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I am Ready to Halt – David (Ps. 38:17) 

This man is a pattern of every Christian. He was a Mephibosheth, lame on both his feet, 

and that not merely from childhood, but from birth! In one respect, he is a picture of every man, 

incapable of doing any good and inclined to all evil. A picture he is, a character in a story, 

without family tree, not great enough to have a recorded genealogy. David, who said “I am ready 

to halt,” made mention of his mother when he said, “Behold, I was shapen in iniquity, and in sin 

did my mother conceive me.” But the name of Ready-to-halt’s mother is not important, nor how, 

when but a few months old, he learned to walk on crutches. Of much less point is there in 

knowing whether a kind carpenter made his first crutch, or of what wood it was carved. The 

story does not pander to mere sentimental curiosity. But it is no sickly sentimentalism to wonder 

how Mr. Ready-to-halt got to be a stranger and a pilgrim, how a cripple like him could get 

through the Slough of Despond, up the Hill Difficulty and past enemies like Apollyon and the 

Giant Despair. 

We first meet Ready-to-halt at the door of Gaius, who loves to entertain the saints, and 

there at that door he finds Mr. Feeble-mind and Great-heart conversing. Mr. Feeble-mind 

discovers Mr. Ready-to-halt with his crutches to be the most fit companion for him in the 

journey which they happily decide they shall take together. Their company was led by Great-

heart and Mr. Honest, followed by Christiana and her children, with these shaky two, naturally, 

forming the rearward. So here is a Mr. Nothing-in-himself, weak, with no legs you could really 

call legs, those he had being really only his crutches. He had no hands to hold them, except with 

a grip inspired from above. In his crutches you have the secret of this man’s life. Ready-to-halt’s 

use of crutches are his leaning on the promises of God. He went nowhere without his crutches. 

Do you know how it is with a lame man? Normal men give not a thought to standing up 

to walk or to run. But the lame man must wait until his crutches are brought him. Then slowly 

and agonizingly he hawls himself upright on his crutches, to, with great labor, stagger on his 

way. The Christian lame man knows he has no godliness in himself, no inherent graces, nothing 

of self to stand upon or even partly lean on. If he is a true Ready-to-halt, he is absolutely and 

always dependent on the promises of God. The promises of the gospel found in the Scripture are 

his very life. Take away his crutches (God’s promises) and Mr. Ready-to-halt is just a pile of 

doll-rags. He takes not one step unless upon a promise. So with his crutches, step by step, he 

could slog through the Slough of Despond, scale Mt. Clear, smash the head of Beelzebub, until at 

Jordan he almost grudgingly relinquished his crutches for the chariots of fire there awaiting him. 

While on pilgrimage, whenever he fell into a hole, he dug his way out with a crutch. Fellow-

traveler, you dig? 

Our Lord, when He came here, was made in the likeness of sinful flesh, like unto His 

brethren, yet without sin. He, then, made himself like Mr. Ready-to-halt. For He accomplished 

His sojourn and finished His work leaning on His Father’s promises. Isaiah, often very bold, 

prophesied that Messiah, when He would come, would have to be held up (41:10,13; 42:6), 

encouraged, comforted and sustained by the Triune Jehovah. Indeed, the land of His sojourn was 

the proving- ground of every crutch, rod and staff of promise which He tested with His whole 

weight upon them. He found them serviceable, supporting and sufficient. Ready-to-halt’s 

crutches had already borne the testing and weight of divine stress. They would assuredly hold 



him. David said, I am ready to halt. Jacob became a Ready-to-halt after his wrestling with God, 

so learning, at last, that he overcame, to prevail with God, not by his own strength, but by taking 

hold of God’s strength (Gen. 32:31; Isa. 27:5). The prophet Malachi reveals that this same word 

halt (limp) refers to Israel. The Israel of God is Ready-to-halt! (4:6-7). It limps through this 

world, hanging its helpless soul on God. Not that it has strength even to cling to Him, but it is a 

matter of “Hold Thou me up, and I shall be safe!” 

Ready-to-halt has left his mark in the world. The dot of his crutches is found on no by-

path, on no wrong turn. You see those crutch-marks on a cold, murky day? Follow them as a 

straight guide-line in your pilgrimage to the heavenly city. Put your feet down in the prints of 

those crutches. On your way, more than one Ready-to-halt with crutches ought to be a comfort to 

you. The Christian is not The Invisible Man, but he does have an invisible means of support; he 

is a man with invisible crutches. 

When Doubting Castle of the Giant Despair was finally destroyed, Christiana and her 

daughter provided music with viol and lute. Mr. Ready-to-halt with one crutch in hand took Miss 

Much-afraid with his other hand and they both danced fantastically. 

Ready-to-halt comes to his end when a heavenly postman informed him, “I come from 

Him whom thou hast loved and followed, though upon crutches, and I tell thee that He expects 

thee at His table to sup with Him in His kingdom next day after Easter. Therefore prepare thyself 

for this journey.” The King would have at His table this beloved Mephibosheth with the 

assurance, “Fear not, Mephibosheth, for I will surely show thee kindness, and thou shalt eat 

bread at my table continually.” Thereupon, Mr. Ready-to-halt gathered his traveling companions 

about him to inform them. “God has sent for me, and surely will for you also soon.” He had Mr. 

Valiant-for- truth draw up his will. His crutches he bequeathed to his son, with a hundred loving 

wishes that he would handle them better than he had. His son was a pilgrim from his cradle. Like 

his father, he rocked out of cradle to crutches. “From an infant thou hast known the holy 

Scriptures.” Like Abraham, like God’s covenant people, in the line of generations, he received 

from God, and he as good as dead, a child of promise. Have you ever looked down into your 

babe’s crib while they peacefully slept in the dark of night to whisper a prayer of thanksgiving 

for covenant seed? and to pray, Thou hast not dealt with me according to my sins, nor rewarded 

me according to my iniquities? Is it your will to leave your crutches (the inspired promises) to 

your son, your daughter? Does your will express it that you would have them handle God’s 

promises better than you have? 
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