
Land of Uprightness Written September 21, 1998 in Richland, Mississippi, below:

Land of Uprightness

Reading:  Psalm 143, KJV

Focus:  Psalm 143:7-11

“Hear me speedily, O Lord:  my spirit faileth:  hide not thy face from me, lest I be like unto them that go down into the pit.  Cause me to hear thy lovingkindness in the morning;  for in thee do I trust;  cause me to know the way wherein I should walk;  for I lift up my soul unto thee.  Deliver me, O Lord, from mine enemies:  I flee unto thee to hide me.  Teach me to do thy will;  for thou art my God:  thy spirit is good;  lead me into the land of uprightness.  Quicken me, O Lord, for thy name’s sake:  for thy righteousness; sake bring my soul out of trouble.”
My “land of uprightness” could have been anywhere.  When I moved back to Mississippi late summer of 1998, after living in Pensacola for 10 years, God led me into the land of uprightness through a Southern Baptist, Bible-Teaching, Evangelical, warm and friendly church, just around the corner from the apartment I had moved into with my two children.  Kelly, my daughter, was 6, and Garrett was 3 ½.  I had come, not running from, but running to a place that God had prepared.  That place was the full will and heart of God, through Christ Jesus’ love and compassion.  The place was not the church itself, but the place was found by the continuous nourishment and encouragement by the church members.

My place, or “land” of uprightness, was my heart to do only God’s will, and not my own.  For too many years I had ignored my upbringing, which had been in the church, and my early salvation and confession of Jesus Christ for my own life.  I had married an agnostic man whose alcoholism gradually worsened into vile and bitter verbal abuse towards me, and anything that I did, or believed.  “Jesus Freak,” “religious fanatic,” and “Mississippi trash” were but a few of the names that my husband would scream at me in the middle of the night, during his drunken brawls.

My husband’s alcoholism surfaced after the birth of our daughter, in 1992, became unmanageable during his mother’s long bout with cancer, and increased in destructiveness after our son was born in 1995.  “My spirit faileth” describes my nonexistent spiritual life during those burdened years.  My husband chose to stay away from me and the children more and more, both by working longer hitches at sea, and drinking nearly non-stop even when he was home. My spirit was failing, and I began, slowly, calling out God's name for help.

“Hide not thy face from me, lest I be like unto them that go down into the pit.  Cause me to hear thy lovingkindness in the morning.”

Those words I prayed many nights, hoping for God’s lovingkindness the next morning.  If my nights were to be “down into the pit” by experiencing my husband’s outrages, then surely my mornings could only improve.  And guess what?  The mornings improved, and stretched way into the next night, until God’s love encompassed every second of my life.

“For in thee do I trust,” the psalmist says.  Did I trust God?  I had trusted my own mind and my own lusts when I chose to enter this marriage.  I had been foolishly flattered by my husband’s affections, that later turned into rage against me.  Once my husband told me that he was the anti-Christ.  He was mocking my faith in God, I realized, however there was much truth to what he said.  For me to listen to his abuse, and to believe it, was for me to turn away from Christ, and away from the love of God.  I would be living a life of anti (against) Christ.

How could I trust God to show me His will?  While still married, and still in Florida, I had been going to the neighborhood Episcopal Church for over a year.  Through this church, I had been fed the Word of God, and shown again the love of Christ through His people.  Slowly, as a baby grows each day, at first not noticed, but over time noticed by all, I gained in strength through Christ Jesus.  I could not get enough of God’s Word.  I took every available church study of the Bible, and studied even more on my own time.  My failing spirit was gone, and replaced completely with Jesus’ lovingkindness.  From this love came the trust in His complete will and guidance to live to serve God, and not to serve myself.

“Teach me to do thy will;  for thou art my God:  thy spirit is good;  lead me into the land of uprightness.”
God did teach me His will.  I learned that I could live in His will moment to moment, in one place at a time.  I daily seek to live in His will each moment, with no anxiety about tomorrow.  I did find that as I trusted Him by faith in the small things he provided, that I at last could trust Him in the big things He provided.  God is my God, His spirit is good, and yes, He led me into a new land of uprightness.  He did all but pack my bags to move back to Mississippi with my two children after my husband left me, and I have not, and will not, ever look back to a life without God’s will.

“Quicken me, O Lord, for thy name’s sake:  for thy righteousness; sake bring my soul out of trouble.”
The Lord is quickening me, giving me strength to live for His righteousness, in His complete will.  He has brought my soul out of the troubled marriage, out of my own selfish will, out of a destructive job, out of a home not fit to raise precious children, and into a life with the Lord’s righteousness.  He has brought my soul completely out of trouble, and into the light of His love.
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