
 Given Over 

 I will rejoice and be glad in Your lovingkindness, because You have seen my a�iction; You 
 have known the troubles of my soul, and You have not given me over into the hand of the 

 enemy; You have set my feet in a large place. 
 Psalm 31:7-8 

 There  are  so  many  times  in  my  life  when  I  have  slipped  and  slid  down  into  a  gully.  I  think 
 somewhere  along  the  way,  this  new  path  of  walking  with  Jesus,  I  convinced  myself  that 
 there  were  sins  I  wouldn’t  have  to  deal  with  anymore.  I  am  learning  that,  in  reality,  I  am  still 
 a sinful person and still find myself in a sinful state, it just looks a little di�erent now. 

 I  have  found  such  comfort  in  the  feature  verses  above.  On  initial  reading,  I  have  assumed 
 in  the  past  that  the  verse  was  directed  at  those  who  found  themselves  in  trouble  not  of 
 their  own  making.  But  as  I  have  explored  and  listened  to  the  Holy  Spirit  within  me,  I  am 
 learning  that  in  truth  it  applies  to  any  type  of  trouble,  regardless  of  the  source.  So  it 
 includes  the  troubles  and  a�ictions  that  I  bring  on  myself.  It  includes  those  times  where  I 
 make  one  little  mistake  that  turns  into  a  giant  ditch  of  crumbling  rock  and  mud  and  mire 
 that I can’t seem to get myself out of. 

 But  He  has  “not  given  me  over  into  the  hand  of  the  enemy.”  I’m  His,  you  see,  and  He 
 refuses  to  let  go  of  those  who  belong  to  Him.  I’m  so  thankful.  As  many  times  as  I  have  tried 
 to  jump  out  of  His  hand,  to  go  my  own  way,  to  do  my  own  thing,  He  refuses  to  let  me  go. 
 He will not give me over to the enemy of my soul. 

 I  have  found  myself  in  collusion  with  that  enemy,  playing  right  into  his  hands.  Sometimes 
 it  doesn’t  take  much  for  the  enemy  to  build  the  wall  that  separates  me  from  my  Savior.  I 
 am  often  handing  him  the  bricks.  Oh  but  the  love  of  Jesus  reaches  past  that  wall  that  I 
 build  and  arrows  to  the  heart  of  me.  Like  a  wayward  sheep  who  grazes  down  to  the  dirt 
 and  refuses  to  move  when  it’s  hungry,  I  have  sat  in  my  dry  and  desert  place,  walls 
 surrounding  me,  wailing  at  my  distress.  He,  my  dear  Shepherd,  reaches  into  the  ditch,  over 
 that wall, and brings me out. 

 There  are  pleasures  and  joy  and  gladness  to  be  found  in  staying  close  to  my  Shepherd. 
 He  will  never  lead  me  astray,  He  will  always  ensure  that  I  have  what  I  need,  what  sustains 
 and  revives  me.  It  is  only  when  I  step  away  that  I  end  up  starving.  But  He  will  always  come 
 find  me,  that  one  who  goes  astray  in  her  own  stupidity,  and  pick  me  back  up  and  move  me 
 back  close  to  His  own  heart.  He  will  never  give  me  over,  never  let  me  go.  And  never  shame 
 me  when  He  has  brought  me  back  to  Himself.  There  is  grace  and  truth  and  infinite  love  in 
 His eyes. He holds me safely in His scarred hand. 

 Father, we thank You for Your bottomless well of love and compassion. We thank You that You 
 see us in our troubles, and You reach in for Your own to bring us out and bring us safely back 

 to You. Help us to trust You, to lean into You, and to stay close beside You. 
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