
Learning to Lean Hard–AGAIN
Walking with God. The scriptures talk a lot about how we walk,
which  is  biblical  language  for  how  we  live.  But  walking
itself, beyond the analogies, has a special meaning to me.

As an infant, polio paralyzed me from the waist down, but
little baby helper nerve cells sprouted up and gave me some
use of my leg back. I needed a full-length brace to be able to
stand and walk at all for my first years. And every step of my
life has been a rather noticeable limp. So to me, walking =
limping.

So when I hear words of wisdom like, “Don’t trust any leader
who doesn’t walk with a limp” (meaning, a leader who hides
their brokenness and need for Jesus), I’m all over that. I’ve
got that “walk with a limp” thing DOWN!

My limp was the cause of great shame for decades. I have
always avoided looking in mirrors and plate-glass windows,
anything that would remind me of what I look like when I walk.
I didn’t need reflective surfaces, though, to be reminded of
my limp; the stares of people, especially children, did that,
making my soul burn with embarrassment. Every single day.

And when I was 35, a physical therapist instructed me to start
using a cane. It helped with stability and relieving some of
the stress on my polio leg. As long as I was going to use a
cane, I thought, I may as well enjoy it by using fun and
pretty canes (thanks to FashionableCanes.com!)

And  then  bad  arthritis  hit  both  my  hips,  and  the  pain
escalated to the point where I literally could not walk or
stand for a year and a half. My mobility scooter became my
legs 24/7.

I wasn’t limping anymore. Because I wasn’t walking anymore,
with or without a cane.
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By God’s grace, particularly through Medicare, once I hit 65 I
was able to have both hips replaced. The arthritis went into
the medical waste bin along with my natural hip joints. I have
had no pain since 2018, a daily source of gratitude for me.

And the ability to walk and stand was restored to me. What a
blessing!

One day I realized that yes, I was limping again, because I
was walking again! That put a whole new spin on seeing limping
as a privilege!

God has used this journey to teach me a number of lessons.
(Such as “Lessons From a Hospital Bed”) I recently learned a
new one.

I often advise people to “lean hard on Jesus” regardless of
the  reason,  but  especially  in  times  of  trial  and  crisis.
Sometimes  they  wonder,  What  does  that  look  like?  Legit
question!

And one day as I was walking across my kitchen, leaning hard
onto my cane, the Holy Spirit nudged me. As usual, without
thinking about it, I was depending on my cane to provide
stability and assistance and relieve some of the weight and
pressure  on  my  increasingly-weak  leg.  Then,  when  my  cane
struck some water on the floor I didn’t see, it slid as if I
had been walking on ice. By God’s grace I did not fall, though
I could easily had done so—and falling is baaaaaad for people
with artificial hips. I suddenly had a new appreciation for
how much I need my cane. And I need it to be firmly planted on
non-slippery surfaces.

Just like I need Jesus, who is far more secure than my cane on
a dry surface.

I need to lean hard on Him in grateful dependence, trusting
Him to empower me, lead me, grow me, change me, provide for
me. Just like I do my cane, a physical reminder of what
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“leaning hard” looks like.

But there was another lesson coming.

I don’t need my cane to walk like I used to need my scooter to
move. But when I walk without it, my wonky polio limp is not
only there, it’s even wonkier than it was before because my
new hips changed my gait. Sometimes when I need to carry two
items from one room into another, I hook my cane into the
crook of my elbow so I have both hands free to carry stuff.
When I do that, my walk—my limp—is almost bizarre.

It is not lost on me that when I hook my cane onto my arm like
a fashion accessory instead of leaning hard on it, my walk is
wonky. And unnatural. And when I depend on myself, walking in
self-sufficiency instead of leaning hard on Jesus, the walk of
my  life  is  at  least  equally  wonky.  And  unnatural.  And
unattractive.

So yes, my cane is like Jesus. He wants us to lean hard on
Him, to depend on Him, instead of treating Him like a fashion
accessory. He actually said, “I am the vine, you are the
branches; he who abides in Me and I in him, he bears much
fruit, for apart from Me you can do nothing.” (John 15:5,
emphasis mine)

The other day, as I entered the living room with both hands
full, my husband said, “I would have been happy to help; you
don’t need to wear Jesus on your arm.”

I laughed . . . and then the next time, instead of leaning on
self-sufficiency I asked for help. Because leaning on Jesus
means, among many other things, that He helps me spurn self-
sufficiency and ask for help.

The lessons continue.

(I wrote a 2016 blog post (Leaning Hard) about my first set of
lessons in learning to lean hard, which I had forgotten about
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until I went to upload this one. I will clearly need to keep
learning the lesson.)

 

This blog post originally appeared at
blogs.bible.org/learning-to-lean-hard-again/ on November 16,

2022.

Lessons From a Hospital Bed
In  the  last  several
months,  both  of  my
severely arthritic hips
were  replaced.  In
addition  to  the
wonderful blessing that
I am out of pain, the
surgeries  and
recoveries were full of
lessons pointing me to
spiritual  truths  I  am
so very thankful for:

For a long time, I needed help getting in and out of my car.
To be blunt, it was always noisy with involuntary gasps and
screams of pain. And while my family and friends were so very
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glad to be of assistance, it was hard on them to witness me
hurting so badly. Now that the pain is behind me, I keep
hearing comments like, “Wow! It’s so great not to see your
face contorted!” or, “Oh man! You’re not making the horrible
sounds you used to make when you were getting into the car!” I
told my husband the other day, “I have a feeling all that was
a lot worse than I had any idea.” He nodded his head, “Oh
yeah. It was bad.” While I am truly sorry that my sweet
helpers had to see and hear what they did, it touches me that
their compassion ran so deep. I have a new appreciation of
what “rejoicing with those who rejoice, and weeping with those
who weep” (Romans 12:15) looks like, and how powerful it is to
enter into another person’s highs and lows.

We  have  an  amazing  community  group  who  love  each  other
incredibly  well.  The  night  before  my  first  surgery,  they
prayed over me. One of the men, with a twinkle in his eye,
admonished  me:  “Sue,  you  may  think  this  surgery  is  about
getting a new hip, but it’s not. It’s about the people you’re
going to meet and minister to in the hospital. I just want you
to remember—it’s not about you, OK?” I know he said it to make
me laugh, but his counsel bounced around in my head during
both  hospital  stays.  It  allowed  me  to  stay  aware  of  the
various people who came into my room, from doctors to nurses
to housekeepers to the people delivering meal trays, praying,
“How can I bless and encourage this person today, Lord?” It
really WASN’T all about me!

I had heard from three different doctors, “You have two bad
hips and they both need to be replaced.” But I didn’t sense
the timing was right, especially with the expense of such huge
surgeries and recovery. I learned yet again the importance of
trusting God’s timing; in February I turned 65 and crossed the
amazing  Medicare  threshold,  which  covered  basically
everything.  God’s  provision  has  been  a  huge  part  of  this
“adventure,” including an exceptionally generous outpouring of
gifts  to  a  GoFundMe  campaign  for  an  expensive  stem  cell



treatment that we had hoped would replace surgery, but it
didn’t. I learned again that the Lord is Jehovah Jireh, the
God Who Provides (Genesis 22).

This  adventure  provided  minute-by-minute  practice  in
developing  an  “Attitude  of  Gratitude.”  During  the  first
surgery, it seemed that every time I turned around there was
another reason to say, “Thank You, Lord!” From the marvelous
shock of waking up in the recovery room in no pain, to walking
on my walker a couple of hours after surgery, to the joy of
being able to stand again for the simple pleasure of brushing
my teeth and washing my hands at the sink, to the delicious
hospital food, to the lovely flowers friends brought, to the
blessing  of  being  able  to  fall  back  asleep  after  every
nighttime “visitor”—I was immersed in nonstop thankfulness.

The day after my second surgery, the Director of Food and
Nutrition visited me to check on how the hospital was doing
with the quality of the food and service. We had a delightful
visit in which I was able to tell him about my immersion in
thankfulness during my first hospital stay, but unfortunately
I wasn’t able to remember a lot of the things I was thankful
for because pain meds made my brain fuzzy. “So,” I pointed to
my journal next to my bed, “this time I brought my gratitude
journal so I could record the many blessings despite the pain
meds. And your food is one of them!” The director grinned and
said, “Ah, so that’s where the joy is coming from!” I loved
that I was able to recognize a brother in Christ, and that he
was able to recognize the connection between gratitude and
joy.

The second surgery was a challenge for the surgeon because my
hip bones are deformed from polio. I learned that there wasn’t
enough hip bone to anchor the new socket with screws, so she
had to use surgical cement. She has high hopes that it will
hold, but warned me that if the cement doesn’t work over the
long haul, “We’ll be in big trouble.” So I started praying
that the Lord would literally hold me together. Some of my



astute  friends  pointed  out  that  that  is  Jesus’  job  in
Colossians  1:17:  “In  Him  all  things  hold  together.”  The
context is all of creation, so He can certainly handle one
little hip!

I’ve already shared some of the other lessons I’ve learned in
this adventure, about how to handle fear by sharing it with
others  and  inviting  the  Lord  into  it  and  how  to  handle
unexpected grief.

But I’m pretty sure there are more lessons ahead. I just pray
to keep my eyes open so I don’t miss any of them.

Next Day Addendum:

I was right about there being more lessons, and I remembered
one of them this morning as I easily stood up from my scooter
to grab the coffee beans and mug from the cabinet for my
morning  cup  of  wake-up  juice.  After  several  years  of  not
walking or standing because of the pain, I got out of a number
of habits. Now I have to remind myself, “Hey! You can do
______ again!” I need to renew my thinking about what I can
and can’t do, and in order to make these new ways of thinking
permanent, I need to practice thinking differently. That’s how
we experience spiritual transformation as well. One of my
favorite verses is Romans 12:2, “Do not be conformed to this
world, but be transformed by the renewing of your mind. . .”
We are transformed by intentionally submitting how we think
and interpret life to the authority of God’s word. But we have
to practice new ways of thinking in order to be transformed
(as opposed to a momentary flicker of a thought).

 

This  blog  post  originally  appeared  at
blogs.bible.org/engage/sue_bohlin/lessons_from_a_hospital_bed
on November 13, 2018.
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