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Pray… Lord, let me regard useless idols of man with disdain, and trust in You. Let me be glad and rejoice in Your mercy, for You have considered my trouble and seen my soul in times of adversity. Still You have not turned me over to the clutches of the enemy, but have set my feet in a place of peace. Have mercy on me, O Lord, for my soul is greatly troubled. My vision languishes in anxiety, and my soul and my body feel the stress. My time is too often spent worrying, and my days are filled with sighing. My will to fight fails because of my sin, and my life seems wasted. Both those who know me and those who don’t doubt me, as Satan’s attacks curse me with double-mindedness and fear. It seems I am shunned by all. Those who don’t know me avoid me, and I am forgotten like a dead man. I am mocked as one who has lost his mind, and have become like a uselessly broken vessel. I pay heed to the slander of the enemy—therefore anxiety and doubt encircle me on every side. Satan counsels against me, and schemes to gain the victory over my faith and rob me of a life hidden in You. 

Nevertheless, Lord Jesus, my heart’s desire is to abide fully in You. My spirit cries out, “You are my God, and my times are in Your hand, so deliver me from the clutches of evil and darkness! Make Your face to shine upon me once again, and again let me feel the warmth of Your blessing! Renew me for Your mercies’ sake, O Lord, and do not let me be ashamed in my sin, for I have called upon You. Let the worldly forces of this darkness be confounded. Silence them, and send them quickly back to the depths they came from. Let their lying lips that speak insolent things proudly and with contempt against You and Your righteous ones, be struck dumb and mute. Deliver me, O my God!

Consider... Therefore, I will not restrain my mouth. I will speak in the anguish of my spirit. I will complain in the bitterness of my soul. There are times when the schemes of the enemy, the inclinations of our flesh, and the seeming distance of God cast our lives into a desperate whirlpool of confusion and despair. We spend our days in sorrow and sighing while Satan’s plots charge on unopposed. The flesh and the spirit are at war, and we seem more a helpless spectator than an active participant. There are two truths we must hold on to now: first, our battle is not against flesh and blood but against evil itself. It is not the circumstances or the people, but rather the powers behind them on the attack. Then, once we have come to view the fight with eyes keen to spiritual warfare, we must trust that “greater is He who is in us than he who is in the world.” Our times are truly in heaven’s hand, so take the fight to the heavenly battle-field and cry out to your heavenly Comrade in Arms in the anguish of your spirit. Leave the struggle in the capable hands of your heavenly Battle-Host who can always be trusted in ultimate matters. After your season of testing the evil one will be subdued, his lying lips will be silenced, and your feet will be set back on the broad plane of God’s fruitful plan for you.

Reflect... 
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 31(6-18)  In great distress and grief








