
Oh, Be Careful...

Ok, so I'm a doo fuss! I freely admit it. It's like this. I was in a hurry last Friday while shaving, which is not

a good idea when you're taking blood thinners. I had a scheduled "date" with our daughter down in Mabank, to

take her to lunch for her ??th birthday. I was under strict orders not to be late! The "spirit was willing" with my
pulse rate kicking along at 60, and no A-Fib in sight; but my "flesh was weak" with the arthritis (?) acting up in
my back and my right leg, and slowing me down. So, I was in overdrive until I nearly sliced my chin off. Ouch!
Neither applied pressure, nor styptic pencil, nor Janice's first-aid efforts with multiple Band-Aids could staunch
the flow. The blood-stained water running down the shower drain reminded me of the famous Hitchcock movie.
After soaking through several wash rags and numerous Kleenexes, the only solution was to resort to a redneck
resolution. 

The moral to the story is, slow down, smell the roses, don't stress out, pray the Serenity Prayer, then swallow
your pride and make a compression bandage out of a multi-folded Kleenex paper-wad, a daub of 3-way salve,
and a heavy duty "flesh-colored" Band-Aid (if I'd had more time, I could have camouflaged the ultra white
Kleenex with some of Janice's makeup, but alas the clock was ticking). Viola! Problem solved. Now, all I needed
was a "pocket protector," and a wrap of duct tape around my broken glasses earpiece, and I could have become
the poster boy for "Geeks are US!" See for yourself. After that it was "hammer down" to Mabank (remembering
the  Arkansas Trooper's adage, "9 you're fine, 10 you're mine;" oh, and of course,  Romans 13:1-5), but I
digress.

As I drove down I-30 with my chin throbbing, wondering if my daughter and grandson would sit at the table
with me at lunch, or act like they didn't know me, I began to ponder if there might be a spiritual lesson lurking
about, which I could use as the basis for this week's Oracle article? Like a bolt of lightning it hit me. Flooding
up in my memory through the fog of time came the words to that old song I used to sing with kids in the
Vacation Bible Schools of yesteryear. "Oh, be careful little feet, where you go...; be careful little mind, what you
think...; be careful little hands, what you do...; be careful little mouth, what you say;" etc., etc., because "there's a
Father up above, Who is looking down with love, so be careful..."

Yes, you and I must be CAREFUL in our daily lives lest we get in such a big hurry that we slip up and lose

sight of the truly important things. Things like the souls of our relatives, neighbors, friends and associates, who
will  die eternally in hell,  unless we share with them the "salve of salvation" (the balm of Gilead), and the
compression bandage of Christ and His blood, which can save them from their sins (Ephesians 1:7).
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