sit. When I was looking around at all the branches to be cut and moved, I realized God gives us so many things to use. I told Josh this and also said we should have our place cleaned up because the Lord has given it to us to use. I felt good in telling him even the little things God notices. It may have sounded to him like I lost it or something, but then he agreed with me. I do turn on music in the mornings and throughout the day, and sometimes I sing along as I meditate on the words. God has been good to me and I really do try to make known his greatness the best I can.

				April 20, 2005

				For since our friendship with God was restored by the death of his Son while we were still his enemies, we will certainly be saved through the life of his Son (Romans 5:10).

				Just this morning I was thinking about Lorrie and how we used to be friends, and for some reason she hasn’t called me and I don’t know why. Same goes for Thelma, and again, I don’t know why. Maybe I am not to have any friends outside of God’s plan for me, or I’m just not friend material. Or just maybe this lesson is what God has ordered for me to become his friend only.

			

			
				So now we can rejoice in our wonderful new relationship with God because our Lord Jesus Christ has made us friends of God (Romans 5:11).

				He is a God who is passionate about his relationship with you (Acts 17:26–27).

				Friendship with God is reserved for those who reverence him (Psalm 25:14). What can I do to remind myself to think about God and talk to him more often throughout the day? Yesterday I began talking while working outside. I needed to feel the presence of Jesus, and I did. I also praised God in my heart with verses I thought about, promises of God, and I rebuked the devil who was trying to bring into my mind things from my past that I have been forgiven for. I told God I will trust in him to take care of decisions that have come about recently. His will be done.

				May 3, 2005

				Just a note of thankfulness to Jesus. Finally I have the refreshment I have been longing for. Actually, for a while I’ve been having some emotional drawbacks and not feeling like I belonged anywhere. Sunday at church I felt like I wanted something and needed something and didn’t feel like the presence of God was with me at all. So the Sunday service was good for me, but the evening service is what struck home with me right where I was – isolating myself, loneliness, causing much discouragement. I will stay true to God for he is just and faithful. I finally got the answer to my despair. I was very close to giving in to the temptations of my past life again. Praying daily in a mindful way with Jesus. Today is good and I believe the Lord is showing me I can reach out and it’s okay to do so. I shared my despair with a sister in Christ along with my feelings of not belonging. I am glad I was finally able to talk to someone.

			

			
				I need to get more involved with church members, and no matter how I feel, it’s a must. I went to the women’s meeting last night and found I just might be okay.

				May 5, 2005

				I am called to belong, not just believe. So it is with Christ’s body. We are many parts of one body, and we all belong to each other (Romans 12:5). Just recently I started attending all services offered at church. I have been elected to help with decorating ideas for downstairs at the church. The service on Sunday night confirms what I read today. I had been in isolation and wondering where I stood in the church. I attended Wednesday night service also and was glad the Lord placed in my heart a need for fellowship. In fact, I am troubled by my friendships outside of church, and here today I read it is my responsibility to face those I know who have not found peace with God. My goal is to be closer to Jesus and today I realize I need to be closer to the people who walk in his likeness.

				May 6, 2005

				I need others in my life. Share each other’s burdens, and in this way obey the law of Christ (Galatians 6:2). I think I should call Lorrie and see what’s really going on. Forgiving but not trusting is okay. Forgiveness is mandatory. A simple thing is her not showing up for a cookout. She said she would be here for it. She didn’t show up for reasons unknown. Bitterness has taken root inside me, and it has to go.

			

			
				May 11, 2005

				Since my last study, Lorrie and I are talking. I also got a call about Don, the new guy, and yesterday had a visit with both John’s and Don’s social workers. The only rule I asked for and said I wouldn’t bend on is that Don attends the same church we do when we go. I won’t know until Friday if he accepts this or not. I have to stand firm with God and attend as much as I can. He has a right to say no. If he does, this would mean he would not be moving in, but I cannot sacrifice my living for the Lord for anyone. I pray his decision will be yes and that he might even enjoy the church. God can change this guy’s life, and I would enjoy seeing what God’s purpose for Don will be.

				Started the nonsmoking patch Sunday night. I’m not sleeping well and I don’t have enthusiasm in doing this. My energy is lax and my attitude isn’t good. I have so far had five cigarettes since Monday and it is Wednesday. So I have failed with the patch. I keep saying this too will pass. Mornings are the hardest. At times I want to give up and not try at all.

				Just as with alcohol, I did all things well mostly with a drink in hand. I pray, Lord Jesus, that you help me daily in overcoming the bondage of nicotine and free me in my mind from the desire to smoke. Jesus, I want to live for you and be a witness for you. This is weighing down my testimony for you. I pray, in the name of Jesus, the devil and all things concerning cigarettes will flee from my thoughts. Glory be to God in the most high. In the name of Jesus I am saved.

				May 26, 2005

				I am going through something now, and I’m not exactly sure how to explain it. What comes to mind is last night’s lesson at church to get into the battle with the Lord and don’t quit, don’t give up, hold fast to the Lord. Psalm 27 was the main topic. I’m not sure if I am living to full potential for the Lord. The victory is already won through the Lord, but yet the decisions to make stand at hand.

			

			
				Why am I choosing to smoke over obeying what I know in my heart is right – to let go and let God? I’ve stopped trying to quit, and the joy and peace have left me. I don’t feel strong today in anything, but only weak and weary. I’m running but going nowhere. I can’t seem to make any decisions.

				Saturday I am leaving for Illinois for my sister’s wedding. Everyone seems to be with someone, and yet I wonder if I ever will be again. I will trust in the Lord and lean not on my own understanding.

				I read this morning Revelation 21 and 22. I received a message from the Lord that I must truly stand strong with Jesus and wait for his coming, but the fear of my failure is always at hand. I wonder if smoking is going to keep me from the Promised Land. I pray not. I truly want to be like Jesus. I want what is on the other side of this. I pray to have the strength needed to overcome this addiction and to see the victory in Jesus.

				May 29, 2005

				Psalm 61:1: O God, listen to my cry! Hear my prayer! From the ends of the earth, I cry to you for help when my heart is overwhelmed. Lead me to the towering rock of safety.

				It has been months of failure in the smoking realm. I lost my desire to quit and seemingly have lost my faith. I have been lashing myself for not having self-control, when the will of the Lord should be my strength. Asking God for counsel and yet lacking faith in his ability to help me.

				Everyone I am around this weekend does not smoke, but yet I still have to set aside a place so I can. Sounds crazy and it probably is.

			

			
				June 18, 2005

				Today I felt the need to write a few things down that I had pondered last night. In a year and a half the Lord has led me, guided me, and showed me what real love is. The bondage of alcohol is gone. The life of a lesbian is in the past. And my mouth, well, I’m learning to tame the tongue more. God has removed these blocks in my life and started a new foundation. If smoking is my only issue, then so be it for now. This, too, will be overcome in time.

				The word “love” and its meaning is so much more than I’ve ever known. It’s not a bedside manner or a way to get what I want. I’m a new creation and kindness comes from the heart and love means the most in the eyes of God. For God loved the world so much that he gave His one and only Son, so that everyone who believes in him will not perish but have eternal life (John 3:16). The greatest of these is love (1 Corinthians 13:13).

				July 19, 2005

				Months ago I pleaded with the Lord that I did not want to be alone forever. Now I have been sponsoring inmates, and in February I got another person who served time in jail for six different DUIs. Now it is July and we have kept in touch. Letters flow back and forth between us and have been mostly about help God puts on my heart to write to him. Roger has found a desire for me, claiming we may find it to be more than just friends in Christ. Today I find myself in agreement. When the first letter arrived from him, I did feel something, as if God was coming right at me, and the same feelings have resurfaced in each letter. But I can’t help but wonder if this is maybe just infatuation.

				No pictures, no sexual remarks, just a desire from him to know more of me in Christ. I have to admit to the same associations. I wrote a letter in response except this time I let him know of my past with Priscilla. No details. Just that we were together a long time and that obeying God to end us was hard to do.

			

			
				I don’t know what his response will be. I am trying to concentrate on God’s will for my life, and I do not want to get in God’s way. Strange as this may sound, Priscilla made this comment on the first letter from Roger: “Who knows? Maybe you and Roger will have a future together.” Where did that come from? I don’t want to get my hopes up, however. Today I filled out the visitation in case the time does come for us to meet face to face.

				I’m not sure what is going to happen. Roger says so many nice things in his letters. Is this too good to be true? A person who relates on the same level with Jesus as I do? Same interests? I will await Roger’s next letter.

				July 30, 2005

				I woke up this morning with a lot of thoughts going through my mind. The subject was homosexuality. I was thinking of writing a letter – to whom I’m not sure – but in it I would say something about the benefit, if you want to call it that, of being in a relationship that way was mostly a mistaken identity. Eventually most people come to realize this at some point. People should know what God has declared, that homosexuality corrupts what he has made appealing. If only people would give the Lord a chance, he would reveal his truth about this lifestyle which the world embraces today.

				However, a person may not be ready to hear these words or even give a thought to the fact that being gay is not right. The two books I have read on this topic have been a great help in understanding where God stands in this. Coming Out of Homosexuality is written for people to understand why they got there and how to get out. Restoring Sexual Identity is based on the reason people run to same-sex partners, what God has to say, and what the world makes look good.

			

			
				I am greatly concerned for those out there, even friends of mine, who need to know the truth and that the truth will set them free. Yes, we live in a country that stresses freedom for all, but the biggest problem is that people leave out God and what God intended for freedom in mind, body, and soul. God also intended peace for us, but without God there is no true peace, no joy, and no freedom. In place of these, people experience bondage and denial.

				July 31, 2005

				Last night we (Josh, Amanda, Dan, Don, and Priscilla) went to the fair. When we got there I heard someone yelling out my name and it was Dee, whom I haven’t seen in at least four years. She and I go way back, and I am not proud of that. She has really let herself go, and I feel a need to help. I’ve told her I will make a visit and pray the Lord will use the time to work through me.

				Also the other day I saw Joshua’s first girlfriend who is now married and has a two-year-old boy. I shared with her what the Lord has done in my life and asked her to come to church sometime. I also said I would love to babysit for her son sometime. That part sounded good to her, but not church; she said she’d feel out of place. I have assured her we all have felt that way but the Lord is able to turn that feeling into comfort. While I don’t know what will become of them, I do know one thing: I’m glad the Lord is my witness and not me alone.

				The Lord is good and only his timing is perfect, so I will just continue to let everyone know what he’s done in my life. In obedience, I plant the seed and God can go from there and he will.

				I wrote Roger back and am still wondering what plan God has. Also I have spoken to Priscilla about him and feel that was God’s timing. She’ll be okay, because the Lord will help and comfort her. I am not out to hurt anyone, but the truth shall set us free.

			

			
				August 1, 2005

				Went fishing last night with Josh and Amanda. I can’t express enough to him that he needs to wait with Amanda for relationship. I told him it is adultery, and God does not approve of this. However, I don’t know that I stressed it enough. I pray someday Scripture will flow out of me and I’ll know where certain things are in the Bible so what I say won’t return void.

				Church service was good, and the messages were exactly what God ordered. Each time I speak of the things Jesus has done for me, people are amazed, but not enough to want what I have with Jesus. I pray I can be more of a witness for him. My heart cries out for all to know what the Lord Jesus can and will do. Seek. Ask. Find. Why was it so hard for me to let go and let God? I can look back and see only that I truly had to be a person with no other way out, trying everything to find what wasn’t out there.

				August 7, 2005

				I’ve been seeking God, but maybe I’ve not actually thought about just loving God for God. I just finished reading the book The God Chasers. Part of me wants to jump and yell; the other part is just still within me. Sometimes I feel as if I am learning all of what I should, but it’s just not sinking in like in the beginning where convictions were strong. I sometimes think I should or could be doing more for the Lord, and then this shyness about me invades my intentions. I surely do not feel like that person I used to be. I long to do what is right before God, and I do not want to give in to that which isn’t of God.

			

			
				I pray to you, Jesus, for a consistent balance in my character as I become the person you are molding – consistent in you, Lord Jesus, and not to be in emotional turmoil. I seek you, Lord, to guide me in every way each day, and please, Lord, keep me from mine enemies. Lord, use me in your path of righteousness.

				August 10, 2005 Based on a book I once read.

				First there are some questions to ask myself:

				Am I ready for the love I think I want? Yes, but fear of failure is there and not knowing if it will be of God for sure or will I get in the way (flesh).

				What is my motivation for desiring a committed love relationship? To be able to share everything, especially God, and all that God has intended for a relationship.

				What problems do I think love will solve in my world? Not to be alone.

				What am I prepared to give in order to get the love I desire? I want to give all of me to Jesus so he can mold me. Love, understanding, compassion.

				Am I willing to make changes in my world to accommodate the man I love? If need be, and if I am guided by the Lord to do so.

				Do I know what I want in a man? Yes. A man of God for sure. Someone who loves with God’s Spirit. One willing to take care of my needs and desires.

				Do I know what I should want in a man? Not really, except he should have the same faith as I do in the Lord.

				Are my love expectations love-realistic? I think they are.

				If I never found Mr. Right, would I still able to lead a happy and fulfilled life? As of right now in my life I am learning to be satisfied in the Lord. To wait upon him. I am still learning to lean on Jesus. My commitment is to Jesus, and I want him to come first. I still have a lot to learn concerning trust, honesty, and the love of Jesus.

			

			
				I am not yet ready, so I am going to stay pure for the time being so I am in Jesus’ way of thinking. I have already realized I am not content with myself or God as of yet, and that means I am not ready for the man of God.

				In the days when the judges ruled in Israel, a severe famine came upon the land (Ruth 1:1). When flesh or emotions rule, I become a prime candidate for famine of the heart. I will no longer allow my hunger to drive me into the arms of those undiscerning of my worth and undeserving of my heart. My relationship with God sets the stage for how all my relationships will pan out.

				First commandment: Love the Lord your God with all your heart, soul, mind, and strength. I will allow God to do the work that needs to be done in my heart to make me a whole person, before I pursue love. I need to continue in the Word of God and continue seeking his guidance, wisdom, and strength, and mostly I want to know the Lord on a personal basis.

				Isaiah 55:2: Why spend your money on food that does not give you strength? Why pay for food that does you no good? Listen to me, and you will eat what is good. You will enjoy the finest food.

				August 11, 2005

				If I allow my hunger for love to get in the way, I will find love in all the wrong places and will leave the safe place in Jesus by not waiting.

				Loneliness eventually passes.

				Dig into the Word of God.

			

			
				I will not allow myself to remain in situations that are not fruitful or do not contribute to my wellbeing physically, emotionally, or spiritually.

				I will consider my heart condition carefully and not be ruled by it. I will make sound judgments and choices not based on my cravings, but on my gifts and my purpose so I may fulfill my destiny according to God’s design.

				Sometimes waiting on God is like waiting for paint to dry. It is hard to see progress at the surface because there is nothing visible to compare to. I need to get myself settled with God, the lover of my soul, and then truly my faith will live.

				The thief’s [Satan’s] purpose is to steal and kill and destroy. My purpose is to give them a rich and satisfying life (John 10:10).

				God is great and we are on a journey, a test, a real test, and I think this one has been graded good. I almost fell into the same trap as the old me, but with God’s boundary lines I can determine the difference of right from wrong. This is surely a weak area, and now that I know this, God can and will help. He says so and God doesn’t lie!

				August 12, 2005

				I will not compromise my standards and settle for someone who does not walk in agreement with my values, just to have a man in my life. I will hold out for the one who is right for me. A person who is full refuses honey, but even bitter food tastes sweet to the hungry (Proverbs 27:7).

				I truly have the right intentions of helping others with their journey to recovery. I lost sight of what my goal was, and it surely isn’t to settle for second best. Blinded by hunger and fooled by words of deception, I must be free and move on.

			

			
				I’m thankful to have learned this part of many more lessons to come. Praise the Lord for his knowledge. We move on together.

				August 13, 2005

				Learning that God does not owe me anything for my obedience! Nor do the promises I make to God earn me any extra blessings.

				I will not try to force other people to walk in my light, but will apply myself to being joyfully obedient to the path upon which I have been called to walk.

				I should be joyful to be pure for my Lord God and not compromise or go against his answers to me to try to make things happen in my time, but rather be patient for God’s timing.

				I realized today that I better not bargain with God when I am staying celibate for him. I am not obeying just because I want a man. I am not sure I said to God I would be pure IF.... However, if I did, I take it all back to start fresh. I want to be pure as God intended for me to be from the beginning of life, and I will not let this be a part in my reasons for having a man in my life. The choice is mine, and I choose to be pure in all areas for my Lord Jesus.

				It’s time to nurture a grateful heart and be thankful for what I already have: rich friendships, a supportive family, people in the church who believe the way I do, and a God who knows my every need, desire, and my heart.

				At present, where am I living emotionally? Today things are going better. After church service on Sunday I let go of a lot of distress I was carrying around.

				Am I willing to risk stepping out of my comfort zone to find the life I want? Yes. I am ready for whatever the Lord would want me to do. If it is to be alone, I am okay today with that.

			

			
				What is my main focus? To be able to tell others what Jesus has done in my life and let them know he can do it for anyone who wants it.

				My future is in God’s hands and I will continue to live in his mercy and grace, for he so loved me and gave his only Son Jesus for me to live in peace and joy, not despair and deception. If you try to hang on to your life, you will lose it. But if you give up your life for my sake, you will save it (Matthew 16:25).

				August 16, 2005

				Living for Jesus is what is at hand. Thank God for his real presence, and Sunday I needed all of him to stand up and not give in to things running in my mind.

				There is no going back to the old me, for surely I would die. I like living for God, and I’ve so much to learn and let go of in order to work for God. I still need to quit smoking, and I just have to lay low on this until the power sweeps me off my feet. My want-to is there, but my mind isn’t, and until it is I won’t stop.

				What things am I waiting to do until I get a mate? I’m not sure that I am holding back, only that it is nice to go places with someone, even just as friends.

				What season am I in? I believe I am in a season of knowledge of good and bad, and that God is showing me instructions to become the person he intends for me to be with him and with no one else as of yet.

				What purpose do I think God is trying to guide me to before marriage? I believe I have much healing ahead of me and a lot of books yet to read. I will face whatever God puts in front of me and I pray I learn all he gives to me.

			

			
				August 20, 2005

				Thank you, Jesus, for giving me the wisdom I was seeking! Moving into God’s favor is what I am seeking, and I will do whatever it takes for my Father who art in heaven to have me be the person he created me to be.

				August 26, 2005

				I’ve stayed away from most everyone in my past because it is not spiritually healthy to be around fence-riders for the temptations that would be at hand. Not that I am having any concerns with the guidance the Lord has given me, but on the other hand, where their beliefs are different than mine, I don’t see eye to eye. Even Priscilla is struggling with her serving God and still going out. I pray for her and that is all I can do.

				August 30, 2005

				My mouth has been a bad tool for swearing the past month, and I don’t need these ungodly weapons. Lord, be with me in all I do and say. I pray Jesus works this out in all ways. I do feel as if I am being taken advantage of, not only in this, but also in the area of no respect. I’ve given enough time for Josh to realize I am not the same, and still I get no respect. It is so hard to hold my tongue, and I know I need to.

				September 1, 2005

				Summer is coming to an end and I’m not ready. I can’t say I’ve had the best of summers, but I can say I’ve had a sober one. I’m satisfied with this fact. It will be two years that the Lord and I have been treating alcoholism and some days it seems as if I never really had a problem. But I must remind myself I did. The problem was that I wasn’t living for God, and now I am giving it all I’ve got. I pray that every day will strengthen me as I seek the protection of my Father above.

			

			
				September 14, 2005

				It’s not easy to stay pure. On Sunday I broke down before church in tears. At first I wasn’t sure where the tears were coming from, just that I couldn’t stop them. Plus on the 2nd I went out with Lorrie, Krista, and Priscilla for Lorrie’s birthday. I didn’t have the greatest of fun. And no, I didn’t drink.

				I’m really having a hard time fitting in anywhere. I remember having these feelings long ago. Back then I searched for a way to fit in and thought I found it. What I found was the ways of the world, and now I barely fit in there either. I do fit in at church services. I have a peace about me at times, but when I get home it seems to disappear.

				Sometimes I want to just give in to myself; however, I realize where that has gotten me all my life. I haven’t been reading as much of the Word as I should. I’m going to try and get back on the right schedule with Jesus.

				September 22, 2005

				I am seeking after wisdom in all things and am feeling a bit of jealousy over Priscilla’s closeness with Tabby. I see her looking at her like she used to look at me, whether it is anything or not. It hurts. I don’t want to give in to my past way of life. I need God and all the help I can get. Tabby is with Jackie and at this point, if they weren’t together, I am sure Priscilla would move in. I have spoken to Tabby about the Lord Jesus and what life is intended to be, and it doesn’t include being with a woman. Once again, I don’t think I got anywhere in this either.

				My testimony should be enough, but the power to change people isn’t with me, but with God. I really don’t like all the things I’ve done, but shouldn’t some of it show Jesus can do all things? If he can change me, then people should see when I tell them who’s responsible for the change. They could have the same things. Since this isn’t the case, I will just be grateful God has saved me from any more harm and continue to pray for others.

			

			
				September 24, 2005

				As I read Psalm 119 today I read out loud. A few tears fell in each word I read to the Lord. I’m seeking for God and doing what it takes to follow his commandments in all I do. The ways of the wicked oppress me, and I do seek after all the Lord’s strength. I long for his promises to me as a light in my path when everything seems dark.

				September 26, 2005

				Church was good except Josh is holding on so bad. I pray the Lord to break the hardness covering his sensitive nature. The message was that Jesus should be first in all we do, and we should not look to ourselves for answers. We will not find the right answers that way.

				The message affirmed what I had already been saying to Josh, but he didn’t move at all. Only God knows his heart, and I pray it is in the right place.

				October 6, 2005

				Yesterday I went to Spooner where Christine was having a few women from the church over. I was a bit nervous, since I really haven’t been with any of the church members outside of church. It is finally time to spread my wings and get out among those who believe the same way I do. The visit went well, and we prayed for Josh right off the bat. I believe God is going to do great works in his life. I sure am ready to witness what God has promised – that all of my household shall be saved. Despite the circumstances, God can do ALL things.

			

			
				Today the study was on marriage in Matthew 19. I will keep this passage close to my heart for the day God joins me with the right man. How exciting to know it will be God’s plan and not mine.

				October 14, 2005

				I listened to a couple of messages today, one on faith and the other on God not liking excuses when we choose not to obey him. This puts me in a bad way, since I’ve been using every excuse I can find not to quit smoking. Oh, where is my faith when it comes to this? Where is my willpower of wanting to succeed? What happened to my faith in believing God can help me with this, too? I have to obey God and be holy in order to receive his greatness in my life. What’s stopping me? Why do I keep holding on to what is bad for me?

				God is good. God is great and greatly to be praised. For he alone made everything including me. Lord Jesus, what’s it gonna take? Help me renew my mind to overcome that which hinders my spirit.

				In a sense, I’m becoming discouraged. I know what’s right, and yet I continue to do what God doesn’t want me to do. It’s a battle of the mind.

				October 15, 2005

				Instead, you ought to say, “If it is the Lord’s will, we will live and do this or that.” As it is, you boast in your arrogant schemes. All such boasting is evil. If anyone, then, knows the good they ought to do and doesn’t do it, it is sin for them (James 4:15–17, NIV).

			

			
				Today’s study in James 4 tells me I am sinning when I know what is right and don’t do it. How much plainer can it get? Verse 15 states what I ought to say: If the Lord wants me to, I will live this way or that. Verse 16: Otherwise I would be boasting about my own plans. All such boasting is evil. Verse 17: Remember it is a sin to know what you ought to do, then not do it.

				How plain can it be? I am a sinner saved by the grace and mercy of God. Why do I have to be so stubborn?

				October 20, 2005

				A major attempt has been made today to stop smoking. Sunday morning, before church, I watched a pastor on TV. He talked about self-discipline. Next thing ya know, I’m getting ready for church and Priscilla comes in to get Josh a cigarette. I told her to take what I had; I was done.

				Today is Thursday and it’s been a long week and still the desire to smoke hangs onto me, with a headache swelling in my head and all kinds of emotions. I did laundry, dishes, writing, and devotions, and all these things used to include a smoke. The battle is not over yet, but the victory is on the way. The temptation is still there. The devil tries to get in and make me think, what’s the use? But I know what God has been saying all along: my blessings of life are waiting on the other side of this victory.

				October 21, 2005

				I wanna blame something, someone, anything. I just can’t stand this emotional roller coaster. One minute I think it’s gonna be okay. The next my stomach hurts, my head is swelling, and I can’t think straight to make choices for everyday things. I’ve tried to talk to God. I can’t even voice words. I think I’m even mad at God for my having to quit smoking, even when it is for my own good.

			

			
				I really need to feel some sort of peace about this. That the choice made was the right one. To be more like Jesus does not mean I can have a cigarette in one hand while I profess God on the other.

				Help me, oh my Lord God. It feels as if I will never be free. Take my cross, and I will follow you. On my back I carry the heaviest load of smokes a person can imagine. They are weighing me down, but I can’t stop. When I get to the top of this mountain we will burn them in the biggest bonfire and dance the greatest victory ever.

				November 10, 2005

				Just when I was sure the victory was around the corner at ten days of not smoking, I smoked again. To be holy and just is the aim, but my focus keeps wandering from my inner wants. Now I’ve sacrificed the victory intended for me. The Lord promises to give us the strength. Problem is, when I was almost there I wasn’t seeking the Lord the way I should, and still I don’t do all I know is right. I’ve failed, and that’s the bottom line.

				December 23, 2005

				It’s two days before Christmas and I just can’t seem to get into the presents and things. I am really thinking about Jesus and Mary, his mother, and the day she gave birth and was able to believe in God. Amazing doesn’t describe this well enough.

				Still smoking and can’t seem to get the willpower to stop.

				December 30, 2005

				I am headed into the year 2006 and still haven’t quit smoking. Lately, too, I don’t feel like God is with me, even though I know he hasn’t left me. I pray to stay strong and if my temptations stay away, it will be a year since Priscilla and I have been together. Praise the Lord for working this through.

			

			
				December 31, 2005

				As I sit here this morning, I think about the experiences I have encountered. Is there something more I should or could do for God to help someone else battling the same things I did? What comes to mind is the last drink, the last blackout, and where I went to find an answer for the addiction that had taken over my whole being.

				I had to admit I couldn’t do it and needed help. I walked through the doors thinking, I’ve done this before and the outcome didn’t last very long. This time was different. I had come to the end of myself. My cry was real, and it was to Jesus who seemed to be the only answer left. All had failed before.

				I remember the woman who took me for my final walk down the hall and away from society. I wanted to kick and scream the whole way, but the words “I can’t” made me go through those doors. I had been up since 3:30 a.m. the day before, spent the whole next day with no sleep, no food, and no memory of any of it.

				Now it’s been two and a half years of sobriety and I still have no memory of the night that changed my whole life. I used to try and fool myself by saying I can quit anytime I want! I will only have a few today. I won’t drink tomorrow. But all my promises failed. The reality was that I was and am an alcoholic, and the choice to drink was mine and mine alone.

				Looking back at the last day I ever drank, I believe it to be the worst and best day of my life. Severe: the only way I could get any help to begin with was to get a doctor to sign me in. I had been drinking all night, and they wanted me to come to the office. That was the last thing I was about to do. On the way, I yelled, “What’s the use of living anymore?” That’s all it took. A signature was on its way and so was I. If anything, I knew this would at least save my job. But the best part of all was I was saved, and later on I realized all I went through was for the purpose of helping someone else.

			

			
				I was through the doors and among people I didn’t know. Truth was I didn’t know myself anymore without a drink in my hand. All I did was cry and cry. I was losing my best friend. I refused medication the first day, but it was so overwhelming I needed something. Then I slept for a while and woke up wanting a drink. When I realized what I had done I wanted out of there. My mixed emotions were crazy and at some point I thought I was crazy, too.

				My cry then went out to a higher power I call Jesus. This cry not only worked for the time I was in detox, but continues today. My cries went straight to the only One who could help. The doctor who visited me gave me a bad bill of health and instructed me to go through inpatient care for at least thirty days, if not more. I was a mess.

				Support, willpower, and God were the only ways I was going to make it through the grief I was going through. My seventy-two hours was up. My support group waited for me in the parking lot, and my doctor was totally against my leaving.

				Somehow this day was different. I was determined to prove this doctor wrong! I agreed to seek counseling three times a week and contact my family, and go to AA, but I was still leaving detox at my own risk. I don’t advise people not to listen to their doctors, but in my case, I had a power much higher than him and what little faith I had, God honored.

				I had not attended AA before and surely didn’t want to start now, but a promise was just that, and what could it hurt anyway? I also attended counseling, and the biggest eye-opener I got from that was that I was abnormal and never would or could be normal. Abnormal became a joke for me in a good way. People would talk about drinking, and I wasn’t shy to say I wasn’t a normal person ’cause I couldn’t do what they could do.

			

			
				Crying is good, especially when you know who is catching your tears. Those who feel they have to hold back tears should be careful. Nothing will change in doing that, but things will only get worse. Tears are not a sign of weakness but a sign of victory.

				One Day at a Time, Sweet Jesus, is the song I sang for my grandfather in church a couple of months before he died. I remembered it well. Every day was now a new day, still with the same loss and grief that overwhelmed me at times, but I didn’t drink. My choice every day was not to give in to what the doctor said: “I’ll see you back here.” What I remember thinking was, I’ll show you. You won’t see me this way again.

				January 13, 2006

				New Year’s Eve we went bowling. I didn’t do very well but it was healthy to get out and do something different. Went to church Wednesday night since I missed Sunday, and it was good. The message touched on areas of my life I’ve been struggling with recently.

				Some of the message Wednesday had to do with getting out of my comfort zone. I had gotten comfortable with the income from having John live with us and lacked the trust in God that he had a bigger plan beyond this one.

				Plus I had been having impure thoughts. I have to put all those thoughts out of my head and move on with God’s plan.

				I had been having a hard time shaking off my inner feelings, because I didn’t want to let them go. Knowing God would forgive me was one thing, but facing the fact that it might just put me back where God has already taken me from was another. The answers I needed came with the service Wednesday night like the message was just for me.

			

			
				Praise God for all he’s done for me. I want to be ready for what is next.

				January 19, 2006

				Today I went to L.E. Phillips, a substance abuse services center, to meet with others about becoming a speaker, and I start next week. I haven’t gone through all I have not to use it to help someone else. Only God can make my life what he wants it to be. I don’t want to get in his way or fall into diverse temptation. The Holy Spirit is there to quicken my thinking.

				February 14, 2006

				I have spoken two times at L.E. Phillips and both times someone came up afterwards to talk with me. I really have been praying to do God’s will. On the way to the meetings my mind is a blank, and I’m not sure what I will be speaking about. I try not to focus on the details of my addiction.

				I’m going in the right direction, but I get such an overwhelming fear when I’m headed there. My first thought is that I need a drink, but I need to remember I’m going there to help people.

				I haven’t been in the best of moods lately, and I have a huge list of why’s. I have not been true to my purity. Today I realize that is where everything started to slide back. I will try to be as God would have me to be and not let lustful desires set me back.

				I feel spiritually void, but I’m sure that is not the only reason. I have been going to way too many places I know aren’t good for me or my spirit. I cannot go into diverse places where the temptation just might be overwhelming. My spirit from the Holy Spirit cannot dwell in such places. I do know one thing for sure: I long for the comfort, convictions, peace, and joy to come back into my daily life.

			

			
				Every time I seem to feel like I am getting closer to knowing my God and Savior, something pulls me back almost to the point of thinking that awful thought of, What’s the use.

				Fact is, it’s worth it, and I don’t want to go back. I only want to move forward with my God and Lord Jesus. If you asked me a year ago about my following the Lord Jesus, my answer would be the same. My knowledge wouldn’t be as it is today, though. The Holy Spirit the Lord has given me is a special part of me, and I want the closeness back.

				My own strength isn’t going to get me through. My future depends on my Lord Jesus and the Comforter he has left for me.

				Tomorrow I speak again at L.E. Phillips. Once again I don’t want it to come from me, but from the Spirit of God within me. Oh Lord, I don’t know how people get by not having your help and guidance.

				March 30, 2006

				I need to go back to Sunday’s service. Today I go back into trying to be obedient. My “self” has been in the way. Quitting smoking is a habit my spirit has wanted me to let go of for some time now.

				Some will say I am being too hard on myself and maybe I am. The way I feel about it is that every time I give in to the habit, I feel a part of me leave, and along with it peace, joy, and righteousness. Perfect I will never be, but it does say in God’s Word to strive to be like Jesus.

				God’s plan for me is great. I don’t know what my future holds except that I will be in the perfect will of God by obeying in the small things. Self-control isn’t exactly small to me, but for now, by obeying, I will not be demeaning the Holy Spirit who quickens my spirit. The old nature in me needs to get out so the new creature in Christ can bud and bloom.

			

			
				The devil has tried to find ways to justify smoking and even using Christians to make it not sound like I need to quit. When the Holy Spirit in me and the flesh are fighting daily about this, and when I give in to the smoke, I only feel guilt. This is because the devil has been winning the fight.

				I’m here to say today that I am taking back what the devil has stolen from me. With the Holy Spirit in control, I give up my selfish desires to the one and only Jesus who has promised to set me free. Free so the Lord Jesus can use my life in whatever way he chooses.

				Rest in the Lord God in the presence of my Lord. This is exactly where I need to be.

				March 31, 2006

				Yesterday’s gone and tomorrow may never be mine. One day at a time, sweet Jesus. Learning to love and forgive is about the hardest thing to do when Krista and Lorrie are out to destroy me. I must take this as a sign that a true blessing is just around the bend of faith. I believe in Romans 8:28, according to God’s purpose and will.

				My eyes have been opened in more ways than just this. I realize I have lost what it truly means to be a child of God.

				LOVE – no matter what, and when I read Colossians 3:12 it is clear to me I haven’t showed much of Jesus in my life. God’s love is all that I haven’t been.

				By the grace of God my new outlook in life is in the power of the indwelling Holy Spirit, which will comfort me in my spirit and show me when I am wrong. This is my prayer and my faith, believing the Lord my God will supply all my needs according to his riches in heaven.

			

			
				Here on earth I pray for strength and know the Lord is in control of my life. I am in agreement with the Lord. I have a lot to learn, and I do stumble and fall. I pray for the Lord to show me what I need to have his wisdom.

				When things get tough, heaviness comes over me and I give in to habits. This is the devil and he has no hold on me. I am the Lord Jesus’ property, and I will not be condemned for failure when I’m under the blood of Jesus.

				Today is a new day. May God shine through me as I step out in faith and forgiveness. Humility is my middle name today. Get the board out of mine own eye.

				June 13, 2006

				Today my mind has been at a loss for words or anything. Can’t seem to find inspiration from the Lord in my devotion. I started out thinking I needed to write Dad a letter, but none of my words were coming out right even while reading Scripture. I don’t know. My mind is stayed on Jesus, but to put even this down on paper is a challenge.

				I did manage to buy a Father’s Day card. It starts out by saying, “May God be with you on Father’s Day and always.” Then it goes on: “It is God who knows our every need and hears each prayer we say. It is He who grants us heart’s content and guides us through each day; so may it be His gracious will to always give you His understanding and His love and all His blessings, too. Happy Father’s Day.” Now that I’ve read this again, I know this is the perfect card and none of my words would be as true as the Lord’s promises to each one of us.

				My first intentions were to bring out in the open the dissatisfaction with Dad’s parenting ways. To open his eyes to his wrongs years ago. But now this all seems completely opposite of what God wants me to do. It must be given to God.

			

			
				I am okay, and as for the damage that once had me in bondage, the Lord has been healing me in every way. I’m still learning how to love and sometimes have a hard time believing the Lord doesn’t change. The Word clearly says God is the same yesterday, today, and forevermore. By his Word I will be made whole. This is as true as the Lord my God is true.

				Sometimes I must remember where I’ve been, because I sure like it much better where I’m at, and I am excited to know where I am going.

				I lost my grandmother May 27 to the greatest of all, my Lord God. Just to know I will see her again someday gives me peace and reassurance because the Lord promises us a new heaven and that this earth will pass away.

				My grandmother, most precious to me, left behind great and dear memories no one can ever take away or replace. I will miss her, but at least she is happy and satisfied where she is for eternity. Her journey was long and though hard at times, her faith in God holds true her eternal future.

				I pray I will always stay faithful to the Lord in all things, that my spirit never leaves me and always quickens my soul for right and wrong. I’m okay now and feel a great peace. God’s going to always be by my side.

				June 22, 2006

				It is early in the morning and I am up again as usual, but reading two different stories: one about love shared for years with a mate and the other about giving rather than holding treasures for self. Both are good lessons and reminders.

				The love story is of a man and wife married fifty years. This couple had health problems but remained kind and gentle towards each other. This is the way I want my marriage to be. I always want to have a giving spirit without pride or honor of self. Instead, I want to stay true to the real meaning of life with a future in heaven always in my heart. I’ve found a love that on this earth could never happen to me.

			

			
				In my heart is a burning desire to do God’s will and to be in relationships that don’t hinder my spirit but rather increase a spiritual outlook for all those around me.

				Last week my heart longed for Roger. At first you wouldn’t think this to be anything more than feelings, but I see in my mind the two of us in a ministry together. This excites me and at the same time frightens me. Is this God-given for him and I to be together or is my loneliness grabbing something of this world that is only a delusion? Well, all things of God are good, and I see good things for my future. I see God opening doors, but I see Roger in them, right in agreement with the Word of God. I wrote to him but haven’t heard back. I can rest assured in God’s promises and pray for his guidance in whatever he moves in me. Be not of this world but live in the Spirit who will guide, direct, and give peace.

				July 9, 2006

				A guy named Dave came over to work on the electricity in the house. There seemed to be something between us right away, but he’s been with someone for three years. I don’t know what is going on but the connection is there. Not sure if this will mean anything or not. He will be back on Thursday.

				July 19, 2006

				Dave was here last night again and since the last time I wrote we’ve hugged and kissed. It’s hard to say no to him. One thing I still don’t like, however, is when he swears with God’s name. This changes everything. I need to approach this with boldness and also with wisdom. I am asking God to help me know when to speak and what to say. It’s only been ten days, so we’ll see what happens.

			

			
				I think I want this to be, but I also need it to be in God’s will for my life and his. The more I think about things, it seems he wants the bed more and more, and this can’t happen. I will stay strong in the Lord so I don’t get in the way of God’s plan in my life.

				July 23, 2006

				Lord, today is Sunday. I am at peace and still am in your will today. It’s been a tempting time with Dave as I have deep desires to know him better. As always, Lord, I need your wisdom and your strength to stand strong on your Word. I don’t know where I am supposed to be with Dave, but you do, Lord. If I am not in your will, Lord, I ask you to open my eyes and heart that I might be in your will and not mine.

				What more could I ask for in a man except for him to be in church with me or at least somewhere so his life is in your will and in line with your Word, God? I pray today for your instructions and that I will always seek you and keep you, Lord, first in my life.

				It just seems if I am in your will everything should not be so difficult. There are roadblocks, and I don’t want to stumble through them, if this is not your will. However, if this is a test or trial, I will gladly go through and stand strong on your words and continue to remember you are in control of my life. I also know you never give your children more than they can handle.

				You, Lord, are my strength, my comfort, my shield, my life. Without you, God, I am nothing. Thank you for my life in you. I stand on the promises for my divine future. Thank you, Jesus, for saving my soul and for renewing my mind. Lord, I love you. Be with me, Lord, as I continue in the mission set before me.

			

			
				August 22, 2006

				Today I am not sure where my life is. I’m sure of one thing, however. I will follow Jesus, and I will wait upon the Lord for my future blessings.

				I really wanted Dave to be the right one, but today I don’t feel like I am in God’s plan for a life together. So far we have a lot in common but not much in conversation. Mostly a lot of touchy-feely, and I don’t want a relationship based on sex. At least I haven’t given in to my own desires as I would have in my past life.

				There is too much for him to decide, and the most important thing is whether his life is following in God’s plans. Only God knows his heart and his intentions. I pray God will do what he will in his life, whether it is with me or not. I need to stay focused on God’s plan for my future, and it is critical I stay pure.

				I want the plan God has had for me from the beginning. It is going to take all the self-discipline and self-control I can manage while having faith God will bless me as he has promised.

				Dave has a few more things to wire in my house and then the time with him here will be at an end. I’m not going to worry about what comes next, because today I’m sure God is in control of everything in my life. Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me.

				September 18, 2006

				My heart is heavy and has been for two weeks now. I have put myself in a situation I now cannot take back. What have I done? I’ve laid it down at the feet of Jesus, but I don’t feel free. I can’t bear the coldness it has created in me. A lesson in compromise and a loss of my own respect is now greatly in the hands of God. I gave in to Dave two weeks ago and even on a Sunday, which I call a holy day. Now I have to move on. This is the hardest part of all.

			

			
				It wasn’t worth it. The enjoyment isn’t much to talk about. Lust has invaded me only to teach me that it is not what I want my future to be.

				Got a message from God himself in church yesterday straight to me and still I couldn’t humble myself at the altar. Last night was another message straight to my heart. I moved to the altar but still felt a cold heart. Again this morning a message on the radio relating to what I did. This is bigger than me, and if I don’t let God have it all, I am sure to fall deeper than I have today.

				What in the world am I to do? God knows my heart. It is trying to clam up and fear besets me. I need to get past this. No way do I want any part of falling down again, especially to the point of years ago. This is not good for me. I don’t know what is going to happen next, but I sure want God to be in control, not me.

				September 24, 2006

				Never thought I’d be able to say I have been free for three years from alcohol, but as of yesterday it has been that long. I tried something different and went to a singles retreat. We had a singing service intro to the weekend, and it wasn’t something I fit into. I am so used to really getting into praising the Lord and would like to have seen others enjoying praising God as I do. I have to stick to how God has moved in me and my life and not fall into the mundane routine of others. I had some issues, however, that needed to be let go of and the next day was the opportunity to spill my past all over the four-person group. I just pray the Lord was able to move through me. Everything is going to be all right with me concerning Dave. It is time to move on and let God have my life completely.

				Now I know why the message to me from Angie was to submit to God. Jesus wants to be my husband first and foremost.

			

			
				Today I am not concerned about when or if I ever remarry. It isn’t first in my life anymore. However, getting where I belong with Jesus is. One thing for sure: I don’t want to go around that same block again.

				Tomorrow morning Josh and Priscilla will join me in church. For Josh this will be a first since June. I am thankful, even if it is only today for now. It’s a start. I believe God’s promise that all will come to him and the timing is his, not mine.

				October 6, 2006

				Today is kinda different in mood for me. I am feeling discontentment and just feel alone. God never leaves me, but I believe I have drifted farther from him. I want a renewal, a new beginning. However, I am not doing much, if anything, to get there. I had a bad dream that I took a drink and was able to stop after just a couple. I don’t want to head down that road again. It’s bad enough I’ve lost my purity for a time. That experience taught me how important being pure really is and what it means to me.

				To fall into temptation realizing first it may have been a test and then knowing it was all just me. Nothing other than my selfish flesh to blame once again. I sure don’t want to take that path again.

				November 3, 2006

				Praise the Lord for he is great in all things. His power endures forever! God’s promises are awesome and his glory is great. Thank you, Jesus, for dying for me and giving me hope and a brand new life.

				Realizing today that God is my God and Father and by the Holy Spirit he has given to me, I am his child. I don’t yet understand his love as I probably should, but I pray I will in time. I will not give up, even when I am filled with all the blessings promised to me as a child of God. Only God could and did save me and without my Lord Jesus and his Spirit within me, I would be nothing in the eyes of anyone.

			

			
				Great prayers are going to be answered in all circumstances I go through today and forever. While the struggles of purity were once an issue, now there is victory. More than ever I want to follow in God’s plans for my life. As I begin again to obey and put aside my lustful desires and my selfish behavior, I will have peace and contentment to submit to Jesus.

				Making decisions and dealing with neighbors is another part of life where I need to focus on Jesus and not focus on what is coming at me. Sometimes I’m not as obedient as I should be and at times it doesn’t seem like God hears my cries. But he does and with each step in faith I take, a victory will be won.

				I still go to L.E. Phillips to speak, but I wonder if I will ever be excited about this work the way he wants me to be. It’s the getting motivated to go. Once I’m there, God sees me through and each blessing is the greatness of his love for those who are lost and have no hope. My past life is now a blessing instead of a curse.

				November 8, 2006

				I am believing God for his will to be done in my life. The Holy Spirit moved on me yesterday for the first time in a long time. Well overdue. I was watching a praise-a-thon. I felt the Spirit and pledged Psalm 68:19 for one year. I hadn’t done this before, but I can remember my grandmother had much to do with tithing to TBN. I kinda felt as if I needed to carry on by doing what she wasn’t here to do anymore. The program had been a blessing to her for many years and to me now. I also asked for prayer for the desire to quit smoking. Well, as usual, I failed that one again. But this year will be a victory over this bondage; it will be done.

			

			
				Today is the day I go to speak in Chippewa at L.E. Phillips. I start off really not wanting to go, but once I’m there I know God is in control. Even if one person gets the message, the angels sing. So if it is that important to God, then it’s well with me.

				Life is good and God is great. My life with the Lord is getting better every day. I pray for the strength of the Holy Spirit as I am still in bondage to nicotine. This too will be gone. There will be a time. Soon, I pray.

				December 2, 2006

				This month is the last of another year that has flown by with some achievements, some disappointments, yet many blessings. This year has been easier than past ones. Still different trials and temptations have taken place. Hard work and labor have resulted in contentment, while still fighting the battle of smoking.

				My time is near. I can tell. This addiction is no different than any other, and I am powerless over it. Only God can free me. Why am I holding on to this sin, and why don’t I call it for what it is: sin? Even a child in the church recognizes smoking as a sin, and I am to be forgiven. But I have to give it to God in order for him to free me. I can’t understand what the hold-up is. I thought I had given this to God but realize I haven’t. Question is, why not? Then when I think about all of this, I want to dig in again, knowing I want the opposite. What is it going to take?

				This is the season, and the timing couldn’t be more right. Now is the day, the month, to be completely free.

				The temptations in your life are no different from what others experience.

			

			
				And God is faithful. He will not allow the temptation to be more than you can stand.

				When you are tempted, he will show you a way out so that you can endure.

				1 Corinthians 10:13

			

			
				



			

	


Conclusion
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				First and foremost, I had to admit I needed help. I was tired of going in for help and ending up in the same life I wanted to escape. So I cried all day to Jesus every day. I could not live one minute without my best friend, which happened to be my drink.

				I would need more than AA. I would need church. I attended the same denomination that worked for me before, which was Pentecostal. I remembered the healing I received before in my life from drugs. I needed healing from alcohol.

				My healing began but not without hearing messages I could have walked away from regarding the truth about living in same-sex relationships. Part of me wanted to walk away from the message, and the other part of me wanted to let go and let God, but I still thought I was beyond God’s favor.

				I continued to attend church and the day came when I fell to my knees to be saved from my life of sins, but I still did not know how God would take this mess and turn it into good. I was in a relationship, but it was killing my spirit to do what I knew was wrong. I was living the Romans Scripture. I wanted to be good, right, and please God, but I was barely staying sober.

				Keep pressing on, Jesus. Every morning I would wake up to say, “One day at a time, sweet Jesus.” Keep me sober. Give me strength. The Lord placed on my heart, in his timing and his grace and mercy, a book to read to help me come out of homosexuality. I stayed in church, and that led to reading another book about restoring sexual identity. When the relationship ended in 2004, the renewing of my mind and spirit lined up with God and his plan for my new life. I was free and I no longer faced the addictions that once took over my life. I am now married, and my husband and I are in agreement that God has joined us together.

			

			
				God is a wonderful God, and I am by all means an example of what He can and will do if we give it to Him and really give it all up. Giving up that relationship was the hardest. I am in a church now and am a new creation. Yet my old ways are still tempting at times, and I pray I will never walk away again with a hardened heart.

				I now have a home business taking care of disabled adults, and it is exactly what one of my desires was years ago. The Lord is still working on me. I relate to Romans a lot. My life seems to have revolved a lot around wanting to do good, but ending up doing wrong. I pray Jesus will always win when I am tempted now. I now am able to give my testimony on different occasions and am always open to telling others how great our God has been to me, and will be to each of us who choose to let go and let God. Recovery does happen.

				Thank you for allowing me to share what God has done in my life so far. The Lord is not even close to being finished with me. It’s time now that I thank him for taking me out of bondage in such a step-by-step way. This program has been such a blessing, and I pray every message given will touch many in need of Jesus, or for those who have strayed, it’s never too late, until God says so.

				God bless you in Jesus’ name.

				Therefore if any man be in Christ, he is a new creature: old things are passed away; behold, all things are become new. (2 Corinthians 5:17, KJV)
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