
 At Rest 

 Each of them will sit under his vine and under his fig tree, with no one to make them afraid. For the 
 mouth of the Lord of hosts has spoken. 

 Micah 4:4 

 I  am  weary  at  the  moment.  I  am  tired  of  struggling,  tired  of  failing,  tired  of  messing  up,  of 
 going  the  wrong  way.  It  feels  like  every  day  is  a  struggle  between  what  I  feel  like  God  wants 
 and  what  I  want.  I  know  that  I  begin  each  day  with  the  desire  and  the  willingness  to  follow 
 the  path  before  me,  but  I  feel  like  I  end  each  day  tired  and  despondent  because  over  the 
 course  of  the  hours  I  give  up.  I  say  I  don’t  have  the  strength  to  keep  trying.  I  do  what  I 
 don’t  want  to  do  and  don’t  do  what  I  do  want  to  do.  Because  it  requires  e�ort,  it  requires 
 dogged determination. And I’m tired. 

 When  I  read  chapters  like  the  one  I’m  meditating  on  today  (Micah  4),  I  feel  such  a  fierce 
 longing  for  the  day  when  the  King  has  returned.  Not  just  because  then  I  will  see  my 
 Redeemer  face  to  face,  but  also  because  then,  finally,  I  will  be  able  to  rest.  This  daily 
 struggle  will  cease.  The  fight  will  be  over,  and  my  sword  beaten  into  a  plowshare.  My  battle 
 garments  will  be  retired,  and  my  wounds  and  scars  bound  up  and  healed.  I  will  sit  under 
 my vine and my fig tree, with no one to make me afraid, not even my own self. 

 We  have  God’s  word  to  follow,  but  it  is  received  by  a  tainted  heart  and  understood  by  a 
 juvenile  mind.  We  struggle  daily  to  grasp  and  to  put  into  practice  what  He  wants  from  and 
 for  us.  We  get  tired  in  the  daily  fight,  and  sometimes  we  give  in.  Then  we  deal  with  guilt  and 
 must  confess  and  be  restored.  The  continued  struggle  is  beyond  wearying.  He  gives  us 
 strength  for  our  day,  but  we  must  use  it.  God  knows  how  I  struggle  to  maintain  a  life 
 (thought,  word,  and  deed)  that  pleases  Him  and  represents  Him.  He  knows  it  is  my  desire, 
 yet  I  feel  like  I  get  it  wrong  90%  of  the  time.  External  influences  combine  with  internal 
 leanings toward sin and I fail, time and time and time again. 

 I  long  for  the  day  when  Jesus  my  King  will  rule  from  Zion,  when  I  can  see  Him  face  to  face, 
 sit  at  His  feet  and  hear  His  voice.  When  all  struggle  will  cease,  when  we  can  each  sit  at 
 rest.  Not  from  labor,  for  we  will  labor  then  as  well.  But  from  the  fight  against  sin,  against 
 our  natures,  against  the  curse  upon  this  world,  against  the  rulers,  against  the  powers, 
 against  the  world  forces  of  this  darkness,  against  the  spiritual  forces  of  wickedness  in  the 
 heavenly places. 

 But  today  is  not  that  day.  Today  I  am  called  to  get  up,  strap  on  the  belt  of  truth,  the 
 breastplate  of  righteousness,  the  helmet  of  salvation,  the  foundation  of  the  preparation 
 of  the  gospel  of  peace,  the  shield  of  faith  and  the  sword  of  the  Spirit.  Today  I  must  fight 
 again,  still  longing  for  the  day  when  we  will  be  at  rest.  It  will  come,  because  the  Lord  of 
 hosts has spoken. 

 Father, we thank You for the encouragement contained in Your word. �is world is not all there is, we 
 are on our way to Yours. Strengthen us, encourage us, and restore our spirits as we labor to be Your 

 ambassadors in a world gone mad. 
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