God Works Miracles in Mysterious Ways
This is a true story that I am recording to help spread a message that can inspire hope and renew faith. You are welcome to share it with anyone in need. It is recorded in the first person as told by the teller and it came from my involvement with others who suffer mental illnesses – it’s someone’s personal story. I have permission to send it to others and allow its circulation. Please feel free to send it onwards so that people can believe in miracles because they do happen in everyday life. The story follows, Leigh Kibby

“I suffer a mental illness – severe depression and anxiety. I have hidden my condition from myself and others for many years and had developed ways of hiding my suffering from the world: keeping it to myself. One of my strategies was to move jobs frequently before my illness showed up in my workplace behaviours.  Occasionally, I had to change jobs when the stress of work grew too much for me  – usually when there was something awry at work which I could not handle. 
Mostly, I was right about the “wrongs” of the work issues I faced. But, where others coped or avoided confrontation, my illness meant I could not because I would be manic about others doing the right thing. You see, I saw work as a place of right and wrongs and I was unforgiving of human failings. The wrongs I saw were not evil. At worst, they caused waste of money and, at the least, they were  simply just not helpful. Yet, I saw only black and white. But, being in the right and correcting faults, and (too frequently)  fighting for the right, meant that I could be a difficult person to work with.

I had recently been very demanding about some unco-operative behaviour I had been dealing with from some-one whom I experienced as confrontational and combative. In a meeting with this person I got angry. I insulted no-one, nor swore nor yelled nor abused anyone. But, I was unequivocal and forthright about the resistance I faced – so inflexible others felt intimidated. The feedback I later got about the meeting was clear that I had not shouted, did not denigrate anyone and did not swear. But my manner was so uncompromising as to be scary. I was described as intimidating and abusive, my job was at risk.
When I got a formal letter noting what I was described to be – abusive and aggressive –  my despair and anxiety consumed me. I loathed myself for what I had done and could put no balance nor perspective around this view. I was in a dark place. How dark? So dark I hated myself with a vengeance unparalleled and only imaginable in my mind in its unhealthy state.

I was terrified. How terrified? Remember when you were young and had your worst, worst, worst nightmare. Remember the terror! That was my terror and pain and fear. I was back in that awful place, and I knew it too well from many visits. So I decided this visit was to be the last for me because I could no longer endure and could not take the pain any longer. In my illness and the darkness of my hurt and despair I decided that only death could ease the pain, so that’s what I planned. 

I went shopping for razor blades. As I bought them, I prayed to God. I said, “That’s it God. I cannot take it anymore. It all hurts TOO MUCH! Who I am and my illness is more that I can bear.” Then I added, “If you want me to live, prove it!”

As I prayed, I recalled an old movie I had seen. In the movie, young man and novice priest had wandered in the fog despairing over the existence of God. He asked God to prove ‘his’ existence. Then, the young man tripped and fell.

Cursing, the young man got up and brushed the dirt from his knees. As he did, the fog cleared and he saw that he stood at the edge of the cliff. One step more and he would have fallen to a horrible death. Tripping over and falling down had saved him. A minor event and an amazing miracle. 
But, I said to myself as i reflected on the movie, that it was a movie, fictitious and not real. God does not work like that.

So I went to what was going to be my last work meeting, tying up loose ends and helping someone with a bit of a problem. As I closed the meeting and went to get the blades from my bag, looking around for a private place, walking to the edge of the cliff, my mobile phone rang. Without thinking, I answered the call. It was one of my friends from my mental health self-help group. She was in great pain and needed someone to talk to. I spent the next 45 mins talking to her. When we finished talking, she said I had helped save her life. 

I put down my phone. I was still alive although I had planned to be dead. I had tripped over at the edge of my cliff. I had saved her and in that call, I had also saved myself. God had answered my prayer not by taking away my pain but by “tripping me up” with the gift of helping someone else in great need.

The phone call of help I answered was a miracle that saved my life that day, an answer to my prayer. It was a simple miracle. No shining lights. No angels. Just a call for help and in responding I had saved myself.

I chose not to end my life that day. I chose to live and I now keep making that choice. 

That phone call remains a mystery to me and was a miracle that saved my life. I am telling others, and agreed that my story be written, so that you can also believe and find your own miracle

God works in mysterious ways – that I am still living and breathing proves it to me. I also know that God loves me, why else would I have gotten the phone call. Look for your miracle and answer the call when it comes. By helping someone else, by calling for help, you will be saving more lives than your own and doing God’s will ... becoming a living miracle.

I hope God blesses you as he blessed me that day.”

