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Preface

My mind has never been a quiet place.

Thoughts arrive before I have wnished Qith the ones already there. Puestions 
interrupt prayers. Olans appear in the middle of Qorship. ,ne thought becomes 
another- and then another- until I have travelled a considerable distance from 
Qherever I began. There are days Qhen my mind seems determined to be everyx
Qhere eAcept Qhere I am.

Snd yet- there are other moments.

Gometimes I become so absorbed in the presence of Hod that the noise seems 
to fall aQay. I can sit Qith Gcripture and everything else becomes distant. Time 
passes di1erently. The thoughts that usually compete for my attention lose their 
urgency- and for a Qhile there is simply Hod and me.

Then there are days Qhen I struggle to remain Qith kim for wve uninterrupted 
minutes.

GomeQhere betQeen those tQo eAperiences- I found the Osalms.
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,f course- I had 3noQn them for years. Osalm D' Qas familiar. Go Qere the 
opening Qords of Osalm 2 and BavidFs cries scattered throughout the boo3. I had 
read them- heard them preached and returned to particular verses Qhen I needed 
encouragement.

Wut something changed Qhen I stopped reading the Osalms only for Qhat they 
could teach me and began alloQing them to give language to Qhat Qas happening 
inside me.

The Osalms are remar3ably untidy.

They Qorship. They question. They celebrate. They grieve. They remember Qhat 
Hod has done and then as3 Qhere ke has gone. They contain conwdence and 
confusion- gratitude and anger- stillness and desperation. Gometimes the Qriter 
seems completely certain of HodFs goodness. St other times he is crying out from 
someQhere that feels abandoned.

Snd Gcripture does not hide any of it.

That has become deeply important to me.

:or a long time- I thin3 I eApected my relationship Qith Hod to become tidier 
as my faith greQ. I imagined spiritual maturity Qould mean feQer questions- 
greater certainty and perhaps even a mind increasingly capable of becoming still 
on command.

Instead- I have discovered that my faith has rhythms.

There are days of eAtraordinary conwdence in Hod and days Qhen ke feels 
strangely distant. There are prayers that pour out of me and others that barely 
ma3e it beyond a sentence. Gometimes Gcripture grips me so deeply that I carry 
a passage around for days. St other times I read the same paragraph repeatedly 
because my mind has Qandered someQhere else.
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I have 3noQn Qhat it is to Qal3 aQay from Hod.

I have also 3noQn Qhat it is to return.

Oerhaps that is one reason the Osalms have begun to feel less li3e ancient poetry I 
am observing and more li3e an invitation to become honest before Hod.

Osalm 2 Qas one of the places Qhere this boo3 began.

I found myself thin3ing about its imagery of a tree planted beside Qater. I thought 
about roots and fruit- seasons and drought- stability and Qandering. I began 
thin3ing about Qhere I had planted my oQn life and about the seasons Qhen my 
roots had been shalloQ.

Then the question I Qas as3ing changed.

Instead of as3ing- What could I teach someone about this Psalm? I began as3ing- 
What is this Psalm uncovering in me?

That question became the beginning of these pages.

I started Qriting responses to Qhat I encountered in Gcripture. Gometimes they 
became prayers. Gometimes poems. Gometimes re4ections. Gometimes something 
closer to lament. I did not set out to eAplain the Osalms or reQrite them in conx
temporary language. I Qanted to alloQ them to spea3 wrst and then pay attention 
to Qhat happened inside me afterQard.

That distinction matters.

The Osalms are Gcripture. They are part of the inspired Yord of Hod. The Qords 
in this boo3 are not. They are not neQ psalms being o1ered alongside the biblical 
ones- nor are they attempts to improve- replace or add to Qhat Gcripture has 
already said.
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They are responses.

They are the Qords of one man encountering Gcripture Qith a restless mind and 
trying to be honest about Qhat he wnds there.

Gometimes the response is Qorship. Gometimes gratitude. Gometimes confession. 
Gometimes it is a question I cannot ansQer. Gometimes it is a lament that refuses 
to resolve itself neatly.

Snd sometimes all I seem capable of saying isN

God, I am still here.

I have decided not to tidy those moments up.

The Osalms have helped give me permission not to.

I donFt Qant every lament in this boo3 to end Qith a lesson. I donFt Qant every 
question to receive an ansQer three paragraphs later. I donFt Qant to manufacture 
hope simply because hope Qould ma3e a more satisfying wnal paragraph. Snd I 
donFt Qant to pretend that because I 3noQ something to be true about Hod- I 
alQays feel its truth Qith equal intensity.

:aith does not alQays feel li3e certainty.

Gometimes faith feels li3e staying.

Gometimes it feels li3e returning.

Sgain and again.

There are parts of my life I Qould reQrite if I could. There Qere years Qhen 
my roots Qere shalloQ and roads I folloQed because I Qanted something other 
than Hod. There Qere choices I Qish I had made di1erently and seasons Qhen I 
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Qandered far enough that I could almost convince myself the Qater Qas no longer 
there.

Cet Qhen I returned- I discovered something that continues to reshape the Qay I 
understand grace.

Hod had not lost trac3 of me.

That does not ma3e the Qandering meaningless. It does not erase consequences 
or transform every Qrong turn into something good. It simply means that my 
ability to Qander Qas never greater than HodFs ability to 3noQ Qhere I Qas.

5oQ I wnd myself in another 3ind of season.

I Qant to serve Hod. I Qant my life to matter for kis jingdom. I Qant to 
Qrite- encourage people- care for them and folloQ Qherever ke leads. Cet I am 
discovering that even good desires can become another 3ind of noise.

6alling can become striving.

Gervice can become measurement.

I can become so concerned Qith Qhether there is fruit on the branches that I fail 
to notice Qhat Hod may still be doing beneath the soil.

Oerhaps that is another reason I 3eep returning to the Osalms. They continually 
draQ my attention aQay from the version of myself I am trying to construct and 
bac3 toQard Hod. They remind me that I can come before kim Qith praise 
Qithout pretending I never doubt- Qith questions Qithout abandoning faith- and 
Qith sorroQ Qithout surrendering hope.

Go I am learning to stop occasionally.

To listen.
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To Qrite.

To pray badly Qhen I cannot pray beautifully.

To admit Qhen I am distracted.

To as3 questions Qithout immediately trying to ansQer them.

Snd to remain Qith Gcripture long enough for it to confront the person I actually 
am rather than the person I thin3 I should be.

The pages that folloQ come from those moments.

They Qill not form a straight 9ourney from doubt to certainty or from restlessness 
to peace. That Qould not be an honest representation of my mind- my faith- or 
the Osalms that inspired them. There may be conwdence folloQed by uncertainty- 
gratitude folloQed by frustration- intimacy folloQed by silence. S prayer may sit 
beside a poem. S declaration of faith may be folloQed by a question.

That is intentional.

This is not the record of a straight 9ourney toQards spiritual certainty.

It is the record of a relationship.

Oerhaps you Qill recognise something of yourself here. Cour mind may Qor3 
nothing li3e mine- but you may 3noQ Qhat it means to Qander. Cou may 3noQ 
drought. Cou may 3noQ the strange eAperience of trusting Hod Qhile simultanex
ously as3ing kim Qhere ke is. Cou may have seasons Qhen your branches seem 
heavy Qith fruit and others Qhen you Qonder Qhether anything is groQing at all.

I am not going to o1er you a formula for any of that.

I am simply inviting you to sit beside me for a Qhile.
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Wring your questions.

Wring your Qorship.

Wring the thoughts you Qish Qould become quiet and the prayers you cannot 
quite wnish.

Wring the parts of your faith that feel strong and the parts you Qould rather 
nobody saQ.

There is room for all of it here.

The Osalms have taught me that there is room for all of it before Hod.

There Qill be noise in these pages. There Qill be Qorship- doubt- gratitude- 
frustration- longing- silence and hope. There Qill be moments Qhen Hod seems 
eAtraordinarily close and others Qhen I wnd myself searching for kim again.

Snd someQhere beneath all of it- I am discovering that faith is sometimes nothing 
more complicated than returning.
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Where My Roots Are
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Inspired by Psalm 1

My mind has never been a quiet place.

It wakes before I do, already moving through conversations that haven’t hap-
pened, roads I may never travel, possibilities God has not asked me to pursue. I 
have often mistaken movement for growth.

I know how to be busy. I know how to Pll a day with things that matter, even 
things that carry the name of God, and still somehow be thirsty.

 erhaps roots do not grow where everyone can see them.

I keep looking for fruit, for something I can point to and say,BThere. God is using 
me. The wandering wasn’t wasted. I am becoming who He called me to be.

Tut trees don’t seem concerned with proving themselves. Shey don’t count their 
leaves or compare their branches. Shey simply reach downward.

I am learning downward.

Shrough years I would rather rewrite. Shrough prayers I abandoned and roads I 
chose because they seemed easier than remaining still. Aomewhere beneath all of 
it, there was water.

9nd now there are moments when everything inside me stops. She noise qui-
etens, the questions loosen their grip, and for a few precious minutes I am not 
trying to become anything.

I am simply with God.

Shen a thought arrives. Shen another. 9 plan. 9 possibility. Somorrow. Audden-
ly I have travelled a hundred miles without leaving the chair.

Ao I return.
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9gain and again.

 erhaps returning is part of being rooted.

I don’t know what season this is. Maybe there is fruit coming. Maybe this is still 
the season of roots. Maybe some things will grow long after I stop checking the 
branches.

I only know that after all my wandering and all my noise, I have found the water 
again.

:r perhaps the greater truth is this1

God always knew where I was.
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The Throne I Keep 
Borrowing
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Inspired by Psalm 2

There is a rebellion inside me.

Not the kind that raises armies
or tears down gates.

Mine is quieter.

It makes lists.

It plans three conversations ahead,
imagines the answer before the question is asked,
builds tomorrow before today has Snished
and calls it wisdom.

Yometimes it even calls it faith.

I have spent years trying to understand
where I am going.

There were years when I ran from Oou,
years when Oour name belonged to another version of me,
a younger man with certainty in his pockets
who thought calling meant knowing the destination.

Then I came back.

Jr perhaps I Snally noticed
Oou had never stopped calling.

Now there are mornings when I stand before people
and speak about 2esus.
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There are moments when someone comes forward
and I am trusted to stand beside them.

There are words being written,
pages becoming books,
doors appearing where walls used to be.

Wnd somewhere in all of it
I keep asking,

?hat does this meanH

?here is this goingH

Is this the beginningH

Wm I readyH

Eave I waited too longH

My mind gathers the questions
like nations gathering at the border.

Bvery one of them demanding an answer.

Bvery one convinced it deserves the throne.

3ut heaven does not panic.

Oou do not pace.

Oou do not stare at my unSnished life
wondering what Oou are going to do with it.

Oou are not intimidated by my age,
my history,
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the years I lost,
the qualiScations I do not have,
or the thoughts that sometimes arrive
faster than I can sort them.

Oou are still 'od
when my attention wanders.

Ytill 'od
when I feel called.

Ytill 'od
when the door opens.

Ytill 'od
when it doesnPt.

Lerhaps that is what I keep forgetting.

I am not being asked
to rule the future.

Jnly to follow Oou into it.

Yo I will loosen my hands
from the throne I keep borrowing.

4et tomorrow remain tomorrow.

4et unanswered questions remain unanswered.

4et the noise argue with itself
for a while.
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I have spent enough of my life
trying to work out where I belong.

Today,

it is enough to know
?ho is 5ing.
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While I Was Sleeping
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Inspired by Psalm 3

Night has a way
of making everything louder.

The world goes quiet
and somehow my mind takes that
as permission to speak.

Did you remember this?

What are you going to do about that?

What if the door doesn't open?

What if it does?

There are conversations to rehearse,
mistakes to revisit,
books still unwritten,
people I want to help,
prayers waiting for answers,
and a future I keep trying
to arrive at before morning.

Sometimes I wonder
how a body can be so tired
while a mind remains so determined
to stay awake.

I tell myself to stop thinking.

That usually creates another thought.
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So I pray.

Not always well.

Sometimes there are no beautiful words.

Just,

God, I'm tired.

And perhaps
that is prayer enough.

David slept while enemies surrounded him.

I used to think faith
was the reason he could sleep.

Now I wonder if sleep itself
was the act of faith.

Because eventually
he had to close his eyes.

Eventually he had to stop watching.

Stop planning.

Stop anticipating.

Stop protecting.

For a few hours
the king could not guard the kingdom.

And morning still came.
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I understand something about that now.

There are things I cannot xP tonight.

There are people I cannot carry tonight.

There are doors I cannot force open,
years I cannot recover,
callings I cannot manufacture,
and versions of myself
I no longer need to resurrect.

So perhaps tonight
I do not need another answer.

Yerhaps I need a pillow.

I can give 9ou
the unxnished sentence.

The unanswered prayer.

The idea that arrived too late.

The fear that arrived too early.

The strange miPture
of gratitude and uncertainty
that seems to follow me everywhere.

And I can close my eyes.

Not because everything is settled.

Not because my mind has xnally become quiet.
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Not because tomorrow suddenly makes sense.

But because there is something deeply humbling
about remembering
that the world continues
without my supervision.

2orning will come
whether I worry it into ePistence or not.

And when I wake,

some questions will still be there.

Some prayers will still be unanswered.

2y mind may begin running
before my feet touch the 0oor.

But for those hours
when I knew nothing,

planned nothing,

controlled nothing,

9ou were still God.

I slept.

9ou stayed.

And somehow,

I woke again.
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Before My Feet Hit the 
Floor
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Inspired by Psalm 5

I don't wake slowly.

There is no gentle negotiation
between sleep and consciousness.

One moment there is nothing.

Then everything.

What day is it?

What needs doing?

Who do I need to call?

What did I forget yesterday?

There is something I need to write.

I should check that.

I wonder if they replied.

Don't forget this afternoon.

And suddenly
I have been awake for thirty seconds
and I am already behind.

My feet have not touched the ,oor
but my mind has left the house.
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It is somewhere in tomorrowY
arguing with yesterdayY
while trying to organise today.

And somewhere in the middle of itY

Nou are there.

Jot shouting over the noise.

Jot demanding that I silence it
before approaching Nou.

Pust there.

David brought Nou his voice
in the morning.

I wonder what his mornings sounded like.

qerhaps they weren't Suiet either.

qerhaps prayer was not something
he did after everything inside him settled.

qerhaps prayer was how
he brought the unsettled things with him.

3o this morningY

before the messagesY

before the plansY

before I decide what today
is supposed to becomeY
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here is my mind.

All of it.

The idea that arrived before breakfast.

The conversation I am already rehearsing.

The calling I still don't completely understand.

The work waiting for me.

The people I carry in my thoughts.

The words I want to write.

The fear that I will waste time.

The fear that I already have.

I bring them without sorting them Grst.

4ecause perhaps Nou never asked me
to arrive organised.

qerhaps Nou simply asked me
to arrive.

And then comes the part
I Gnd harder.

Waiting.

I am good at asking.

Hood at thinking.
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Hood at moving.

Hood at turning one possibility
into twelve.

Waiting feels like doing nothing.

4ut David prayed
and then watched.

5e e6pected Nou to move
without needing to move Nou himself.

I am still learning that.

I am still learning
that not every thought reSuires action.

Jot every possibility is instruction.

Jot every open door is mine.

Jot every silence means no.

And not every morning
needs to begin with me
Gguring out my life.

3o before my feet hit the ,oorY

before I start building todayY

I give it back to Nou.

I don't know what Nou will do with it.
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I don't know which thought matters
and which one will disappear by lunchtime.

4ut I am here.

A little scattered.

Already thinking too much.

Already reaching for tomorrow.

And stillY

before anything elseY

Nours.
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When I Have Nothing Left
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Inspired by Psalm 6

There are nights when my mind lnabby ceoqmes u,ietI
nqt ceoa,se v hafe pq,nd keaoeI
c,t ceoa,se v hafe r,n q,t qp strength tq .eek thin.ingC

v hafe rekbayed the oqnfersatiqnsC
vmagined the qnes that hafe nqt hakkenedC
Yarried tqmqrrqw intq tqday
and yesterday intq tqnightC

v hafe as.ed u,estiqns that hafe nq answers
and searohed pqr oertainty in kbaoes
where Aq, nefer krqmised v wq,bd lnd itC

Nnd v am tiredC

xqt the .ind qp tired that sbeek abways lSesC

The .ind that settbes sqmewhere deekerI
where thq,ghts ceoqme heafy
and efen krayer peebs bi.e sqmething
v hafe tq lnd the strength tq dqC

Jq tqnight v hafe nq oarep,bby ohqsen wqrdsC

xq bessqnC

xq deobaratiqn acq,t hqw eferything wibb wqr. q,tC

:,st thisG

v am tiredI 8qdC

Aq, abready .nqw thatC
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Aq, hafe seen the thq,ghts v hafenPt skq.enI
the pears v hafe tried tq reasqn awayI
the tears v abmqst pebt emcarrassed tq oryC

Derhaks v dqnPt need tq eSkbain any qp itC

Derhaks v dqnPt need tq ,nderstand mysebp
cepqre v oqme tq Aq,C

Oafid wekt ,ntib his ced was wet with tearsC

Aq, did nqt t,rn away prqm himC

Jq v wibb nqt hide my eSha,stiqn prqm Aq, eitherC

v wibb cring Aq, the kart qp me
that has nqthing bept tq q9erC

xq strengthC
xq oertaintyC
xq kqbished paithC

.nby meC

Nnd sqmewhere ceneath abb this wearinessI
v am ceginning tq cebiefe
that ceing hebd cy Aq,
dqes nqt dekend qn hqw tightby
v oan hqbd mysebp tqgetherC
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Almost Fifty
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Inspired by Psalm 8

Sometimes I look backwards
further than I mean to.

Nearly gfty years
is a lot of Tround
for a restless mind to wander.

vhere are Yersions of me back there
I barely recoTnise.

vhe younT man who thouTht he knew
where his life was ToinT.

vhe one who belieYed callinT
would unfold in a straiTht line.

vhe one who walked away.

vhe one who came back.

vhere are decisions I would chanTe
if ,ou TaYe me the chanceA
years I sometimes wish
I had used dijerentlyA
and roads I still wonder about
when my mind has too much time to traYel.

vhen I look forward.

1nd somehow that feels
Bust as oYerwhelminT.
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Decause I know now
that there are fewer years ahead
than there are behind.

I used to think gfty sounded old.

Now it Bust sounds close.

1nd I gnd myself wonderinT
what ,ou could qossibly want
with this qart of my life.

WaYid looked at the niTht skyA
at the moon and the starsA
and wondered why ,ou would notice
someone as small as him.

I understand the ?uestion.

I look at eYerythinT ,ou are doinTA
at a world glled with qeoqle
younTerA stronTerA more ?ualigedA
with more time ahead of themA
and I wonder why
,ou would still inYolYe me.

2hy nowP

2hy after all these yearsP

2hy call me forward
when there is so much behind meP
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Dut qerhaqs I haYe misunderstood
the ?uestion.

xerhaqs wonder is not found
in workinT out why ,ou chose me.

xerhaqs it is simqly found
in realisinT that ,ou did.

,ou knew eYery road
before I walked it.

,ou saw the years I would loseA
the years I would wanderA
the years when I would barely
look in ,our direction.

1nd stillA somehowA
when I turned aroundA
,ou were there.

Not qointinT backwards.

Not askinT me to become
the man I miTht haYe been.

:allinT the man I am.

1lmost gfty.

Still distracted.

Still learninT.
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Still occasionally wonderinT
what on earth I am doinT.

Dut lookinT ahead now
with somethinT I did not e4qect
to gnd at this aTe.

2onder.

Decause beneath all my ?uestions
there is one I cannot escaqe/

2ho am IA
after all these yearsA
that ,ou would still think of meP

1nd who am I
that ,ou would still ask me
to come with ,ouP
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How Long Is Not Yet?
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Inspired by Psalm 13

How long, God?

I know I am not the rsYt
to aYk uo. thatB

i.t know'ng that
doeYnTt make the wa't'ng eaY'esB

yhese ase dafY when I ceel besta'n
aAo.t whese uo. ase lead'ng meB

vnd then these ase dafY
when noth'ng moNeYB

po doos oJenYB

po bleas anYwes bomeYB

po Y.dden moment
whese eNesfth'ng I haNe Aeen YenY'ng
rnallf makeY YenYeB

x.Yt wa't'ngB

vnd mf m'nd 'Y not Jast'b.laslf good
at wa't'ngB

It wantY t'mel'neYB

It wantY e6Jlanat'onYB

It wantY to know whethes Y'lenbe meanY
not fet,
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not th'Y waf,
os Y'mJlf noB

qo I Ytast look'ng cos Y'gnYB

I seJlaf bonNesYat'onYB

I wondes whethes I heasd uo. bossebtlfB

I P.eYt'on whethes ball'ng
ban seallf ceel th'Y .nbesta'nB

qomet'meY I eNen Aeg'n
tsf'ng to helJ uo. alongB

MeshaJY 'c I Yend anothes meYYageB

Kake anothes JlanB

Wnobk on anothes doosB

7osk a l'ttle hasdesB

iebome a l'ttle mose seadfB

vY tho.gh uo.s t'm'ng
m'ght Yomehow deJend
on how eDb'entlf I ban osgan'Ye 'tB

i.t .ndesneath all that abt'N'tf
'Y a P.'etes P.eYt'onB

HaNe uo. cosgotten me?

I donTt l'ke adm'tt'ng thatB
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It Yo.ndY too dsamat'b
when I Yaf 't alo.dB

I know what I Ael'eNe aAo.t uo.B

I know uo. ase ca'thc.lB

I know uo. haNe bass'ed me AecoseB

i.t these 'Y a d'8esenbe
Aetween know'ng that God haY a Jlan
and wa't'ng 'nY'de the Jast
whese He haYnTt Yhown 't to fo. fetB

1aN'd knew that ceel'ngB

H'Y Jsafes d'd not Aeg'n
w'th besta'ntfB

It Aegan w'th9

How long?

vnd JeshaJY that 'Y whf
I keeJ set.sn'ng to 'tB

ieba.Ye uo. allowed that P.eYt'on
'nto qbs'Jt.seB

uo. d'd not semoNe 'tB

uo. d'd not bossebt 'tB
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uo. let a t'sed man aYk uo.
the Yame P.eYt'on aga'n
and aga'nB

qo JeshaJY I am allowed
to aYk 't tooB

How long Aecose the doos oJenY?

How long Aecose ball'ng
AebomeY Yomewhese to go?

How long Aecose the th'ngY
I ceel Yt'ss'ng 'nY'de me
haNe Yomewhese to l'Ne
o.tY'de oc me?

I donTt knowB

vnd that maf Ae the hasdeYt anYwes
cos mf m'nd to abbeJtB

i.t MYalm 43 doeY Yometh'ng YtsangeB

1aN'd YtoJY aYk'ngB

pot Aeba.Ye h'Y b'sb.mYtanbeY
haNe oAN'o.Ylf bhangedB

He Y'mJlf sememAesY
who uo. haNe AeenB

KafAe that 'Y whese ca'th l'NeY
wh'le I wa'tB
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pot 'n Jsetend'ng
I donTt haNe P.eYt'onYB

pot 'n bonN'nb'ng mfYelc
the doos w'll oJen tomossowB

i.t 'n sememAes'ng
that uo.s Y'lenbe haY neNes meant
uo.s aAYenbeB

qo I w'll keeJ knobk'ngB

I w'll keeJ JseJas'ngB

I w'll keeJ l'Yten'ngB

vnd when mf seYtleYY m'nd
aYkY aga'n tomossow,

How long?

I w'll As'ng uo.
the P.eYt'on aga'nB

8nt'l one daf
I no longes need to aYk 'tB
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From This Side of It
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Inspired by Psalm 18

It is easier to see rescue
from this side of it.

When I was inside those years,
I don't think I would have called them darkness.

They were just my life.

I learned how to live without You.

Or at least
I learned how to tell myself I could.

There were years when I barely looked
in Your direction.

Years when faith belonged
to an earlier version of me.

A younger man.

A diSerent life.

pomeone who once believed
he knew where You were taking him.

Then life became com2licated.

Things broke.

I broke some of them.

Other things broke me.
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And somewhere along the way,
I sto22ed eL2ecting You
to be 2art of the story.

I built a life anyway.

Worked.

Foved.

Cailed.

ptarted again.

Married res2onsibilities.

Gade mistakes.

Cound ways of surviving things
I once thought would destroy me.

And 2erha2s that was 2art
of the 2roblem.

I became very good
at surviving.

Dood enough that I could almost believe
I didn't need rescuing.

Havid described his darkness diSerently.

3e wrote about cords of death,
torrents of destruction,
enemies too strong for him.
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Gy enemies did not always
have names.

pometimes they looked like regret.

pometimes disa22ointment.

pometimes shame.

pometimes they sounded like the voice
inside my own head telling me
that whatever Dod had once intended
for my life had 2robably eL2ired.

And sometimes
I sim2ly sto22ed caring.

That may have been
the darkest 2art.

Jot running from You.

Jot Bghting You.

Pust becoming accustomed
to Your absence.

Then, somehow,
I called.

I wish I could make that moment
sound more im2ressive.

As though I Bnally understood everything.
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As though I made some courageous decision
to Bnd my way back to You.

8ut that isn't how I remember it.

I reached the end
of something in myself.

And I called.

5salm 1q says
that from 3is tem2le
Dod heard Havid's voice.

I still struggle
to understand that.

After all those years,
You heard mine.

You did not ask me
where I had been.

You already knew.

You did not make me eL2lain
why it had taken so long.

You did not stand at a distance
waiting to see whether
I really meant it this time.

You came close.
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And when I look backwards now,
I can see things
I couldn't see then.

5laces where I survived
when I 2robably shouldn't have.

5eo2le who a22eared
when I needed them.

Hoors that closed
that I once resented.

Goments of grace
I did not recognise as grace.

I am careful about saying
You caused everything that ha22ened.

I don't believe that.

pome things were conse6uences.

pome things were choices.

pome things were sim2ly
the terrible brokenness of life.

8ut somehow none of them
2ut me beyond Your reach.

That is what amaRes me now.

Jot that my story became tidy.
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It hasn't.

Jot that You erased
what ha22ened.

You didn't.

There are scars.

There are memories.

There are things I would still change
if I could travel backwards.

:escue did not rewrite my history.

It changed where my history
was taking me.

po I will not sanitise
where I came from.

I don't need to.

8ecause when I look backwards now,
I don't only see the man
who wandered.

I see the Dod
who came looking.

And 2erha2s that is what rescue
looks like from this side of it.
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Jot 2retending
the darkness wasn't real.

8ut Bnally being able
to see Who was there
when I thought
I was alone.
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When You Feel Far Away
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Inspired by Psalm 22

There are days when I know exactly
what I am supposed to believe.

You are here.

You have not left me.

You are closer than I realise.

I know the verses.

I know the answers.

I could probably give them
to someone else.

But today
I cannot feel You.

And I don't know what to do
with that.

I pray
and the words seem to travel
no further than the room.

I sit quietly
and wait for something.

A thought.

A stirring.
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That familiar sense
that You are near.

Nothing.

So I try harder.

I read.

I pray again.

I put worship music on.

I remove distractions.

I tell my mind to settle down
for Mve minutes
and listen.

Still nothing.

And then my mind begins doing
what my mind does.

1aybe I have done something wrong.

1aybe I have become distracted again.

1aybe I have been too busy.

1aybe I haven't prayed enough.

1aybe I have mistaken emotion
for Your presence all along.
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1aybe everyone else knows something
about hearing You
that I somehow missed.

The questions multiply quickly.

They always do.

And eventually there is one
I don't particularly want to ask.

?here are YouD

,avid asked something harder.

?hy have You forsaken meD

Those words frighten me
because they sound too close
to accusation.

But You allowed them
to remain in the prayer.

You let someone who loved You
say that Your absence
felt like abandonment.

And centuries laterJ
Hesus would take those same words
onto 2is own lips.

So perhaps faith does not always sound
like certainty.
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Sometimes faith sounds like someone
calling into the darkness
because somewhere beneath the silence
they still believe
Someone is listening.

That may be where I am today.

I cannot feel You.

But I am still talking to You.

3erhaps that matters.

Because if I truly believed
You were goneJ
I am not sure
who I would be speaking to.

There have been other times
when You felt distant.

I can see them now.

Seasons when I wondered
whether something between us
had disappeared.

And eventually
the silence broke.

Not always dramatically.
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Sometimes I simply realised
one morning
that I had started talking to You again
without thinking about it.

Sometimes Scripture suddenly felt alive.

Sometimes worship became more
than background noise.

Sometimes nothing changed at all
except that I became aware
You had been there.

I wish remembering those moments
made this one easier.

It doesn't.

Yesterday's experience of Your presence
cannot manufacture today's.

So I will not pretend.

Today You feel far away.

Today prayer feels di3cult.

Today my restless mind
is Mlling Your silence
with explanations
You have never given me.
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And today
I am choosing not to answer
for You.

I will leave the silence
where it is.

I will leave the questions
unMnished.

And I will stay here.

Not because I can feel You.

Not because I understand.

Not because I have managed
to convince myself
that everything is Mne.

I will stay because somewhere
beneath all the noiseJ
questions
and silenceJ

I still Mnd myself
calling Your name.

1aybe today
that is what faith sounds like.
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I Keep Asking for a Map
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Inspired by Psalm 23

I keep asking You for a map.

You keep giving me
the next step.

I would prefer the map.

I want to know where this road leads,
how long it will take,
what I should prepare for
and whether there are any unexpected turns
I could know about now.

Preferably all of them.

My mind likes to travel ahead.

It can take one possibility
and build an entire future around it
before breakfast.

A conversation becomes a plan.

A thought becomes a calling.

An open door becomes
the next ten years of my life.

Then, when something changes,
I have to dismantle a future
that never actually existed.
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I have done that
more times than I can count.

Perhaps that is why
the Shepherd troubles me sometimes.

Not because I don't trust You.

Because sheep don't get maps.

They get a shepherd.

David wrote about green pastures
and quiet waters.

I like those parts.

They sound peaceful.

Predictable.

Safe.

But then the path moves.

There are valleys.

Dark ones.

Places where the sheep cannot see
very far ahead.

And still there is no map.

Only the Shepherd.
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I wonder sometimes
whether I have spent too much of my life
asking You where we are going
and not enough time noticing
that You are already leading me.

Looking backwards,
I can see it more clearly.

There were turns
I would never have chosen.

Years I could not understand.

Doors I desperately wanted open
that remained closed.

Other doors appeared
that I wasn't looking for.

There were moments
when I thought I had wandered
completely oC course.

Yet somehow
I am here.

And now there are new roads
in front of me.

9alling.

Ministry.
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Things stirring inside me
that I thought belonged
to a much younger version of myself.

And immediately
my mind wants the map again.

?here does this goH

?hen does it happenH

?hat am I supposed to doH

Jow will I knowH

?hat if I choose the wrong roadH

?hat if I miss YouH

?hat if I am already behindH

And perhaps You are answering.

Fust not in the way
I keep demanding.

0ollow Me.

That seems terribly ine1cient
to a mind like mine.

Surely You could save us both
a considerable amount of time
by explaining the plan.
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But maybe knowing the plan
was never the same thing
as knowing the Shepherd.

David did not say
he knew where the valley ended.

Je said You were with him
inside it.

That changes something.

Because maybe guidance
is not always a voice
telling me what will happen next.

Maybe sometimes guidance
is looking around
and realising I am still
beside the Shepherd.

So I am trying to learn
a diCerent way of walking.

Not ten years ahead.

Not even ten steps.

This one.

Then the next.

There will probably always be
a part of me
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that wants You to unfold the whole map
across the table.

I suspect I will keep asking.

But perhaps You will keep answering
the same way.

Not with coordinates.

Not with timelines.

Not with every turn explained.

?ith Your presence.

And maybe one day
I will 8nally understand
that the Shepherd was always
more useful than the map.
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One Thing
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Inspired by Psalm 27

I want too many things.

That is probably
the simplest way to say it.

I want to know where I am going.

I want to know
what You are doing with my life.

I want the door to open.

I want to be useful.

I want to write.

I want to teach.

I want to serve.

I want to become the man
I sometimes glimpse
when I imagine what You might still do
with the years ahead of me.

And I want all of it
preferably soon.

My mind is very good
at turning desire into urgency.

One thought becomes 4ve.

One possibility becomes a plan.
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One plan becomes another.

Wefore long
I am carrying so many versions
of the future
that I can barely remain present
in the one You have actually given me.

Then fear arrives.

?hat if I am running out of time'

?hat if the door doesnqt open'

?hat if I misunderstood the calling'

?hat if I am preparing
for something that never happens'

?hat if I 4nally arrive
and discover
I wasnqt ready'

There are Duieter fears too.

The ones I donqt always say aloud.

?hat if I disappoint You'

?hat if I waste
what You have given me'

?hat if I lose my way again'

5avid knew fear.
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Vis enemies were real.

There were people who wanted him gone.

Armies.

,iolence.

Threats I have never had to face.

Yet somewhere in the middle
of all that noiseP
he reduced everything
to one thing.

To be near You.

I 4nd that confronting.

Wecause if You asked me
what I wanted from YouP
I could give You a list.

Crobably a long one.

5irection.

Opportunity.

xlarity.

Curpose.

Answers.

xon4rmation.
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An open door.

Maybe even a glimpse
of what the neSt few years
are supposed to look like.

Wut beneath all of those things
there is something Duieter.

Lomething I sometimes lose
while chasing everything else.

I want You.

Wefore the callingP
I want the One who calls.

Wefore the open doorP
I want the One standing beside me
while it remains closed.

Wefore I know where I am goingP
I want to know You here.

That sounds simple
when I write it.

7iving it is harder.

Wecause tomorrow morning
my mind will probably wake
before the rest of me does.

It will start planning again.
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?ondering.

Wuilding.

?orrying.

?anting.

And I will probably have to return
to this same truth.

One thing.

Fot because the other things
do not matter.

They do.

Wut they cannot carry
the weight I keep placing on them.

A calling cannot tell me who I am.

An opportunity cannot make me whole.

An answered prayer cannot replace
the One I was praying to.

Cerhaps that is what 5avid understood.

8ear tells me
I need control.

My restless mind tells me
I need answers.
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Ambition tells me
I need somewhere to go.

Wut somewhere beneath all of them
is the desire
that brought me back to You
in the 4rst place.

You.

Lo when everything inside me
starts reaching
in ten di9erent directionsP

bring me back.

Fot to the plan.

Fot to the future.

Fot even to the calling.

To the one thing
beneath all the other things.

7et me seek You
before I seek what comes neSt.

And when fear asks me again
what happens if everything
I am hoping for disappearsP

perhaps I will 4nally be able
to answer0
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You would still be here.
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I Thought That Part Was 
Over
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Inspired by Psalm 30

There are parts of life
you stop expecting to come back.

Not because you make
some dramatic decision
to give up on them.

You just learn to live
without them.

Dreams become memories.

Callings become stories
about who you used to be.

Certain kinds of joy
belong to another season.

And eventually
you stop checking the door.

I think I did that
with parts of myself.

There were things
I once believed You would do
with my life.

I was younger then.

More certain.
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I thought calling moved
in straight lines.

I thought if You placed something
inside someone,
the path from promise to ful'lment
would be reasonably obvious.

It wasnLt.

Sife happened.

Oome things were taken from me.

Oome things I lost.

Oome things
I walked away from myself.

And after enough time,
I stopped mourning them.

Pr at least
I thought I had.

3erhaps there is a kind of grief
that doesnLt cry anymore.

It simply rearranges the furniture
and learns to live
in the room that remains.

I became good at that.

I built another life.
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Forked.

Carried responsibilities.

Round things that mattered.

Searned to laugh again.

And somewhere along the way
I accepted that certain chapters
had closed.

Raith was one of them
for a long time.

Calling was another.

I did not expect
either of them to return.

Then You surprised me.

Not all at once.

That is important.

There wasnLt one morning
when everything suddenly
became beautiful again.

qestoration came 4uietly.

A hunger for You
I couldnLt explain.

A conversation.
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A church.

A moment in a car
when suddenly You were not
a memory anymore.

Then another step.

And another.

Oerving.

3raying with people.

Ppening Ocripture
and discovering that words
I had known years ago
could still speak to me now.

Pld desires began moving again.

Not exactly as they had before.

3erhaps that is what surprised me most.

You werenLt taking me backwards.

You werenLt trying to restore
the younger version of me.

You were doing something new
with the man who had lived
all the years in between.
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David wrote about mourning
being turned into dancing.

I used to imagine
that meant sorrow disappeared
and joy took its place.

I am not sure
I believe that anymore.

Oome grief stays with us.

Oome losses remain losses.

Oome memories still hurt
when we touch them.

Gut somehow joy can grow
beside them.

That is the strange thing.

I can look backwards
and grieve what was lost

while looking forward
and becoming excited
about what might still be.

Goth can be true.

Maybe restoration
isnLt 6od pretending
the night never happened.
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Maybe morning matters
because the night was real.

There are things in my life now
that I thought were 'nished.

Raith.

3urpose.

Calling.

Eope.

8ven the simple expectation
that there might still be
something ahead of me
worth becoming excited about.

And sometimes I catch myself
thinking about the future
the way I did when I was young.

Then I remember
I am not young.

And strangely,
that doesnLt disappoint me.

Gecause I donLt want
my old life back.

I donLt want to become
who I was.
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I want to discover
what You can do
with who I am now.

3erhaps that is my dancing.

Not pretending
I never mourned.

Not forgetting
what was lost.

Gut standing in a part of my life
I once thought would never exist

and realising
I am smiling again.
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Late
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Inspired by Psalm 31

Sometimes I wonder
if I arrived late
to my own life.

Not to everything.

There have been good years.

People I have loved.

Work that mattered.

Moments I would never trade
for another version of my story.

But when it comes to You,
and calling,
and the things beginning
to stir inside me again,

I sometimes look at the calendar
and do the maths.

Almost qfty.

It is strange how 8uickly
two words can become
an accusation.

You should have done this earlier.

You should have come back sooner.
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You should have been more faithful.

You should be further along by now.

My mind knows how to take time
and turn it into evidence
against me.

It travels backwards
and calculates the years.

What if I had stayedL

What if I had listenedL

What if I had made
diDerent decisionsL

Where would I be nowL

I can build entire lives
out of those 8uestions.

Vives I never lived.

Ministries I never had.

xoors I never walked through.

1ersions of myself
who made better choices
and somehow arrived here
twenty years earlier.

But none of those men eHist.
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I do.

”ere.

Now.

xavid wrote,
RMy times are in your hand.C

I qnd that comforting
and confronting.

Because I would rather
my times were in mine.

I would organise them better.

At least I think I would.

I would move some things forward.

2emove some years entirely.

3orrect a few decisions.

Shorten the waiting.

Make the calling clearer.

And I would deqnitely like
a little more information
about what happens neHt.

But perhaps that is why
my times are safer
in Your hands.
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I see years.

You see a life.

I see delay.

You see things
I cannot yet understand.

I see the distance
between who I thought
I would become
and who I am now.

You simply see me.

There is something freeing
about that.

Because maybe I am not late.

Maybe late only eHists
when I compare my life
to a timetable
You never gave me.

I assumed calling belonged
to youth.

That purpose should have
revealed itself early.

That by this age
I should be established,
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certain,
qnished becoming.

Instead I feel as though
You are beginning things.

At almost qfty.

That makes very little sense
to the part of me
that likes orderly timelines.

But You have never seemed
particularly concerned
with my preferred schedule.

So perhaps my task
is not to recover
the years behind me.

I cannot.

And perhaps my task
is not to guarantee
what happens with the years ahead.

I cannot do that either.

I have today.

This season.

This opportunity
to say yes again.
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There will probably still be mornings
when I count the years.

When I wonder whether
there is enough time.

jnough time to learn.

jnough time to serve.

jnough time to become
whatever You are still shaping
inside me.

And when those 8uestions come,
I want to remember
xavid5s words.

My times are in Your hand.

Not 6ust the good years.

Not 6ust the productive ones.

Not 6ust the years
when I followed closely.

All of them.

The wandering.

The returning.

The waiting.

The beginning again.
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Perhaps You are not asking me
why I took so long.

Perhaps You are simply asking
what I will do
with the time in front of me.

So here it is.

”owever much there is.

I don5t need to know
whether I arrived late.

I only need to know
that I have arrived here.

And somehow,

You are still here too.
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Nothing Left to Hide
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Inspired by Psalm 32

I have spent a surprising amount
of energy
trying to explain myself to You.

Not always with words.

Sometimes I simply edit the story.

I tell You the part
I am comfortable admitting.

The frustration
without the anger underneath it.

The mistake
without the choice that led to it.

The regret
without admitting
that somewhere inside me
I knew better.

It is strange.

I believe You know everything,

yet I still sometimes pray
as though I can manage
what You know about me.

Perhaps I am not hiding from You.
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Perhaps I am hiding from myself
while You listen.

David wrote about silence
becoming heavy.

I understand that.

There is a weight
to carrying something
you refuse to name.

The mind becomes
a very busy hiding place.

It explains.

JustiRes.

Beframes.

Beplays.

'uilds arguments
for why something wasnWt really
what you know it was.

I can spend hours
inside those arguments.

9hy I said it.

9hy I reacted that way.
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9hy anyone else
would have done the same.

9hy circumstances mattered.

9hy I was tired.

9hy I was hurt.

9hy I should probably
give myself some grace.

Sometimes all of that
may even be true.

Gnd still,

beneath the explanations,

I know.

There is something exhausting
about trying to defend yourself
before a Mod
who has not asked you
for a defence.

0aybe that is what confession
has begun to mean to me.

Not presenting evidence
against myself.

Not Rnding better words
for how terrible I am.
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Not standing before You
and trying to manufacture
enough shame
to prove that I am sorry.

Just telling the truth.

I did this.

I thought this.

I wanted this.

I knew.

I didnWt know.

I failed.

I was wrong.

I am sorry.

There is something frightening
about words that simple.

Nowhere to hide inside them.

No footnotes.

No explanation.

Just me
standing in front of You
with the story unedited.
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Gnd then something happens
that I still donWt completely understand.

You already knew.

Nothing I confess
surprises You.

There is no moment
when You suddenly discover
who I really am.

You knew before I spoke.

You knew while I was hiding.

You knew while I was building
my explanations.

Gnd You stayed.

David stopped being silent
and discovered forgiveness
was already waiting
on the other side of honesty.

I think I am beginning
to understand why he called
that person blessed.

'ecause hiding is tiring.

Pretending is tiring.
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Trying to maintain
a respectable version of myself
even inside my own prayers
is tiring.

There is freedom
in Rnally having nothing
left to conceal.

Not because everything
I have done disappears.

Some things re3uire apology.

Some things re3uire change.

Some things leave conse3uences
that forgiveness does not erase.

'ut I donWt have to carry
the additional weight
of hiding them from You.

So I am learning
to come more 3uickly.

'efore my mind builds the defence.

'efore I rehearse the explanation.

'efore shame convinces me
I should wait until
I have become better
before speaking to You.
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I want to simply tell You
the truth.

Gll of it.

The beautiful parts.

The embarrassing parts.

The things I understand.

The things about myself
I still donWt.

'ecause perhaps confession
is not the moment
when You Rnally see me clearly.

Perhaps it is the moment
when I stop looking away

and discover
You were already looking at me
with mercy.
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Closer Than I Knew
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Inspired by Psalm 34

There are places in my life
where I thought You were absent.

I can see them clearly now.

Not because I want to return there,

but because distance
has a way of changing
what you can see.

At the time,
I was mostly trying to survive.

There were things ending
that I thought would last.

Things breaking
that I didn't know how to repair.

Versions of my future
disappearing faster
than I could replace them.

And somewhere in all of that,

You felt very far away.

Sometimes because
I couldn't 6nd You.

Sometimes because
I wasn't looking.
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I think that matters.

It would be easy now
to rewrite those years
and make myself more faithful
than I was.

To say I prayed through everything.

That I trusted You.

That when life became di7cult
I ran toward You.

I didn't.

Sometimes I ran
in every other direction.

Sometimes I became angry.

Sometimes numb.

Sometimes distracted enough
that I didn't have to think
about what I had lost.

And sometimes
I simply got on with life.

Dne day.

Then another.

Then another.

9W



Pavid wrote that You are near
to the brokenhearted.

I used to think nearness
was something I would feel.

Barmth.

qeace.

Some unmistakable awareness
that You had entered the room.

xut when I look backwards now,
I wonder whether Your nearness
was 8uieter than that.

qerhaps You were there
in the person who called.

The strength to get up
when I didn't particularly
want to.

The uneMpected laugh
in the middle of a terrible week.

The work that gave me
somewhere to go.

The people who remained
when other things disappeared.

9E



qerhaps You were even there
in the stubborn part of me
that kept moving
when I had no idea
where I was going.

I don't want to turn
every coincidence
into a miracle.

I don't need to.

There is enough mystery
in simply recognising
that somehow I made it
through places
I once thought would 6nish me.

And now, from here,
I can see something
I couldn't see then.

xrokenness did not frighten You away.

1y confusion did not.

1y anger did not.

0ven the years
when I barely acknowledged You
did not somehow move me
beyond Your reach.

99



You were nearer
than I knew.

That is di7cult
to understand.

xecause there were moments
when I would have sworn
I was alone.

1aybe I was looking
for the wrong evidence.

1aybe I eMpected Your presence
to remove the pain.

To 6M what was broken.

To eMplain why something happened.

To make everything
feel better.

xut perhaps being near
does not always mean
making the hurt disappear.

Sometimes it means
remaining beside someone
while it hurts.

I understand that better now.
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There are people I have sat beside
whose pain I could not 6M.

No words would change it.

No eMplanation would make
what happened acceptable.

So I stayed.

qerhaps You did too.

There is something about that
which changes the way
I remember my own story.

The painful places
are still painful.

I don't need to call them good.

I don't need to pretend
I am grateful they happened.

xut I no longer have to remember them
as places where You abandoned me.

1aybe one day
I will look back
at what I am carrying now
and discover the same thing.
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That while I was searching
for some unmistakable sign
that You were near,

You were already there.

4loser than I knew.
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Their Door Opened First
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Inspired by Psalm 37

I am happy for them.

I am.

At least
I want to be.

Then I see another announcement.

Another opportunity.

Another person stepping into
something that looks remarkably similar
to what I have been praying about.

And somewhere beneath
the congratulations,

something tightens.

Why them?

Why now?

And then, because I know
how that sounds,

I quickly correct myself.

Good for them.

God has a diEerent path for me.

4veryone has their own timing.
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All the things
I genuinely believe.

Cut sometimes belief
and disappointment
occupy the same room.

Somparison is strange like that.

It rarely announces itself.

It slips quietly
into otherwise good moments.

'omeone elseYs success
becomes evidence
that I am behind.

Their open door
makes mine feel more closed.

Their progress
makes my waiting feel longer.

And suddenly
I am measuring my life
against a timetable
Dou never gave me.

5avid wrote,

5o not fret.

That sounds simple.
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Py mind can fret professionally.

Give it one unanswered question
and enough time
and it will build an entire argument.

jerhaps I should be doing more.

Paybe I havenYt knocked
on enough doors.

Paybe I need to make
something happen.

'end another email.

'tart another proFect.

6ind another pathway.

jush harder.

Cecome impossible to overlook.

There is a 7ne line
between preparation
and trying to manufacture
my own future.

I donYt always know
when I have crossed it.

'ometimes activity feels like faith
because at least I am moving.
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Waiting feels much harder.

Waiting requires me
to accept that another personYs progress
does not mean
I have been forgotten.

That is di8cult
when I can see their progress
and cannot see Dours.

I see the announcement.

The appointment.

The opportunity.

The platform.

I do not see
what Dou are doing
in the quiet parts of my life.

I do not see
what Dou are preparing.

I do not see
what Dou might be protecting me from.

I do not see
whether the door I keep staring at
is even the one
Dou intend to open.
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I Fust see
that theirs opened 7rst.

jsalm 3H keeps returning
to trust.

Trust.

Ce still.

Wait.

Words that sound peaceful
until Dou actually have to live them.

Cecause waiting is not passive
when your mind wants
to run ahead.

'ometimes waiting
is the work.

Lot giving up.

Lot forcing it.

Lot turning someone elseYs calling
into a measurement of mine.

Lot becoming resentful
when Dou write another personYs story
diEerently from mine.

And perhaps most importantly,
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not trying to become them.

I have spent enough years
becoming the man standing here.

Dou know his history.

xis mistakes.

xis strengths.

xis restless mind.

The years he wandered.

The years he returned.

The things Dou are teaching him now.

If Dou wanted someone elseYs story,
Dou already have them.

'o I will keep preparing.

I will knock when there is
a door to knock on.

I will move
when there is somewhere to move.

I will keep writing.

'erving.

:earning.

'howing up.
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Cut I do not want
to force something into e;istence
simply because I am frightened
nothing is happening.

Their door opened 7rst.

Good.

:et me celebrate it
without turning it
into a question about myself.

And when my mind whispers,

DouYre falling behind,

remind me again<

There is no behind
when I am walking
the road Dou gave me.

I donYt need
someone elseYs timing.

I donYt need
someone elseYs opportunity.

And I donYt need
to manufacture a future
Fust so I can prove
that mine has begun.
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I can wait.

jrobably impatiently.

jrobably with questions.

jrobably needing to tell myself
the same thing again tomorrow.

Cut I can wait.

Cecause my life does not need
to move at someone elseYs speed

to still be moving
with Dou.
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The Song I Thought I 
Had Forgotten
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Inspired by Psalm 40

I don't know exactly
when I stopped waiting for You.

There wasn't one moment.

No dramatic declaration.

No day circled on a calendar
when I decided
I was vnished with faith.

I think I simply moAed away
one ordinary step at a time.

q disappointment.

q Suestion.

q hurt.

qnother Eunday somewhere else.

Then another.

bAentually the distance
3ecame normal.

That is the strange thing
a3out walking away.

qfter a while
you stop feeling like
you are walking away.
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You are simply liAing.

qnd I liAed.

Years passed.

Then more years.

I worked.

FoAed.

Bailed.

4uilt things.

Fost things.

Etarted again.

There were good years
among them.

I don't want to rewrite my story
and pretend eAerything outside faith
was darkness.

It wasn't.

There was laughter.

There were people I loAed.

There was meaningful work.

There were moments
I am grateful for.
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4ut somewhere 3eneath all of it
was a part of me
I had stopped Aisiting.

q song
I used to know.

Jalling.

Baith.

You.

I assumed that part
of my life was vnished.

Not tragically.

Hust vnished.

Eomething 3elonging
to the young man I had 3een.

Me 3elieAed things
with an intensity
I no longer understood.

Me talked a3out calling.

Pinistry.

5urpose.

Bollowing You.
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I remem3ered him
the way you remem3er someone
you used to know well.

Bondly sometimes.

bm3arrassed 3y him sometimes.

4ut always from a distance.

I certainly did not expect
to 3ecome him again.

qnd I haAen't.

That may 3e one of the most
3eautiful things a3out returning.

You did not take me 3ackwards.

You met me here.

Dith all the years 3etween.

Dith the mistakes.

The disappointments.

The Suestions.

The things I learned
without knowing You were teaching me.

The things I still don't understand.

6aAid wrote a3out waiting patiently.
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I wish that part
descri3ed me 3etter.

Py waiting was not particularly patient.

Bor a long time
I wasn't eAen sure
I was waiting.

Pay3e You were.

That thought still stops me.

Dhile I was getting on
with a life that 3arely included You7

perhaps You had not
gotten on without me.

Then came the moment
I still struggle to explain.

q car.

qn ordinary day.

qnd suddenly
You were not history anymore.

You were there.

Not an idea.

Not nostalgia.
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Not the faith of my childhood
trying to make one last appearance.

You.

qfter all those years7

You.

I had imagined7
if I eAer came 3ack7
there would 3e distance to cross.

Eome long road of apology.

Eome pro3ationary period
where I proAed
I was serious this time.

Instead I found myself
3eing met.

6aAid descri3ed 3eing lifted
from a pit7
his feet placed on rock7
a new song put in his mouth.

I understand that imagery
di9erently now.

4ecause the strangest thing
a3out my new song
is that parts of it
sound familiar.
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6esires I thought were dead
haAe 3egun 3reathing again.

Ecripture matters again.

5rayer matters again.

Jhurch matters again.

5eople matter di9erently.

Jalling7 somehow7
has returned to the conAersation.

qnd sometimes I look
at what is happening in my life now
and wonder where it all came from.

EerAing.

5raying with people.

Feading.

Etudying.

Driting a3out You.

Thinking again
a3out ministry.

qt almost vfty.

There are moments
when I want to laugh
at the timing.
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Eurely this would haAe made
more sense twenty years ago.

Eurely the younger man
would haAe 3een easier to use.

Pore energy.

Pore years ahead.

Fess history to explain.

4ut You did not call him 3ack.

You called me.

This Aersion.

The one who knows
what it feels like to leaAe.

The one who knows
what it feels like
to 3elieAe certain parts of life
are permanently oAer.

The one who discoAered
that grace can wait
longer than expected.

Pay3e that is part
of the new song.
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It isn't the song
I would haAe sung
when I was young.

That song had certainty.

This one has scars.

That one knew
where it was going.

This one has learned
to follow without a map.

That one thought faith
meant holding tightly to You.

This one knows something
a3out 3eing held.

4ut 5salm C? does not end
at the edge of the pit.

I appreciate that.

4ecause neither did my life.

6aAid remem3ers rescue
and then somehow vnds himself
crying out again.

Daiting again.

Needing You again.

121



I understand that too.

Joming 3ack to You
did not make eAerything simple.

There are still unanswered prayers.

Etill doors that haAe not opened.

Etill mornings when my mind
runs faster than my faith.

Etill moments when I wonder
whether I am hearing You correctly.

Etill waiting.

EtillU

Mow longO

EtillU

Dhat nextO

EtillU

qre You sure You mean meO

5erhaps I expected rescue
to mean I would neAer feel
like I was in a pit again.

Now I think rescue
means I know where to look
when I vnd myself in one.
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<p.

Toward You.

qnd perhaps that is why
I can vnally look 3ackwards
without wishing
I could rewrite eAery page.

I would change things.

=f course I would.

There are years
I wish I could giAe 3ack to You.

There are choices
I would make di9erently.

There are moments
I would undo.

4ut I cannot 3uild faith
around a life I did not liAe.

I can only giAe You
this one.

The whole thing.

The young man who 3elieAed.

The man who walked away.
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The man who liAed
all those years without You.

The man sitting here now
wondering what You might still do
with whateAer years remain.

qll of them are me.

qnd somehow
You haAe woAen their Aoices together
into something
I did not expect to hear again.

q song.

Not the old one.

Not Suite.

Eomething deeper.

Fess certain of myself.

Pore certain of You.

qnd when my restless mind
starts wondering again
why it took so long7

why I wandered so far7

why You waited until now7
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perhaps I will remem3er
what 6aAid understood.

The pit is part of the story.

The waiting is part of the story.

The rescue is part of the story.

qnd eAen now7

the story is not vnished.

I thought I had forgotten
how to sing a3out You.

It turns out

You had not forgotten
the song in me.
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When Knowing Is Not 
Feeling
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Inspired by Psalm 42

I know You are here.

That is what makes this dicluft.

Ip I had stobbed vefiegin,B
berhabs the sifenle
woufd make more sense.

'ut I hagenyt.

I vefiege You are bresent.

I vefiege You hear me.

I vefiege You are ,ood.

I vefiege aff the thin,s
I woufd teff someone efse
ip thex lame to me
peefin, eAaltfx fike this.

Mnd stiffB

I miss You.

There are daxs
when theofo,x and emotion
seem to fige
in di7erent rooms.

?x theofo,x saxs
You hage not moged.
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?x emotions askB

Then where are YouO

I donyt know how
to relonlife the two.

qo I brax harder.

8r at feast
I trx to.

I oben qlribture
fookin, por the gerse
that wiff make egerxthin,
peef normaf a,ain.

I but worshib musil on.

I sit Euietfx.

I tafk.

I stob tafkin,.

I fisten.

Then I wonder whether
I am fistenin, broberfx.

?x restfess mind
does not lobe bartilufarfx weff
with sifenle.

It wants to interbret it.
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PAbfain it.

4iA it.

?axve I am distralted.

?axve I am tired.

?axve I hage velome too vusx.

?axve I hage done somethin, wron,.

?axve I am eAbeltin,
an emotionaf eAberienle
You neger bromised me.

?axve.

?axve.

?axve.

'epore fon,
I hage turned sbirituaf thirst
into another brovfem
I am trxin, to sofge.

The writer op Hsafm 92
did somethin, di7erent.

De admitted he was thirstx.

De rememvered.

There had veen other daxs.
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0axs op worshib.

0axs when Your bresenle
did not peef dicluft to Gnd.

0axs when paith seemed
to rise naturaffx.

I know those daxs too.

There hage veen moments
when You peft so lfose
that egerxthin, efse
velame Euiet.

?oments when qlribture
seemed to sbeak direltfx
into somethin, inside me.

?oments in worshib
when mx mind Gnaffx stobbed
runnin, in ten direltions.

?oments when braxer
peft fess fike tafkin,
and more fike vein, known.

I rememver them.

qometimes rememverin, hefbs.

qometimes it makes the thirst worse.
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'elause I know
what I am missin,.

Herhabs that is whx
the ima,e op thirst
peefs so honest.

You donyt ar,ue xoursefp
out op thirst.

You donyt teff xour vodx
that water eAists
and eAbelt that knowfed,e
to satispx it.

You want to drink.

Mnd ri,ht nowB NodB

I donyt Just want to know
that You are bresent.

I want You.

I want that awareness a,ain.

That lfoseness.

That stran,e settfin,
inside me
when egerxthin, noisx
velomes selondarx
velause You are here.
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Is it wron, to want thatO

I donyt think it is.

'ut berhabs I hage lonpused
peefin, Your bresenle
with hagin, Your bresenle.

Those are not afwaxs
the same thin,.

That is dicluft por me.

'elause peefin,s are immediate.

Thex announle themsefges foudfx.

4aith is opten Euieter.

The Hsafmist tafks
to his own souf.

Rhx are xou downlastO

Dobe in Nod.

I used to read words fike that
as thou,h he had sofged it.

Ms thou,h he reminded himsefp
op the truth
and immediatefx peft vetter.

'ut he asks the Euestion a,ain.

The thirst remains.
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The sadness remains.

The fon,in, remains.

Mnd somehow
paith remains too.

I Gnd lomport in that.

?axve I donyt hage
to manupalture a peefin,
to broge that I trust You.

?axve I donyt hage
to turn this moment
into a sbirituaf giltorx.

?axve I lan simbfx ve thirstx.

I lan teff You
that I miss You

whife vefiegin,
You hage not ,one anxwhere.

I lan askB

Rhere are YouO

whife stiff direltin,
the Euestion toward You.

Mnd berhabs that itsefp
is paith.
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5ot the avsenle op thirst.

5ot the avsenle op Euestions.

5ot longinlin, mx emotions
to a,ree with egerxthin,
mx theofo,x knows.

;ust lontinuin,
to turn toward You.

qo I wiff wait here.

Thirstx.

M fittfe lonpused.

<ememverin, what it peefs fike
when You seem lfose.

Dobin, por that a,ain.

'ut repusin, to vefiege
that sifenle means avsenle.

?x peefin,s max take fon,er
to latlh ub.

4or nowB

I know You are here.

Mnd todaxB
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I am fearnin,
to fet knowin, ve enou,h
untif peefin, returns.
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You Know All of It
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Inspired by Psalm 51

There is a version of myself
I know how to present.

He is doing well.

He loves You.

He serves.

He writes about faith.

He prays with people.

He encourages them
when their lives feel messy.

He can usually Bnd
the right words.

I know that man.

He is real.

Mut he is not
the whole story.

There are other parts of me.

Thoughts I would rather
nobody heard.

'otives I don7t completely understand.
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Rld wounds that still know
which buttons to press.

jeactions that happen
before the better version of me
has time to intervene.

There are things
I have done well
for the wrong reasons.

Things I have avoided
for reasons I called wisdom
when sometimes they were fear.

There are moments
when I have wanted
to be noticed.

'oments when I have compared.

'oments when I have Sudged.

'oments when I have known
the right thing
and still chosen something else.

You know all of it.

That thought used to frighten me.

8ometimes it still does.
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Mecause being known
sounds beautiful
until you remember
what being completely known
actually means.

xo editing.

xo carefully chosen version
of the story.

xo eAplaining
what I meant.

xo hiding behind
good intentions.

You know the thought
before I soften it.

The motive
before I Sustify it.

The failure
before I Bnd a reason
why it wasn7t entirely my fault.

You know me
without the version
I show everyone else.

,nd still9

I come closer.
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That may be the strangest part
of mercy.

4avid had nowhere left
to hide.

His failure had become
part of the story.

There was no clever eAplanation
that could make it smaller.

8o he stopped trying
to make himself look better.

Have mercy on me.

There is something terrifying
about a prayer like that.

Mecause mercy begins
where defence ends.

I cannot ask You for mercy
while simultaneously eAplaining
why I don7t really need it.

8o here I am.

xo defence.

xo comparison.

xo list of all the things
I have done right
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to balance the things
I have done wrong.

Fust me.

,nd I don7t only want
to be forgiven.

That is where this prayer
becomes uncomfortable.

Mecause forgiveness
would be easier.

Qorgive me
and let me continue.

jemove the guilt.

Cuiet the shame.

Help me feel better
about myself.

Mut 4avid asked for more.

Greate in me
a clean heart.

Greate.

xot repair.

xot improve.

xot polish.
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Greate.

There are things inside me
I cannot discipline away.

I have tried.

'y mind loves improvement.

2ive me a problem
and I will build a plan.

jead this.

4o that.

4evelop a routine.

Try harder tomorrow.

Mecome more patient.

'ore disciplined.

'ore focused.

'ore spiritual.

'ore like the person
I think I should already be.

Mut there are places
where ePort reaches its limit.

I cannot manufacture
a new heart.
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I cannot organise myself
into holiness.

I cannot think my way
into becoming someone new.

That work belongs to You.

,nd perhaps that is why
Esalm L1 feels both frightening
and beautiful.

Mecause the 2od
who sees everything
is the same 2od
4avid asks to create something new.

You know what is broken
and You do not leave.

You know what needs changing
and You do not turn away.

You know the distance
between the man I am
and the man I want to become.

Erobably better than I do.

,nd still You invite me closer.

There are days
when I wish transformation
happened faster.

103



I wish returning to You
had somehow removed
every old pattern.

:very insecurity.

:very selBsh thought.

:very part of me
that still reaches for control.

It didn7t.

I came back to You
and discovered
I was still me.

That was disappointing
for a while.

xow I wonder
whether that is where grace begins.

xot with pretending
I have become someone
who no longer needs mercy9

but with Bnally accepting
that I never graduate from it.

8o search me.

:ven the places
I would rather avoid.
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8how me what is true.

xot so I can punish myself
with it.

xot so shame can have
another reason to speak.

Mut because I want
to become more like You.

,nd when You show me
something I don7t like9

help me resist
the instinct to hide it.

<et me bring it into the light.

<et me call it what it is.

<et me ask again=

Have mercy on me.

Greate in me
what I cannot create
for myself.

Mecause perhaps
the miracle is not simply
that You know everything
about me.
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The miracle is that
You know everything about me

and You are still
making me new.
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If My Mind Had Wings
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Inspired by Psalm 55

Sometimes I want
to get away from my own head.

Not forever.

Just long enough
for everything inside it
to stop talking at once.

There are days
when thoughts do not arrive
one at a time.

They arrive together.

Something I need to do.

Something I forgot.

Something someone said yesterday.

Something I should have said back.

An idea for tomorrow.

A conversation next week.

A memory from twenty years ago
that apparently requires
my immediate attention.

Then another thought.

And another.
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And another.

I try to follow one
and lose three others.

I start doing something
and remember something else.

I walk into a room
and forget why I am there,

then remember something
completely unrelated
that suddenly feels urgent.

It can be funny.

Sometimes it is.

Other times
it is exhausting.

David wanted wings.

I understand that.

He wanted to Fy away
from everything surrounding him.

9ar enough
that the noise could not follow.

9ind somewhere quiet.

Somewhere distant.
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Somewhere the storm
could no longer reach him.

I have imagined
my own versions of that place.

A quiet room.

A beach.

A long drive.

Somewhere with no demands.

No notiWcations.

No conversations.

No decisions.

No one needing anything.

Just silence.

5ut there is a problem.

0herever I go,

I come too.

And my mind
packs remarkably quickly.

I can sit somewhere beautiful
and still be having
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three conversations
that are not actually happening.

I can watch the ocean
while planning next month.

I can lie in bed
and revisit something
I should have forgotten
ten years ago.

I can sit down to pray
and within thirty seconds
be organising tomorrow.

Then I realise
I am supposed to be praying.

Sorry, Yod.

0here was IR

Sometimes I wonder
whether Cou become frustrated
with me.

I do.

I would like to give Cou
my undivided attention.

I would like prayer
to move neatly
from beginning to end.
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I would like to sit
in Cour presence
without remembering
that I need to buy toothpaste.

It seems like
a reasonable spiritual goal.

Cet this is the mind
I bring to Cou.

2estless.

9ast.

Qurious.

Distracted.

Qapable of becoming completely absorbed
in something that matters to me

and completely unable
to remember why I opened
the refrigerator.

This mind has carried
some beautiful things too.

Ideas.

Stories.

Qompassion.
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'uestions.

Qonnections between things
other people might not notice.

3oments when Scripture opens
and suddenly I can see
ten diPerent paths
running through it.

3oments when I become so absorbed
in Cou
that the rest of the world
seems to disappear.

I donLt want to hate
the mind Cou gave me.

5ut there are days
when I would like
to turn the volume down.

DavidLs storm
was outside him.

Sometimes mine
is inside.

And I cannot Fy
far enough away
to escape it.

3aybe escape
isnLt what I need.
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<salm GG eventually moves
somewhere else.

David takes what is weighing on him
and throws it toward Cou.

Qast your burden
on the =ord.

I like the violence
of that image.

Not carefully placing it down.

Not organising it Wrst.

Not making sure
everything is labelled.

Throwing it.

<erhaps that is a prayer
my mind understands.

Here.

Cou take this.

The conversation.

The worry.

Tomorrow.

The thing I forgot.
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The thing I cannot Wx.

The future I keep rehearsing.

The fear underneath
all the planning.

Here.

And this.

And this.

And this too.

I will probably pick
some of them back up.

I know myself.

9ive minutes later
I may discover
I am carrying tomorrow again.

So I will throw it back.

3aybe prayer
doesnLt always have to be
a quiet mind.

3aybe sometimes prayer
is a restless mind
continually returning.

0andering.
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2eturning.

0andering.

2eturning.

Not failure.

2elationship.

<erhaps Cou are less concerned
about how often my attention leaves

and more interested
in the fact
that I keep bringing it back.

I still understand
why David wanted wings.

Some days
I want them too.

5ut maybe I donLt need
to Fy away.

3aybe I need somewhere
my thoughts can land.

And perhaps,

somewhere beneath the noise,

that place
has always been Cou.
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When I Am Afraid
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Inspired by Psalm 56

I used to think trust
was what came after fear.

First I would be afraid.

Then I would pray.

Then eventually,
if I had enough faith,
the fear would disappear.

Trust would arrive
and take its place.

That seemed like
the correct order.

But I am beginning to wonder
whether I misunderstood it.

David said,

When I am afraid,
I trust You.

When.

Not if.

There is something strangely freeing
about that word.

He was afraid.
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And he trusted You.

At the same time.

I know something
about holding two things
at once.

My mind does it constantly.

I can be excited
about what is ahead

and frightened by it.

I can believe You are leading me

and wonder whether
I have heard You correctly.

I can want the door to open

and be terriSed
that it actually might.

?ometimes I think
waiting is di9cult.

Then I imagine getting
what I have been waiting for

and discover
that has its own fears.

What if I am not ready6
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What if people expect
more than I can give6

What if I fail6

What if the things
I feel called toward
are bigger than my ability
to carry them6

What if I Snally reach
the place I have been praying for

and discover
I am still me6

Distracted.

Imperfect.

?till learning.

?till capable of doubt.

?till occasionally waking
at ridiculous hours
with my mind trying
to solve problems
that do not yet exist.

Fear is creative.
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Uive it an unanswered 'uestion
and it can write
an entire future.

Psually not a good one.

I know what I am supposed
to do with those thoughts.

Trust You.

But sometimes
I have treated trust
like another test.

If I were really trusting Uod,
I wouldn:t feel this.

If my faith were stronger,
I wouldn:t be worried.

If I truly believed
You were in control,
my heart would be calm.

Then Lsalm 5G interrupts me.

When I am afraid.

David did not wait
until fear left
before he trusted You.
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He trusted You
from inside it.

Lerhaps I can too.

Maybe trust sounds like2

I am frightened, Uod.

And I am still coming.

I don:t know what happens next.

And I am still following.

I don:t know whether
I am enough for this.

And I believe You already know that.

I cannot guarantee
the outcome.

And I will take
the next step anyway.

That feels more honest.

Because there are things
I am afraid of.

Oosing people I love.

Uetting older.

Wasting time.
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Missing what You are doing.

Failing at something
that matters deeply to me.

Being misunderstood.

4pening my heart
and discovering
that vulnerability still hurts.

Being called somewhere
beyond what I think
I can manage.

I could pretend
those fears disappear
when I pray.

?ometimes they do.

4ften they don:t.

But perhaps courage
was never the absence of fear.

Lerhaps faith isn:t either.

David was surrounded
by people who wanted
to harm him.

His fear had reasons.
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Yet somewhere in the middle
of those reasons
he remembered You.

Not as an explanation.

As ?omeone to trust.

That is what I want.

Not a faith that re'uires me
to deny what I feel.

A faith strong enough
to bring what I feel
with me.

Fear and all.

Because maybe I don:t need
to wait until I become fearless
before You can use me.

Maybe I don:t need
to become certain
before I can follow.

Maybe I don:t need
to silence every anxious thought
before I can say,

I trust You.

Both things can be true.
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I can be afraid.

And I can trust You.

I can have 'uestions.

And I can trust You.

I can feel completely unprepared
for whatever comes next.

And I can trust You.

Lerhaps tomorrow
the fear will be 'uieter.

Lerhaps it won:t.

But when it comes,

I don:t have to treat it
as evidence
that my faith has failed.

I can let it become
an invitation.

When I am afraid,

I trust You.

Not afterwards.

Not when I have everything
under control.
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Not when my mind
has Snally stopped imagining
everything that could go wrong.

Here.

Now.

While I am still afraid.
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While Nothing Changes
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Inspired by Psalm 57

I think I have sometimes
confused refuge with rescue.

I come to You
when something is wrong
and expect movement.

Fix it.

Open the door.

Change the situation.

Give me the answer.

Make the uncertainty stop.

Preferably soon.

Then, when nothing changes,
I wonder whether
I have missed something.

Maybe I prayed incorrectly.

Maybe I need to wait.

Maybe I need to act.

Maybe this is one of those moments
when You are waiting for me
to take the 8rst step.
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My mind can turn
an unanswered prayer
into a strategy meeting
remarkably Suickly.

There must be something
I can do.

Dome way to move things forward.

Dome conversation to have.

Dome plan to make.

Dome problem to solve.

Dtillness feels irresponsible
when everything around me
feels unresolved.

Havid was hiding in a cave.

Ais enemies had not disappeared.

Daul had not suddenly
changed his mind.

There was still danger
outside.

9nd somehow,

inside that unresolved place,
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Havid talked about sheltering
beneath Your wings.

I 8nd that challenging.

Wecause I would have wanted
You to deal with Daul.

Immediately.

?hy hide in a cave
when God could simply
change the circumstancesR

I recognise that Suestion.

?hy wait
when You could open the doorR

?hy wonder
when You could give clarityR

?hy carry uncertainty
when one answer from You
could settle everythingR

?hy shelter
when You could rescueR

Maybe because they are not
the same thing.

0escue changes
what is happening around me.
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0efuge changes
where I stand
while it is happening.

I am learning that slowly.

There are situations in my life
I cannot resolve today.

Luestions about the future.

Calling.

Timing.

People I love
whose struggles I cannot 8x.

Things I am waiting for.

Things I wish
You would explain.

I bring them to You,

and sometimes
they remain exactly as they were.

That is di'cult.

I want prayer
to produce movement.

Instead You sometimes o2er
presence.
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Come here.

Dtay.

5et the storm continue
outside for a while.

You don3t have to stand
in the middle of it.

That feels almost
too simple.

My mind wants to know
what happens after the cave.

?here are we goingR

Aow long are we stayingR

?hat happens
when we come outR

Ho we have a planR

You seem less interested
in answering those Suestions
than I am.

Perhaps refuge only works
when I stop demanding
that it also become a map.

Havid eventually
left the cave.
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The story moved.

Ais circumstances changed.

Wut Psalm N7 was written
while he was still there.

That matters to me.

Praise did not wait
for resolution.

Trust did not wait
for safety.

God was still God
inside the cave.

Maybe I need to learn
that too.

You are still good
while I wait.

You are still present
when the answer hasn3t come.

You are still leading
when I cannot see
beyond the next step.

You are still shelter
when the storm
has not moved.
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I don3t particularly like
unresolved things.

They follow me around.

My mind keeps checking them
as though something might change
if I think about them
one more time.

4sually it doesn3t.

Do perhaps there are moments
when faith looks like
putting the Suestion down.

=ot forever.

>ust for now.

Coming beneath Your wings.

5etting myself be sheltered
without reSuiring You
to explain what happens next.

The circumstances may still
be waiting for me tomorrow.

The door may still be closed.

The Suestion may still
have no answer.
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The storm may still
be making noise.

Wut perhaps tonight
I do not need it to stop.

Perhaps tonight
I simply need somewhere
to rest while it continues.

9nd if nothing changes
before morning,

You will still be here.

Maybe that is refuge.
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Higher Than I Can Reach
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Inspired by Psalm 61

There are days
when I can carry a lot.

I know how to keep moving.

There is work to do.

People who need things.

Conversations to have.

Responsibilities that do not disappear
because I am tired.

So I manage.

I organise.

I make lists.

I solve the next problem.

Then the next.

I have become quite good
at functioning
while carrying things.

Sometimes so good
that I don't realise
how heavy they have become.

Until suddenly
I do.
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Nothing dramatic necessarily happens.

There is no single moment
I can point to
and say,

That was too much.

It is usually smaller than that.

One more thought.

One more responsibility.

One more unanswered question.

And something inside me says,

I cannot carry
one more thing.

David called it
a faint heart.

I understand that diJerently now.

Not weakness.

Not failure.

Must the moment
when whatever strength
I have been generating
8nally reaches its limit.

Gy mind doesn't like limits.
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It believes most things
can be solved
with enough thinking.

Bive me a problem
and I will turn it over.

9ook at it from another angle.

Imagine the possible outcomes.

Huild a plan.

Huild another plan
in case the 8rst one fails.

Then build a third
because apparently
we are doing this now.

Thinking feels like movement.

Planning feels like control.

And sometimes
both are useful.

Hut there are places
my mind cannot think
its way out of.

There are things
I cannot organise
into peace.
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There are burdens
that do not become lighter
because I understand them.

There are moments
when I simply reach
the end of myself.

9ead me to the rock
that is higher than I.

I love that David
didn't say,

Bive me the strength
to climb.

I think that would have been
my prayer.

Gake me stronger.

:elp me cope.

Bive me more capacity.

:elp me become
the kind of person
who can handle this.

Hut maybe I don't always
need more strength.
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Gaybe sometimes
I need somewhere
stronger than me.

That is diYcult
for the part of me
that likes being useful.

I am comfortable
being the person
who helps.

The person who listens.

The person who 8nds
the next step.

The person who remains calm
while someone else
is overwhelmed.

Hut I am not always
that person.

Sometimes I am the one
whose heart is faint.

Sometimes I have no answer.

Sometimes I cannot 8nd
the next step.
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Sometimes prayer itself
feels like another thing
I need energy to do.

So perhaps this is enough3

9ead me.

Not,

:ere is my plan, Bod.
Please bless it.

Not,

Tell me where we are going
and I will 8nd my way there.

Must,

9ead me.

Hecause I cannot see
very far today.

9ead me somewhere
higher than my thoughts.

:igher than my fear.

:igher than the future
I keep trying to predict.

:igher than my ability
to hold everything together.
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Somewhere my mind
does not have to solve
what happens next.

Somewhere I can lean
against something
that does not move
when I do.

I will probably want
my strength back tomorrow.

I will make another list.

I will start planning again.

That is part of who I am.

Hut perhaps I need to remember
that my ability to carry things
was never meant
to become my refuge.

9ou are.

So when my heart is faint,

when the thoughts become heavy,

when I have reached
the edge of whatever strength
I thought I had,

do not simply make me stronger.
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9ead me somewhere
strength is not required.

9ead me to the Rock
that is higher
than I can reach.
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When Everything Else 
Disappears
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Inspired by Psalm 63

There are moments
when everything becomes quiet.

I wish I knew
how to make them happen.

I would schedule them.

Probably put them
in the calendar.

Set a reminder.

Create the right environment.

Work out exactly
what I did last time
and try to reproduce it.

But it doesn't seem
to work that way.

Most days
my mind arrives before I do.

I sit down with You
and bring an entire crowd.

Things I need to do.

Things I forgot to do.

People I need to call.
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Something I read yesterday.

An idea for a book.

A conversation
that hasn't happened yet.

A completely unrelated thought
that apparently cannot wait
another thirty seconds.

Sometimes Ove minutes
with You feels like
trying to keep twenty doors
closed at once.

Then there are
the other moments.

The ones I cannot explain.

I open Scripture

and something catches.

7ne sentence.

7ne thought.

7ne glimpse of You.

And suddenly
everything else disappears.

The room is still there.
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The responsibilities
have not gone anywhere.

My phone still exists.

Tomorrow still needs
to be dealt with.

But none of it
seems particularly important.

,or a whileD

there is simply
You.

Havid wrote about thirst.

A dry and weary land
where there was no water.

Ne wanted You
with the desperation
of someone whose body
knows exactly
what it needs.

I think I understand
something about that hunger.

Because once I have known
these moments with YouD

I want them again.
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9ot because they make me
more spiritual.

9ot because I can turn them
into something useful.

9ot even because
they make me feel better.

I want You.

There is a di0erence.

I have sometimes chased
the feeling of Your presence
instead of Your presence.

I know that.

I have wanted
the quiet.

The warmth.

The certainty.

The sense that everything
inside me has Onally
found its proper place.

But those things
are not You.

They are simply what happens
sometimes
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when I become aware
that You are near.

And when it happensD

my restless mind
does something extraordinary.

It rests.

9ot because I forced it.

9ot because I Onally mastered
some spiritual discipline.

It simply becomes absorbed
in something greater
than everything else
competing for its attention.

You.

I can lose track of time.

A verse becomes another verse.

A prayer becomes silence.

Silence becomes something
I don't want to leave.

The same mind
that struggles to remain
in one place
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suddenly doesn't want
to go anywhere else.

Perhaps that is why
Psalm 62 feels di0erent
from some of Havid's
other prayers.

Ne isn't asking You
to Ox everything.

Ne isn't asking
for a map.

Ne isn't even asking
for an answer.

Ne is hungry
for You.

I want more of that.

9ot more religious activity.

9ot more information
about You.

9ot another plan
for becoming better
at following You.

You.
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I want to know You
in the way thirst
knows water.

In the way hunger
knows it cannot be satisOed
by being told
that food exists.

And perhaps that is why
the distracted days
frustrate me so much.

I know there is more.

I have tasted it.

I have sat with You
while everything else
became distant.

Then the next morning
I struggle to Onish
a prayer without wondering
what I am having for lunch.

Both are me.

I am learning
not to despise either one.

Because maybe hunger
does not disappear
Eust because attention does.
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4ven when my thoughts wanderD

somewhere beneath them
there is still something
reaching toward You.

Still thirsty.

Still searching.

Still remembering
those moments
when everything else disappeared.

And perhaps
that hunger itself
is evidence of something.

I came back to You
after years away

and discovered
I was hungrier
than I knew.

9ow there are moments
when I Ond what
I was looking for.

9o noise.

9o performance.

9o future to organise.
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9o past to revisit.

9ust You.

And me.

And for onceD

my mind does not want
to be anywhere else.
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When Everything Is Too 
Much
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Inspired by Psalm 69

Sometimes nothing is wrong.

And everything is too much.

That is dilcuxt
to epNxain.

There is no disaster.

Io singxe thing
, can Noint to
and sayq

There.

That is why
, cannot coNe today.

,t is everything.

The noise.

The conversations.

The kuestions.

The things that need doing.

The Nhone.

The noti6cations.

Someone taxbing
whixe , am trying to thinb.

19f



Another thought arriving
PeRore , have 6nished
with the one axready there.

Mxans.

MeoNxe.

DesNonsiPixities.

Wy own emotions
turning uN without epNxaining
why they are here.

,ndividuaxxyq

, can carry them.

Togetherq

they Pecome water.

Bavid wrote aPout sinbing.

BeeN mud.

Io Roothoxd.

7ater rising around him.

, bnow my circumstances
are not his.

Out , recognise
the Reexing.
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That moment when your Reet
cannot seem to 6nd
anything soxid.

7hen one more sound
Reexs xouder than it shouxd.

8ne more kuestion
Reexs harder than it is.

8ne more Nerson needing something
mabes something inside you
want to disaNNear.

And then comes
the guixt.

Oecause noPody
has done anything wrong.

The Nerson asbing the kuestion
doesn?t bnow
it is the 6Rteenth thing
my Prain is trying
to Nrocess.

The noise isn?t actuaxxy
that xoud.

The tasb isn?t actuaxxy
that dilcuxt.

The conversation isn?t actuaxxy
that demanding.
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So why does everything
Reex xibe so muchC

, start Fudging mysexR.

Yome on.

Jocus.

Settxe down.

Beax with one thing
at a time.

8ther NeoNxe manage this.

2ou shouxd Pe aPxe
to manage this.

Those words never seem
to mabe the water shaxxower.

They onxy give me
something exse to carry.

Sometimes , want
everyone to stoN taxbing.

Iot Pecause , don?t xove them.

Iot Pecause , don?t care.

, Fust need enough sixence
to hear mysexR thinb.
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Sometimes , need
the xights xower.

The Nhone away.

The door cxosed.

Io decisions.

Io kuestions.

Io one asbing me
what haNNens nept.

0ust somewhere
Ror my mind
to stoN receiving.

There are days
when even things , xove
Pecome too much.

MeoNxe.

7riting.

Serving.

Yonversation.

Wusic.

Mxans , was epcited aPout
yesterday.

That Rrightens me sometimes.
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Oecause , wonder
what changed.

WayPe nothing did.

WayPe , simNxy reached
my caNacity
PeRore , noticed
, was getting cxose.

Bavid cried out
untix he was ephausted.

Gis throat was dry.

Gis eyes grew tired
Rrom xoobing Ror 2ou.

There is something
axmost uncomRortaPxe
aPout how honestxy
he descriPes it.

Ge doesn?t mabe overwhexm
sound sNirituax.

Ge sounds desNerate.

Save me.

Sometimes that is
axx the Nrayer , have too.

Iot a PeautiRux Nrayer.
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Iot careRuxxy structured.

Iot something
, wouxd write down
and give to someone exse.

0ustE

3odq

this is too much.

, don?t even bnow
which Nart oR it
is too much.

Mxease hexN me.

, wish 2ou axways
xowered the water immediatexy.

Sometimes 2ou do.

A kuiet moment comes.

Someone understands.

The Nressure eases.

Wy mind settxes.

8ther times
the water stays high
Ror a whixe.
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And , have to xearn
something , stixx 6nd dilcuxtE

, am axxowed
to have ximits.

, do not have to Nrove
my strength to 2ou.

, do not have to remain avaixaPxe
to everything
simNxy Pecause everything
Reexs imNortant.

4ven 0esus withdrew.

4ven Bavid cried out
when the water reached his necb.

So NerhaNs overwhexm
is not axways something
to conkuer.

Sometimes it is something
to notice.

The water is rising.

, need somewhere kuiet.

, need to stoN.

, need to say no
to something.
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, need to xet someone exse
carry something.

, need 2ou.

There is humixity in that.

Wy mind wants
to handxe everything.

Wy heart sometimes wants
to Pe everything
Ror everyone.

Wy Pody eventuaxxy
texxs the truth.

4nough.

And NerhaNs 2ou are Nresent
in that word too.

Iot disaNNointed.

Iot wondering why
, cannot coNe Petter.

SimNxy meeting me
where the water is deeN.

, don?t need 2ou
to epNxain why
everything Reexs xibe too much.
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, don?t even need
to understand it mysexR.

Dight nowq

, Fust need something
soxid Peneath my Reet.

And iR , cannot
6nd the Pottomq

then hoxd me

untix the water
goes down.
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Unite My Heart
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Inspired by Psalm 86

For a long time
I think I have been asking You
the wrong prayer.

Quiet my mind.

Slow it down.

Help me focus.

Stop the thoughts
from arriving all at once.

Let me pray
without wandering.

Let me read Scripture
without remembering
something completely unrelated
halfway through a verse.

Let me sit with You
without my mind getting up
and leaving the room
every thirty seconds.

I have prayed versions
of that prayer
more times than I know.

Sometimes You answer it.

207



There are moments
when everything becomes still.

Moments when I lock in
and the rest of the world
seems to disappear.

I love those moments.

But they do not last.

Eventually the thoughts return.

The ideas.

The questions.

The plans.

The unAnished conversations.

The things I need to do.

The things I might do.

The things I probably
will never do
but apparently need
to think about now.

8nd somewhere along the way
I began to wonder
whether a quiet mind
was the goal.
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Then Uavid prayed something
that stopped me.

Nnite my heart.

Oot my thoughts.

My heart.

There is a diPerence.

My thoughts may always
move quickly.

They may always branch.

:ne idea becoming another.

:ne question opening Ave more.

I may always notice
too many things at once.

Maybe that is not
the spiritual problem
I have sometimes made it.

Werhaps the deeper question is?

9here are all those thoughts
ultimately facing'

Because I can have
a quiet mind
and still be far from You.
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8nd I can have
a noisy mind
that keeps returning
to the same place.

You.

Maybe unity
doesn1t mean everything
inside me becomes identical.

Maybe it means
everything belongs
to the same centre.

My writing.

My work.

My relationships.

My calling.

My questions.

My ambition.

My fear.

My e,citement
about what might come ne,t.

My disappointment
when nothing seems to happen.
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My past.

My future.

The parts of me
that feel deeply certain.

The parts that still wonder.

8ll of them
turned toward You.

That is a diPerent prayer.

Because sometimes
my problem is not distraction.

Sometimes my heart itself
is divided.

I want You4

and I want control.

I trust You4

and I want guarantees.

I want Your timing4

as long as it resembles mine.

I want to serve4

and sometimes
I want to be noticed serving.
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I want Your will4

but I also have
a surprisingly detailed version
of what I think
Your will should look like.

There are competing desires
inside me.

Some noble.

Some selAsh.

Some I cannot distinguish
from each other yet.

8nd You know them all.

So perhaps this prayer
is more dangerous
than asking You
to quiet my mind.

Nnite my heart.

Bring the scattered pieces
toward one centre.

Oot so I become
less myself.

Oot so curiosity disappears.
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Oot so every wandering thought
is Anally brought under control.

But so that beneath
everything moving inside me

there is one direction.

Toward You.

I think I have sometimes
imagined holiness
as becoming simpler.

Less distracted.

Less complicated.

Less contradictory.

Werhaps it is something else.

Werhaps holiness
is allowing You
into all the contradictions.

The man who believes
and the man who questions.

The man who wants to wait
and the man who wants
to force the door open.

The man who wants
nothing more than Your presence
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and the man who gets distracted
during prayer
by something he needs
from the supermarket.

8ll of him.

Me.

Nnited.

Oot because every part
Anally behaves perfectly4

but because every part
is learning
where home is.

Maybe that is what
I have been looking for.

Oot silence.

8lignment.

8 mind can wander
and still belong to You.

8 thought can disappear
down some une,pected road
and still eventually
And its way home.
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Werhaps I don1t need
to spend my life
Aghting the mind
I have been given.

Werhaps I can ask
for something deeper.

9hen my thoughts scatter4

unite my heart.

9hen my desires compete4

unite my heart.

9hen calling becomes ambition4

unite my heart.

9hen fear becomes control4

unite my heart.

9hen I become so busy
doing things for You
that I forget
to be with You4

unite my heart.

8nd when my mind
is Anally quiet4

unite my heart then too.
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Because quiet
was never the destination.

You were.

Maybe somewhere
beneath all the noise4

that has always been
the prayer.

Oot4

=od4 make me
less restless.

But4

=od4

whatever is moving
inside me4

let all of me
move toward You.

236



Don't Forget What Has 
Already Happened
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Inspired by Psalm 103

My mind is very good
at remembering
what hasn't happened yet.

The door that hasn't opened.

The prayer that hasn't
been answered.

The conversation
I am still waiting to have.

The thing I thought
would be clearer by now.

The future I keep trying
to look around the corner
and see.

There is always
something unAnished.

Wnd unAnished things
are loud.

They sit somewhere
in the back of my mind
even when I am doing
something else.

8aiting.
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?eminding me.

8hat about thisx

8hat happens neHtx

Sow longx

Save you forgottenx

Yometimes I become
so occupied
with what Dou haven't done yet

that I forget
what Dou have already done.

Bavid spoke
to his own soul.

Lless the qord.

Bo not forget
Sis beneAts.

I understand now
why he needed
to tell himself.

Lecause remembering
does not always happen
automatically.

Yometimes it re9uires
intention.
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Gspecially when the present
is uncertain.

Yo perhaps I need
to speak back
to myself too.

?emember.

?emember the years
when you thought
faith belonged
to another version of you.

?emember when ,od
was mostly a memory.

?emember the ordinary day
when Sis presence
suddenly wasn't ordinary.

?emember the car.

?emember what it felt like
to realise that after all
those years0

Se was still there.

?emember walking
into church again.
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?emember the Arst moments
when Ycripture began
to sound alive.

?emember praying
and discovering
that the words
had returned.

?emember serving.

?emember standing
with people
and praying for them.

?emember the conversations
you could never
have planned.

?emember the opportunities
you didn't manufacture.

?emember the people
,od placed around you.

?emember the doors
that opened 9uietly.

?emember the things
you once thought
were Anished

that somehow
started breathing again.
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?emember.

Lecause my mind
has a strange habit
of turning yesterday's miracle
into today's normal.

Yomething I prayed for
becomes something
I eHpect.

Yomething that once
made me stop
and thank Dou

becomes part
of the furniture.

Then I start looking
for the neHt thing.

8hat nowx

8hat's neHtx

8here is this goingx

8hen will that happenx

I can move from gratitude
to impatience
with remarkable eFciency.
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Cerhaps that is why
Bavid keeps listing.

Norgiveness.

Sealing.

?edemption.

3ompassion.

,ood things.

Se is reminding his soul
of its history with Dou.

Maybe I need
to do the same.

4ot because everything
has worked out.

It hasn't.

There are still prayers
I am praying.

There are still doors
I would like Dou to open.

There are still 9uestions
about calling
and timing
and what these neHt years
are supposed to become.
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There are people I love
whose stories
I wish I could change.

There are parts of myself
I still want Dou
to change.

There is plenty
that remains undone.

Lut unAnished
does not mean
Dou have done nothing.

That is the lie
I sometimes believe.

I stare so long
at the blank spaces
that I stop seeing
everything already written.

Yo today
I will remember.

4ot perfectly.

4ot sentimentally.

I will not pretend
every diFcult thing
was secretly wonderful.
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Yome things hurt.

Yome years were lost.

Yome choices had conse9uences.

Yome prayers were answered
di:erently than I wanted.

Yome 9uestions
still do not have answers.

Lut mercy has been here.

,race has been here.

Dou have been here.

Wgain
and again
and again.

Wnd perhaps remembering
is one way
of trusting Dou
with what remains.

Lecause the ,od
I am waiting for

is not a stranger.

Dou are the ,od
who has already met me.
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Wlready forgiven.

Wlready carried.

Wlready surprised me.

Wlready found me
in places where
I wasn't even looking
for Dou.

Yo when my mind
Alls itself
with everything
still undone0

teach me to interrupt it.

?emember.

?emember what Se has done.

?emember who Se has been.

?emember how many times
you thought the story
had stopped

only to discover
another page.

There will always
be something neHt.

Wnother 9uestion.
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Wnother hope.

Wnother prayer.

Wnother unAnished thing.

Lut before I rush
toward all of that0

my soul0

don't forget
what has already happened.
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Maybe This Is Quiet
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Inspired by Psalm 131

I have spent a long time
trying to become quiet.

It sounds simple.

Be still.

Sit with God.

Clear your mind.

Focus.

I have heard versions
of those instructions
for most of my Christian life.

And I have tried.

I really have.

But my mind does not seem
particularly interested
in being cleared.

Tell it to be quiet
and suddenly it remembers
everything.

Something I need to do.

Something I should have said.
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Something I said
and now wish I hadn't.

A line I want to write.

A person I need to call.

A question about God.

A question about tomorrow.

A completely unnecessary question
about something that happened
Dfteen years ago.

Apparently now
is the time to investigate it.

So when ,avid says
he has calmed
and quieted his soulk

part of me wonders
what that must feel lixe.

Because I have xnown
moments of eMtraordinary stillness.

Yoments when I become
so absorbed in 3ou
that everything else disappears.

But I cannot live
in those moments.
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Lventually my mind
starts moving again.

For years I thinx
I assumed this meant
I wasn't very good
at stillness.

Yaybe I needed
more discipline.

Yore prayer.

1ess distraction.

A better routine.

Yaybe one day
I would become
the xind of Christian
who could sit silently
before 3ou
for an hour

without mentally reorganising
the rest of the weex.

I am beginning to wonder
whether I have misunderstood
quietness.

,avid doesn't say
he understood everything.
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In factk he seems
to do the opposite.

We stops reaching
for things too great
for him.

That catches me.

Because reaching
is something my mind
does constantly.

I want to understand.

?hy this:

?hy now:

?hat neMt:

?here is this leading:

?hat does this mean:

?hat are 3ou doing:

?hat should I do:

?hat if I choose wrong:

?hat if I miss something:

Give me enough information
and I will happily
attempt to understand
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the entire future
before breaxfast.

But there are things
too great for me.

That sentence
does not come naturally.

I preferP

Things I haven't
worxed out yet.

That sounds temporary.

Solvable.

Give me enough time.

Lnough booxs.

Lnough prayer.

Lnough conversations.

Lnough thinxing.

Lventually
I will understand.

LMcept I won't.

There will always be things
beyond me.

200



Things about 3ou.

Things about people.

Things about suNering.

Things about timing.

Things about my own life.

Things 3ou may eMplain later.

Things 3ou may never eMplain
at all.

4erhaps quietness begins
when I stop demanding
that understanding
come before trust.

,avid describes a child
with its mother.

-ot a child reaching
for what it wants.

A child who has already
been fed.

-o longer demanding.

Simply resting.

I lixe that image.

Although if I am honestk
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I am usually the child
still asxing questions.

Are we there yet:

?hat happens neMt:

?hy:

Wow long:

Can we go now:

?hat about this:

,id 3ou forget that:

I bring 3ou
an eMhausting amount
of follow6up questions.

And yet perhaps
3ou are not asxing me
to stop having them.

Yaybe 3ou are teaching me
that I don't have to follow
every question
where it wants to go.

A thought can arrive

without becoming
an assignment.
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A worry can appear

without becoming
a prophecy.

A question can remain unanswered

without becoming
an emergency.

Yy mind can move

while my soul stays.

That feels diNerent.

Yaybe quietness
is not silence.

Yaybe it is settledness.

The thoughts are still therek

but they are no longer
in charge.

Tomorrow still eMistsk

but I don't have to live
there yet.

The unanswered prayer
is still unansweredk

but I don't have to checx it
every Dve minutes.
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The calling still mattersk

but I don't have to force it
into eMistence.

The future is still unxnownk

but unxnown
does not mean unsafe.

I can sit here.

?ith 3ou.

Yy mind may wander
and return.

?ander
and return.

There may be ten thoughts
before the neMt minute passes.

But somewhere beneath them

something else
can remain still.

Yy heart xnows
where it is.

?ith 3ou.

4erhaps that is the quietness
I have been looxing for.
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-ot an empty mind.

-ot perfect concentration.

-ot Dnally becoming
someone whose thoughts
move slowly.

=ust a soul
that no longer needs
to chase every thought
that passes through it.

A soul that can sayk

I don't xnow.

I don't understand.

I cannot see
what happens neMt.

And I am oxay
here.

Yaybe I have eMperienced
this more often
than I realised.

Yaybe quietness
was never the absence
of noise.
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Yaybe it was the moment
I stopped needing
the noise to disappear
before I could rest.

Yy thoughts are still moving.

But I am here.

3ou are here.

And for nowk

nothing else
needs to be solved.

Yaybe this
is quiet.
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You Were There Before the 
Thought

240



Inspired by Psalm 139

Sometimes I don't understand
my own mind.

I can tell you
what I am thinking.

Usually.

But ask me why
I am thinking it

and things become
more complicated.

A thought appears.

Then another.

Then something connects
to something else

and suddenly I am somewhere
I did not intend to go.

A memory.

A fear.

An idea.

A prayer.

A plan.
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Something I should do tomorrow.

Something I should have done
ten years ago.

Sometimes even I
cannot follow the path
that brought me there.

But You can.

David says
You know his thoughts
from far away.

I xnd that eNtraordinary.

You know the thought
before I xnish thinking it.

Before I xnd words for it.

Before I decide
whether it is sensible.

Before I work out
whether I should tell anyone.

Before I understand
what it means.

You already know.

That should probably
frighten me.
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Sometimes it does.

Because there are thoughts
I would rather
You didn't see.

jot every thought
is generous.

jot every motive
is pure.

jot every imagined conversation
makes me look particularly holy.

There are Judgments.

Fealousies.

Rears.

Desires.

Qesentments.

Ambitions I am not sure
are calling or ego.

3uestions I hesitate
to say aloud.

Doubts that seem louder
at certain hours
of the night.
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You see all of it.

There is no private room
inside my mind
where You wait outside.

jo drawer
I can close.

jo thought
I can delete Muickly enough
for You not to notice.

You know me.

jot the version
I present.

jot the version
I write.

jot the version
standing at church.

jot the version
praying with someone.

jot the version
I hope one day
to become.

,e.

And somehowH
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David does not respond
to that knowledge
by running away.

Ee calls it wonderful.

I am beginning
to understand why.

Because being completely known
means I no longer have
to eNplain myself perfectly.

And I spend a lot of time
trying to eNplain myself.

Wven to myself.

?hy did that bother me5

?hy can't I focus today5

?hy am I thinking
about this again5

?hy can I spend hours
completely absorbed
in one thing

and struggle for xve minutes
with another5

?hy did that conversation
stay with me5
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?hy am I eNcited
and afraid
at the same time5

?hy does my mind
sometimes become Muiet
in Your presence

and on another day
refuse to stay
for thirty seconds5

I want eNplanations.

6abels can help.

Understanding can help.

6earning how my mind works
can help.

But none of those things
introduce You to me.

You were already here.

Before I understood
anything about myselfH

You understood me.

Before I knew
why my mind worked
the way it didH
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You knew.

Before I learned
how easily I become distractedH

You knew.

Before I discovered
how deeply I could focusH

You knew that too.

Before the Muestions.

Before the wandering.

Before the years
I spent away from You.

Before the return.

Before the calling
began stirring again.

You knew.

David wonders
where he could go
to escape Your presence.

Eeaven.

The depths.

The far side of the sea.
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jowhere works.

I tried distance
in my own way.

jot by travelling
to the far side of the sea.

I simply built a life
where I stopped looking
for You.

Years passed.

Raith became something
I used to have.

Oalling became something
I used to talk about.

I moved on.

8r thought I had.

But apparently
there was nowhere
I could go
where You stopped knowing me.

Wven there.

Wven then.

You knew.

249



That changes the way
I look at those years.

jot because I need
to pretend they were
something they weren't.

I was away.

There were choices.

There were conseMuences.

There were parts of my life
I would write diGerently
if I could.

But there was never
a version of me
You lost track of.

Then David says
You formed him.

That makes this
even more confronting.

Because it means
You did not simply discover
the way my mind works.

You were present
before I had thoughts
to think.
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You saw something
before anyone else
saw anything.

?hich means perhaps
I can stop treating
every part of myself
I xnd diKcult
as though it surprised You.

,aybe I can stop arriving
in prayer apologising
for the fact
that I have brought
my own mind with me.

Eere I am againH :od.

Distracted.

Thinking too much.

Reeling too much.

Alanning three steps ahead.

Rorgetting what I was saying
halfway through saying it.

6ocking onto something
and disappearing into it.

Qestless.
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Ourious.

Oomplicated.

,e.

And You sayH

I know.

jot dismissively.

Intimately.

I know when you sit down.

I know when you get up.

I know the thought
before you understand it.

I know the word
before you say it.

I know where you have been.

I know where you are going.

I know.

There is something
almost unbearably tender
about that.

Because beneath so much
of my striving
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is perhaps a desire
to be understood.

jot eNcused.

jot admired.

Understood.

To have someone see
the whole complicated landscape
and not reduce me
to one part of it.

And You do.

Oompletely.

?hich makes the end
of David's prayer
even more remarkable.

Search me.

After spending an entire Asalm
saying that You already know himH

he invites You
to look again.

Search me.

Bnow my heart.

Bnow my thoughts.
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Show me what is there.

That takes courage.

Because being known
by You is comforting

until I remember
that You also see
the things in me
that need changing.

The patterns
I defend.

The motives
I rename.

The wounds
I allow to become eNcuses.

The fears
I disguise as wisdom.

The ambition
I sometimes call calling.

Search those too.

jot because I want
to become ashamed
of who I am.
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Because I want
all of me
to belong to You.

The restless parts.

The faithful parts.

The frightened parts.

The hopeful parts.

The parts still healing.

The parts still waiting.

The parts that know eNactly
what they believe.

The parts that whisperH

Are You sure5

Search all of it.

And lead me.

Because perhaps
the greatest peace
I will ever xnd

is not xnally understanding
every thought
inside my head.

2L4



It is knowing
that I am understood.

Before the thought.

Before the word.

Before the eNplanation.

Before I can make sense
of myself.

You are already there.

And somewhere beneath
all the noiseH

beneath every unxnished thoughtH

beneath every MuestionH

beneath every attempt
to understand who I amH

there is thisC

You know me.

Oompletely.

And stillH

You lead me.
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When the World Gets Small
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Inspired by Psalm 142

There are seasons
when the world gets smaller.

Not suddenly.

At least
not always.

One thing disappears.

Then another.

A relationship changes.

A door closes.

A routine ends.

Something you thought
would always be there
isn't anymore.

And eventually
you look around
and realise

your world has become
much smaller
than you remember it being.

David had a cave.

Four walls of stone.
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An entrance.

Somewhere outside,
people were looking for him.

Inside,

there was nowhere else
to go.

I have had caves too.

They didn't look
like caves.

Sometimes they looked
like rooms.

Cars.

Long drives.

Late nights.

Places where nobody
knew exactly
what was happening
inside me.

Sometimes the cave
was simply the distance
between the life
I thought I would have
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and the life
I was actually living.

That can become
a lonely place.

There have been times
when I have been surrounded
by people

and still felt alone.

I could talk.

Laugh.

Work.

Help someone.

Have ordinary conversations.

Answer,

I'm good.

And mean it
just enough
for the conversation
to continue.

Then return
to the quieter place
inside myself

259



where things were
not quite as good.

I think we become skilled
at respectable answers.

Especially in church.

How are you?

Good.

God is good.

Keeping busy.

Trusting Him.

All true, perhaps.

But sometimes
not the whole truth.

David doesn't seem interested
in respectable prayer
in Psalm 142.

He complains.

He tells You
what is happening.

He tells You
how overwhelmed he feels.
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He tells You
that nobody seems
to notice him.

He tells You
there is nowhere
for him to go.

There is something
refreshing about that.

No introduction.

No attempt to sound
spiritually mature.

No carefully balanced sentence
to make sure
the complaint doesn't seem
too much like complaining.

Just,

God,

this is where I am.

Maybe prayer becomes
di3erent in a cave.

There isn't enough room
for performance.

When the world becomes small,
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the unnecessary things
start falling away.

Eventually it is just
You

and whatever
I have been trying
not to say.

I am lonely.

I am disappointed.

I don't know
what happens next.

I thought my life
would look di3erent
by now.

I miss what I lost.

I am tired
of being strong.

I am angry about something
I thought I had forgiven.

I am frightened
that nothing will change.

I want someone
to notice.
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I want someone
to understand.

I don't want advice.

I don't want
a lesson from this.

I just don't want
to carry it alone.

There.

Perhaps that
is a prayer.

My mind sometimes wants
to improve it.

Add something hopeful
at the end.

Find a Scripture.

Turn the pain
into a lesson.

Make sure I =nish
with enough faith
that nobody misunderstands me.

But You already know
what I mean.

You know what happened.
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You know what hurt.

You know which part
I am leaving out.

You know the thought
I haven't found
the courage to say yet.

So maybe I can say it.

Even if it sounds ugly.

Even if it sounds sel=sh.

Even if tomorrow
I would phrase it di3erently.

This is what I feel
today.

David said
no one cared for his soul.

I don't know whether
that was objectively true.

Maybe there were people
who cared deeply.

Pain sometimes makes
the world look emptier
than it is.
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But it was how
the cave felt.

And You let him
put that sentence
in a Psalm.

You didn't edit it out.

That matters to me.

It means I don't have
to correct every emotion
before bringing it to You.

I can tell You
what the cave feels like

from inside the cave.

Maybe later
I will see it di3erently.

Maybe tomorrow
I will remember
the people who were there.

Maybe eventually
the entrance will widen

and the world
will become large again.

But today,
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this is where I am.

And if all I can do
is sit here
and tell You the truth,

then I will.

No performance.

No polished ending.

No pretending
I understand
what You are doing.

Just me

in whatever cave
I have found myself in,

speaking aloud
what I usually keep inside.

And You,

somehow,

still listening.

Maybe when the world
becomes very small,

that is enough space
for prayer.
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Teach Me the Way
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Inspired by Psalm 143

I still want to know
where this is going.

I know we have talked
about this before.

Quite a lot, actually.

I ask.

I wait.

I think I hear something.

I move.

Then I ask again.

There is something in me
that believes calling
should eventually become
a destination.

A place I can point to
and say,

There.

That is what all of this
was leading toward.

Maybe one day
it will.
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But right now,

there are pieces.

Writing.

Serving.

Learning.

Praying with people.

Standing beside them
in moments that matter.

Conversations I did not plan.

Doors that seem
slightly open.

Others that remain
Nrmly closed.

Old desires
coming back to life.

Yew ones appearing
beside them.

And this persistent sense
that qou are doing something
I cannot 9uite see
the shape of yet.
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My instinct
is to work out the shape.

I am good at that.

-ive me three pieces
and I will happily imagine
the other fortyxseven.

Then I will build
a future around them.

-ive it a timeline.

Work out what needs
to happen nejt.

Identify possible obstacles.

Create alternatives.

Then ask qou
to conNrm the plan
I have 'ust made for qou.

I am learning.

Slowly.

David prayed,

Teach me the way
I should go.

I notice he didn0t say,
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Show me everything
that is going to happen.

That would have been
my preference.

Teach me the way.

There is something
ongoing about that.

A student doesn0t receive
the entire education
in one lesson.

qou learn.

qou practise.

qou misunderstand.

qou try again.

Something that once
felt di?cult
becomes natural.

Then another lesson begins.

Maybe calling
works like that.

Perhaps qou are not simply
taking me somewhere.
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Perhaps qou are teaching me
how to become someone
who can walk there.

That changes the 9uestion.

Instead of,

When will the door open3

Maybe4

What are qou teaching me
while it is closed3

Instead of,

When will I Nnally arrive3

Maybe4

Who am I becoming
on the way3

Instead of,

Why didn0t this happen
twenty years ago3

Maybe4

What do I know now
that I could not have known then3

I still don0t particularly like
that last 9uestion.
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Part of me
would still like
the twenty years back.

There are moments
when I look at my age
and want everything
to move faster.

Almost Nfty.

Those words can sound
very di5erent
depending on the day.

Sometimes they sound
like gratitude.

Sometimes urgency.

There is still so much
I want to do.

So much I feel
stirring again.

And I don0t know
how much time
any of us have.

That thought can make me
want to run ahead.

To make something happen.
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To turn calling
into a pro'ect plan.

But perhaps direction
is not the same
as acceleration.

Teach me the way
I should go.

Today.

Yot twenty years from now.

Yot even Nve.

Today.

Who needs me
to listen3

Where can I serve3

What needs to be written3

What do I need
to learn3

What part of myself
are qou asking me
to surrender3

Which door should I knock on3
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Which door should I stop
standing in front of3

When should I move3

When should I wait3

Those 9uestions
feel smaller.

But perhaps
they are more useful.

Because I have spent
enough of my life
thinking about destinations.

Maybe this season
is teaching me
to pay attention
to direction.

A few degrees
can change everything
over enough distance.

So turn me toward qou.

Again.

And again.

When ambition pulls me
slightly sideways,
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turn me.

When fear makes me hesitate,

turn me.

When comparison convinces me
I should be travelling
someone else0s road,

turn me.

When impatience makes me
run ahead,

call me back.

When disappointment makes me
want to stop,

teach me another step.

I don0t need qou
to hand me
the whole blueprint.

I say that carefully,

because part of me
would still very much
like the blueprint.

But I am beginning
to understand
why qou might not give it.
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I would probably
stop following qou
and start following it.

I would study the plan.

Measure my progress.

Decide whether
I was ahead or behind.

Worry about step twelve
while standing at step three.

Perhaps qou know me
well enough
to give me less.

A direction.

A step.

>nough light
for today.

And qourself.

So teach me
the way I should go.

Yot merely
where I am going.

Teach me how
to walk there.
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Teach me how
to recognise qour voice
without needing certainty
about everything else.

Teach me how to move
without rushing.

Wait
without becoming passive.

Prepare
without trying to control.

Dream
without demanding.

?ollow
without a map.

And when my mind
runs far ahead again,

as it probably will,

bring me back
to the road beneath my feet.

Maybe calling
is not something
I eventually solve.
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Maybe it is something
I keep learning
to walk.

One step.

Then another.

With qou.
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