        Yep, there were my suffering competitors, several feet behind me and straining hard. I turned back smugly to the home stretch of the race. That's when a fairly large moth flew between the upper and lower boundaries of my prematurely confident grin. It landed right on the back of my tongue, and suddenly the race was the last thing on my mind.





       I began spittin, coughing, and hacking, and various moth parts escaped from my mouth with each effort. I actully remember thinking, "That was a wing! That was a leg! Oh yuck, that was an antenna!"








Once moth parts stopped coming out, the feeling of utter�disgust set in. I had tasted-and almost digested-an ugly, flut-�tering insect. It had spent long enough in my mouth for me to�dismember it, and who knows what microscopic parts or fluids�might still be with me. What kind of doctor does one see for�moth poisoning?


Although this all happened in a matter of seconds, I think�you can imagine what happened in the race. That guy who was�straining so hard in second place and two or three of his buddies�passed me up, and I ended up having their dust as a main course�for my moth appetizer. I lost the race-the race I was winning�until then.


Therefore, since we are surrounded by such a great cloud of�witnesses, let us throw off everything that hinders and the sin�that so easily entangles, and let us run with perseverance the�race marked out for us. (Hebrews 12:1)


This verse makes a distinction between "the sin that so easily�entangles" and "everything that hinders." Yet both keep us from�running our best spiritual race.


If my competitors in that race had designated someone to grab�my ankles or trip me at the starting line, well, I wouldn't even have�run the race. That's one way to look at sin. It's debilitating. Con-�fining. You don't even want to run when you're in its embrace.


The moth, on the other hand, is more like temptation. It�was a distraction that took my attention away from the race just�enough to help me lose it. If my mouth had been closed, the�moth would have been a minor, insignificant distraction. It was�when I "opened up" to it that the distraction became as effective�as someone holding on to my ankles. And who knows? Maybe�after you swallow enough moths, you acquire a disgusting, dan-�gerous taste for moth soup.


Is your mouth open?


What "distractions" will you face today that might keep you from running your best race? Have you deliberately placed some hurdles out there yourself that make your race harder to run? Will you commit now not to turn your head and open your mouth,�even when you're in the lead?


You might also take a look at... James 1:2-4; James 1:12-15


