
 Claimed 

 And I will bring the third part through the fire, refine them as silver is refined, and test them 
 as gold is tested. �ey will call on My name, and I will answer them; I will say, “�ese are My 

 people,” and they will say, “�e Lord is my God.” 
 Zechariah 13:9 

 Is  it  real,  this  faith  I  have?  Has  it  been  tested  and  tried?  Refined  by  fire?  I  pray  so.  I  pray 
 that  the  tests  I  have  been  given  have  been  passed.  I  know  of  some  that  I  walked  into  with 
 my  eyes  open  and  still  failed  for  a  time.  Even  then  He  did  not  leave  me,  He  did  not  take  His 
 hand  o�  me.  But  what  I  was  carrying  with  me  had  to  be  burned  away.  The  dross  and 
 impurities had to be removed, and they can only be removed by fire. 

 God  is  not  a  “good-time  God.”  He  is  not  pleasure  and  ease  and  comfort  as  this  world 
 defines  it.  He  is  holy  and  pure,  true  and  just,  majestic  and  mighty.  He  is  not  waiting  to 
 provide  the  best  and  brightest  this  world  can  o�er  me,  for  He  has  already  provided  at 
 great  personal  cost  the  best  and  brightest  He  can  o�er,  and  it  is  so  much  better  than 
 anything this world could manufacture or counterfeit. 

 I  have  tried  the  world’s  products,  and  got  lost  in  them  for  a  long  while.  I  was  broken, 
 unwhole,  dirty  and  diseased.  Heaping  unto  myself  the  rags  and  filth  of  this  world.  In  the 
 depths  of  it,  the  prison  I  had  built  around  me,  I  called  to  Him.  Unsure,  uncertain, 
 questioning,  and  unbelieving,  I  called  to  Him.  As  He  promised,  over  and  over  in  His  letter 
 to  me,  He  heard  my  cry  and  answered  me.  Oh  He  answered  me!  He  is  real.  He  is  true  to  His 
 word!  I  didn’t  have  to  come  to  Him  with  a  whole  heart,  steadfast  and  steady  in  true  belief.  I 
 just  had  to  come.  Oh  the  mercy  and  the  love  of  our  majestic  King!  He  claimed  me  as  His 
 own.  He  bought  and  paid  for  me  with  His  own  precious  Son.  This  miserable  wretch  who 
 denied Him and pushed Him away, He  still  claimed as  His own. 

 The  promises  He  has  made,  He  will  fulfill.  He  promised  that  if  I  were  to  seek  Him  with  my 
 whole  heart,  I  would  find  Him.  He  promised  that  if  I  were  to  put  Him  first,  He  would  see  to 
 all  my  needs.  He  promised  that  He  would  adopt  me  as  His  child,  never  to  be  refused.  He 
 promised  that  He  would  walk  with  me  on  this  journey,  never  to  leave  me  or  turn  His  back 
 on  me.  He  promised  that  He  would  present  me  faultless,  washed  clean  and  holy,  before 
 His throne, wearing His own robe of righteousness. He is mine and I am His. 

 There  will  be  trials,  there  will  be  fire,  there  will  be  testings.  It  will  seem  He  is  cold  and 
 unmerciful  in  the  midst  of  it.  But  He  is  ever  there,  watching  over  me,  working  in  me  to 
 produce  His  best.  May  I  walk  through  and  come  out  the  other  side  one  step  closer  to  what 
 He  sees  in  me.  And  may  I  bring  Him  gifts  of  service  and  love  and  faith  and  faithfulness 
 when I appear before Him, claimed and redeemed. 

 Father, we are humbled and awed before You. We don’t deserve Your regard, yet You gave Your Son to 
 purchase us back from our prison of sin. We submit to You, to Your testings and trials, knowing that 

 You will never leave us. 
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