
 Crosses 

 And he who does not take his cross and follow after Me is not worthy of Me. 
 Matthew 10:38 

 How  firm  is  your  commitment  to  Christ?  I’ve  had  to  ask  myself  that  question  lately.  Things 
 have  been  rather  di�cult  for  me,  in  various  ways,  over  the  last  several  months.  I’ve  said  to 
 my  Father  that  I  don’t  have  enough  faith  for  this.  In  addition  to  that,  the  pull  and  tug  of 
 temptation  has  been  relentless.  When  the  journey  I’m  on  gets  dark  and  shadowy,  the 
 obstacles  bigger  and  stickier,  I  find  myself  whining  and  looking  at  Heaven  in  reproach.  I 
 find  myself  drawn  into  thinking  about  how  much  easier  things  were  before  I  began  this 
 walk.  I  begin  to  think  about  making  a  few  minor  changes  to  ease  my  way.  Do  you  ever 
 waver like that? I hope I’m not alone. 

 I  have  to  ask  myself,  how  committed  am  I  to  Christ?  It’s  lowering  to  admit  that  the  tempest 
 I’ve  been  in  over  the  last  while  has  shaken  my  hold  on  the  hem  of  His  garment.  It’s  shaken 
 my  faith  in  His  calling.  It’s  shaken  my  belief  that  He  wants  only  my  good.  It’s  made  me 
 forget  that  His  definition  of  “good”  and  mine  often  di�er  widely,  and  His  is  the  only  one 
 that  counts.  Oh  I’ve  whined  and  railed  at  Heaven,  then  when  that  didn’t  seem  to  work,  I’ve 
 given  God  the  cold  shoulder.  I’m  so  thankful  He  is  patient  and  loving  with  me  and  doesn’t 
 allow me to make decisions that will derail His plans for me. 

 I  read  the  feature  verse  and  thought  of  the  determination  it  takes  to  take  up  your  cross 
 and  follow  Jesus.  That’s  hard,  you  see.  It’s  following  Him  even  when  everything  in  you  and 
 around  you  is  saying  it’s  not  worth  it.  It’s  staying  true  to  Him  even  when  He  seems  to 
 disappear.  It’s  one  thing  to  say  “I  will  follow  You”  when  He’s  bright  and  shining  in  front  of 
 you,  when  everything  is  new  and  fresh,  when  there’s  evidence  of  Him  all  around  you.  It’s 
 quite another to follow Him in the dark of night when you can’t see an inch in front of you. 

 There  are  things  that  I  may  carry  with  me  the  rest  of  my  life,  things  that  test  my 
 commitment,  test  my  endurance,  test  my  willingness  to  follow  Him  regardless.  Just 
 thinking  about  that  makes  me  tired,  and  honestly  makes  me  want  to  say  “I  can’t  do  that!” 
 But  one  thing  I  have  learned  is  that  when  I  have  no  more  strength,  not  even  enough  to  cry 
 out  to  Him,  He  gives  me  what  I  need.  He  wants  me  to  follow  Him,  and  He’s  not  going  to 
 leave  me  on  my  own.  Throughout  the  last  few  months,  when  all  my  strength  is  gone,  when 
 I’m  at  the  end  of  myself  and  I’m  ready  to  give  up  and  quit,  He  somehow  provides  exactly 
 what I need to keep going. 

 These  crosses  that  we  carry  may  leave  scars  on  our  tender  skin.  But  the  scars  that  He 
 carries  from  His  own  cross  bear  witness  to  the  truth  that  following  Him  is  worth  it.  He  did 
 it.  He  took  up  His  cross  and  carried  it  to  fulfill  the  will  of  His  Father.  He  will  give  us  the 
 strength to do the same. 
 Father we thank You for Your faithfulness. We thank You that You provide what we need when 

 we don’t even have the strength to ask for it. Help us to hold fast to the truth of Your Word, 
 and trust that following You is worth whatever cross we carry. 
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