
CROSS Stitched into a Living Tapestry 
 

In colonial days people would create quilts that served as a record of 
their families. These beautiful quilts would be made of remnant cloth 
patches. Each patch like a movie frame captured an event in the life of 
that family. 
 
The patches would be embroidered with multicolored thread that 
provided the details of those scenes of life that told the story of the 
family. It became a tapestry of the life of one family’s history. 
 
Did you know there is another tapestry you may be part of? It is 
different from the tapestry of life created by people to record the past 
history of one single family. 
 
The other tapestry is a living tapestry of the family that was Redeemed 
and bought by the blood of the Son of God. Jesus paid on the Cross for 
each member of His family throughout time…past, present and future. 
 
It has been said by someone else that each believer is but one thread 
in a Grand Tapestry that is being woven throughout time by the very 
hand of God Himself. 
 
Believers represent a multitude of colored threads that have been 
CROSS Stitched together with the one Crimson colored thread of the 
Lord Jesus Christ…forming a living tapestry of people who are eternal 
and will never die. 
 
The embroidered story of our lives represents bitterness, sweetness; 
times when prayers go unanswered and we must trust in patience as 
we wait on the Lord. There are times of great sorrow and of great joy 
and worship of the Living God; all woven together to tell our story. 
 
But then something else happens. God takes our thread and weaves it 
to create touch points with the threads of other people and then He 
CROSS Stitches the Crimson thread of His Son around two people at 
the same time.  
 
These times in my life have been few, but when they happen my heart 
grows warm within me and I feel inexpressible joy. God weaves me 
together with another believer or a person who is a True Seeker of 
Christ forming a moment in time that is precious beyond words.  
 



It is here that I have an opportunity to strengthen the faith of 
someone, or to defend the name of Jesus. Or it is moment in time 
where I am humbled to hear the story of another believer and how the 
Lord Jesus carries their Cross for them and they still through all the 
pain can have JOY in the Morning. 
 
These are times when we share the story of our storms in life and 
realize HE is always with us. These are times He becomes so real to us 
that our walk by Faith almost becomes a walk by sight…we can FEEL 
HIS Presence.  
 
This living tapestry we are members of in Christ is difficult to visualize. 
From our perspective at best all we see are the threads from 
underneath the tapestry. We cannot see the grandeur of the story 
being woven above. 
 
So life gets the best of us more often than not in our journey of faith. 
We get disappointed; the brightness of our hope grows faint as we 
continue to look through a mirror dimly.  
 
But then when we need it most, because He loves us and understand’s 
our need…He CROSS Stitches two threads that believe in HIM with His 
own Crimson thread. Then the Scriptures become real again, because 
we can feel His Presence as He said…"For where two or three have 
gathered together in My name, I am there in their midst."   
Matthew 18:20 . 
 
As I said these moments of True Reality and clarity of Mind, Soul, 
Heart and Purpose have been rare. When they do happen Heaven 
melts into Earth, my Spiritual senses become heightened within me 
and I feel the touch of the Masters Hand…and am humbled. 
 
I have asked permission of two dear friends to share a glimpse into 
their lives with you. Each of them knows the feeling of being CROSS 
Stitched, each knows the touch of the Masters Hand and each now has 
their Cross being carried for them by Christ. 
 
No names are used, but their stories have rekindled in me the AWE 
and WONDER and MERCY AND GRACE of the LIVING GOD we serve. I 
am truly humbled to share the following with you. 
 
 
 
 



“WE are ALL made in the IMAGE of GOD”… 
 
“I liked this little story this week.  I especially like the way you mention how you 
see God in everything around you, even Gnarly Bob.  I understand that this 
wasn't the whole point of the story, but it hit a nerve with me that I wanted to 
share with you. 
  
You once said something at work about me that will stay with me forever.  You 
most likely will not even remember saying it, but it is something where you see 
God at work even in me.  What you said made me feel so good and special.  Talk 
about turning a lemon into lemonade.  Are you curious as to what you said? 
  
Well, let me set the stage of what happened.  I was in the office and we were 
talking with ___ and ___ with just silly office chatter.  The discussion somehow 
turned to our stature or lack of it and I mentioned that I would be taller if I were 
not so bent over and that is when you said those magic words....."That's 
because you are just humble before God!"   
 
That hit me like a thunderbolt.  It isn't easy to be a little physically deformed.  I 
often forget about it until I catch my refection in a store window or a passing 
mirror.   I try to stand straighter and feel the pain in my back and spine as I toss 
back my shoulders and try to stand as upright as possible, only to slump over 
somewhat depressed about my inability to keep upright.   
 
But now, after your words, I feel completely different about myself.  I think God 
made me this way to remind me to be humble before Him.  I know I certainly 
have forgotten to be humble in the past, but now I see things differently.  I'm 
certainly less depressed about my physical problem and now wear my deformity 
as a badge of honor and to show respect to Him. 
  
You certainly do see God in everything, even in your slightly damaged friends.” 
 
Jesus did not promise to keep us from the storms of life; He 
promised to be there with us…leading us through them… 
 
“Just got back from spending the day with my oldest daughter up at U of  
M. What a great place! I would love to start over and be a college  
student living in Ann Arbor. My youngest ___ is doing great. Although  
she continues physical therapy two times a week after school, the pain  
is finally gone, and we are down to working on range of motion. She is  
stuck at 90 degrees, but is living a fairly normal life right now. Back  
to school for her senior year and finding herself more accepted now  
that there is no obvious handicap. 
 
It is funny you sent me this e mail when you did because my wife and I  
were just discussing how we never would have made it through all of this 



 without our faith. 
 
 In fact, so much good came from the trials we have faced over the last four 
years, that I am actually looking forward to what good will come out of my  
most recent flare up. We all need to face our share of suffering, and  
this is nothing compared to the suffering Christ did for me.  
 
I was at a small group meeting last Sunday that my wife and I attend through  
church. It is a group of about 12 Christians who meet bi weekly and  
study different chapters of the bible. We have become very close over  
the last three or four years and are able to share in confidence many  
of our most troubling personal circumstances. There was a guest invited  
to this meeting, which is very unusual for our group. When I was  
introduced, I shook his hand and felt this most powerful feeling go  
through my body. The hair actually stood up on the back of my neck.  
 
He was a very peaceful fellow that was very easy to talk to and I felt  
very comfortable around. My friends who invited him had explained that  
I had just found out my cancer had returned and that I was facing an  
uncertain future. He informed me that he was the retired Pastor of a  
non denominational Christian church and that he was currently  
undergoing his second round of chemo for terminal colon cancer.  
 
He said ___, what we are facing is not suffering.... think of a civil war  
soldier that took a musket ball in the hip and then was given a sip of  
bourbon while they sawed his leg off, now that's suffering. Today, with  
morphine and all the pain drugs available to us, our pain is nothing.  
Then he said, think how Christ suffered compared to what we are going  
through, and that really put it in perspective.  
 
What a simple suggestion you make, pray for the strength to deal with the 
sickness and pain, that is what has really made us stronger. I pray selfishly  
like most I suppose, asking for God to make everything better. Your  
message really hit home. Anyway, the cancer has returned in my upper  
chest and now the right lung.  
 
Surgery and radiation is not an option at this point, so my only option is chemo. 
they can not cure it at this point, just see how long they can extend my life. If the 
chemo can get me back in remission, I have a chance to be around for a while 
longer.  
 
There is one lady I go to chemo with that was sent home to die 10 years  
ago and has been kept alive all this time getting chemo 6 months out of  
each year so you never know. I know that with the Lord directing that  
chemo to all the right places gives me the best odds. You ask about my  
support group, and that has been key.  



Since I rediscovered Christ 4 years ago, I have been surrounded by Christians. 
Between my church, small group and my Tuesday bible study group, I have met 
some of the most wonderful people you could ever imagine. I have also found 
people to be wonderful that I didn't think were so wonderful before. (funny  
how that works). 
 
 One of the best things about not working anymore is that I can choose who I 
want to be with everyday. I have found that I can't go to wrong hanging with other 
Christians. Oh well, enough rambling. I would love to get together.... Call when 
you are around for a few days and we can have a coffee. I still feel pretty good.” 
 
 
 
Two stories shared. Two touch points in time. Their thread and mine CROSS 
Stitched together with the Crimson Thread of Jesus…how humbling it is to know 
these two people.  Our burdens in this life are lighter when placed on the 
Lord…but still the pain remains…but we are never alone…and we are never 
given more than we can carry. 
 
WE are a family…The Family of God…chosen by God from before the 
foundations of the earth were made. WE have been CROSS Stitched together by 
the very hand of God Himself at touch points in time…determined in eternity 
past. 
 
When WE share our stories with each other, broken hearts are made whole, 
infirmities become easier to deal with because in the end of the coming 
beginning; it is LOVE that WILL Conquer ALL…His Love for US. 
 
So keep your senses alert and wait for those times when you can feel the Touch 
of The Masters Hand.  
 
Then reach out and uplift a fellow brother or sister in Christ…Reach out and 
touch the heart of someone for Christ. 
 
ernie 
 
“FEAR NOT….for I have OVERCOME the World…I have RISEN from the Dead 
and I HOLD the Keys of ETERNAL LIFE….I AM with YOU till the End of the 
Age…and YOU are part of MY Forever  Family…a Living Tapestry of Remnant 
cloth patches; CROSS Stitched together to tell my story to the world. 
 
“LOVE ONE ANOTHER…” 
 

Jesus, The Son of the Most High GOD 

 


