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It’s Time to Go

By Dr. Rebecca Dowden
The Lord had said to Abram, 

“Leave your country, your people

 and your father’s household 

and go to the land I will show you.” 
(Genesis 12:1 NIV).
I hugged my last therapy patient of the day goodbye, locked the door behind her, and fell to my knees.  Tears poured down my face as I cried out to God for help.  “Dear God, I’m exhausted.  I don’t know what to do.  How can I go on?” Unfortunately, this was not the first time I had pleaded this prayer. Over the last six months, I had become desperate. I was sinking deeper and deeper into a hole of emotional and physical burn-out, begging God for direction, but my fears kept me from truly listening to his answer. 

As a child, I never wanted to obey my mother when she told me it was time to leave the  monkey bars at the park and go home. I might have been forty-two years old, but I had the same problem: I couldn’t leave.
That same night I got home, and I crumbled as I poured out my heart to my husband- again. “I’m dying. I can’t do this anymore,” I told him through my sobs.

“Honey, I hate to see you so miserable.  What do you think God is wanting you to do?” my husband asked.

“I don’t know.” I was crying with frustration. “I’m so confused. I believe that God led me out of teaching and into counseling.” 

“But maybe He is leading you out of counseling now,” he said.
“How can that be? HE gave me these talents, He turned my life in a whole new direction in order for me to become a therapist, and on top of all that, my patients need ME.” Even as I said these last words, I knew they were not true. My patients needed God. However, I was gripped by so much fear I couldn’t feel the truth or act on it. Like so many other nights during those months, I went to bed exhausted, confused, and afraid.

The next morning I sat in my car in front of my office, and a deep current of despair pulled me under.  Through my tears, I dialed my husband’s phone. “What am I going to do?  I don’t think I can physically do this again today.”
“Sweetheart, please listen to what you’re saying.  You’ve expressed this heart-breaking pain to me so many times over the last few months, but I don’t think you’re listening to God.  I know He will tell you what to do,” my husband said.  I knew he was right, of course, and I felt like I was listening with all my might but all I could hear were my own fearful thoughts taunting me. “Close your practice?  No way! You’ll be giving up.  You’ll let all your patients down. You’ll be a failure. You’re just not doing this right.  Try harder.  Buck up!”
In the weeks to come, my physical ailments began to speak louder than my emotional pain. My stomach hurt; my head ached; I couldn’t eat; I couldn’t sleep. I just couldn’t take it any longer.  One morning, with my tear-stained face in the pillow, I heard God speak to me as if He were whispering inside my ear, “My precious child, MY grace is sufficient.” I wasn’t sure what His grace would look like if I took the leap of faith and closed my practice, but I felt so broken I finally surrendered. I closed my practice and spent the next year lying on my own couch. I did nothing but let God restore my mind, body, and soul. 
One year later, I opened an email from a former teaching colleague at my alma mater Houston Baptist University, where the teaching is student centered and Christian values are honored. “So,” he wrote.  “What are you up to these days?”  

That was exactly the question I had been asking myself.  “Not much.” I wrote back and explained.
“Have you given any thought to going back to teaching,” he asked and told me that Houston Baptist was hiring new faculty.
A few weeks later, I walked into the department chair’s office and knew I had come back home. Houston Baptist University offered me a professorial job in the English department four months later, and I saw the gift God had for me all along.

Like Abram, God called me to leave the place I knew, and go to a place He would show me. Even though I had been afraid to let go and follow Him, He never gave up on me.  I’d like to say I will always trust Him.  The truth is a part of me may always be like that little girl who doesn’t like to leave the park. But God showed me in a very real way how He is a loving father who leads me home, even if he has to pry my fingers off the monkey bars.  His grace is always sufficient.
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