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Foreword

I didn't set out to write a hundred and one prayers. I set out to write the ones I needed and couldn't find — short enough to pray before the day got away, plain enough to skip churchy language.

It didn't take long to notice a pattern: every prayer rhymed with something a psalmist had already said three thousand years ago. Weariness, wonder, gratitude, grief — none of it is new.

This book borrows their voice. Each prayer opens with a verse from the Psalms and stays close to it, but with present-day concerns — a hospital wristband, plastic bins after a storm. A prayer too general, “Lord, help me in my trouble,” rarely moves anyone; it asks for nothing you can wrap your hands around. But one too specific runs a different risk: what if your trouble doesn't look like mine?

So hold these loosely. Think of them less as a script and more as an aperture — a way of opening your imagination onto something you already recognize. Let your words take over where mine leave off.

Scripture quotations are drawn from the World English Bible, a public domain translation, with one adjustment: I've used the traditional “the LORD” in place of the divine name “Yahweh,” since it's what most of us are used to.

Wherever you are today — weary, waiting, grateful, undone — my prayer is that you'll find something here that meets you where you are.

George Marin



Wonder & Thanksgiving
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Feeling Small in a Big World

What is man, that you think of him? What is the son of man, that you care for him? (Ps. 8:4)


The night feels too vast, Lord.

The sky looms over my head.

The road before me stretches to the horizon.

Even on the map on my phone I'm just a tiny blue dot.

Sometimes the size of everything unsettles me.

So many people, so many places,

Almost everything happening is beyond what I can see or grasp.

I wonder how one life can be noticed,

how my ordinary joys and fears

could matter at all.

Show me that small is not lost.

Show me that being one life in a multitude

does not put me outside Your care.

I can start to think I am a speck

and then act like what I do does not matter.

I become careless with this day,

or afraid that nothing I offer will be enough.

Set me back inside Your sight.

Not above anyone else,

not larger or more important,

but known.

And held.

Let me live this one small day on purpose,

with my feet on this ground,

and my breath received from You.

Help me give my attention to what is mine to do,

and trust You with all that is beyond me.

The night is wide, Lord.

Your care is wider.

Amen. †




After a Close Call

The LORD is my rock, my fortress, and my deliverer; my God, my rock, in whom I take refuge; my shield, and the horn of my salvation, my high tower. (Ps. 18:2)


Lord, I can still hear it —

the brakes,

the screech of tires,

the sharp breath I took when I saw how near it was.

Receive this shaking body.

My heart has not yet understood

that the danger has passed.

Part of me is still bracing,

still waiting for what almost happened.

Help me see that I was spared,

not by luck,

but by Your unseen hands.

I do not know what to do

with the relief, the fear,

or the knowledge of how quickly life can change.

My mind keeps returning there,

trying to live the moment again

and change what is already past.

I'm tired of the replay,

but I don't know how to stop it.

Be my high tower above the replay.

Set my feet back on the ground,

here in this present moment.

Bring me quiet,

clear speech,

and rest when night comes.

I can still hear it.

Let me hear Your deliverance louder.

Amen. †




Thanking God for Creation

The heavens declare the glory of God. The expanse shows his handiwork. (Ps. 19:1)


Lord, thank You for all You have made —

for the morning light that dances,

for clouds that float without my help,

for the night sky that keeps its eternal watch.

Receive my thanks for things I did not build

and could not keep alive for one split-second on my own.

I live among gifts

and call them ordinary.

I use them up with hardly a thought.

I move through this world distracted,

seeing without wonder,

receiving without stopping to give thanks.

Forgive me for how quickly I begin to think

that all of this belongs to me,

or exists only for my benefit.

The world was already full of Your glory

before I had eyes to see it.

Make me a grateful creature in Your world.

Slow me down enough to notice.

Teach me to answer beauty with thanks,

not ownership,

not hurry.

And when I cannot find grand words,

let simple gratitude be enough.

For the morning light that dances,

thank You.

For the clouds floating overhead,

thank You.

For the night sky that keeps its eternal watch,

thank You.

Amen. †




Caring for the Natural World

The earth is the LORD’s, with its fullness; the world, and those who dwell in it. (Ps. 24:1)


Morning light on the leaves, Lord.

Water running over stone.

The smell of rain on warm earth.

This world is precious,

it is Yours.

And still, I tread through it too quickly.

I take what is useful and forget to wonder.

I choose what is easy without asking what it costs,

or who and what must bear that cost.

Sometimes the harm feels too large for my small choices to matter.

Sometimes that becomes my excuse.

Teach me the deference that befits a guest,

not the swagger of an owner —

especially since many lifetimes

is still a very short lease.

Show me the small faithful acts in front of me,

and give me the patience to keep doing them

even when I cannot see what difference they make.

Don't let use turn into ruin,

or convenience make me careless with what is not really mine.

Forgive the waste I excuse

and the damage I decide isn't worth the trouble.

Make me patient enough to mend,

to plant,

to clean,

to leave things unspoiled,

to care.

Let my hands be gentle with soil and water.

Let gratitude change the way I live among

all that belongs to You.

Morning light on the leaves.

Keep me in that light,

attentive and humble,

careful with what is Yours.

Amen. †




Wonder at How I'm Made

I will give thanks to you, for I am fearfully and wonderfully made. (Ps. 139:14)


Lord, I stopped today

to actually notice this body —

the heart that keeps its own time for a lifetime,

the hand that knows how to hold a cup

without my thinking about it,

the eye that adjusts to light and darkness

without a thought on my part.

I did not design any of this.

I did not teach my lungs to breathe

or my skin to heal itself

when I wasn't watching.

I have spent so much of my life

managing this body,

caring for it,

comparing it,

rarely simply marveling at it.

Let me see what You saw

when You made it:

not an assignment,

not a flaw list,

but a wonder.

Every cell keeping its quiet appointment.

Every breath arriving right on time.

A design too intricate for me to have thought of myself,

too faithful for me to have earned.

I am fearfully and wonderfully made.

Not because I am flawless,

but because You made me,

on purpose,

with care.

Thank You for this body.

Thank You for this one particular life

carried inside it.

Amen. †




The Stars on a Clear Night

He counts the number of the stars. He calls them all by their names. (Ps. 147:4)


Lord, I stepped outside for no reason

and forgot to go back in.

The sky just kept opening,

one more star behind the last one,

until I lost count on purpose.

I know a little of what's up there now —

how far, how old, how many.

Knowing the numbers should make it smaller.

Instead it makes me want to sit down

right here in the grass and stay a while.

You have a name for every one of them.

Not a number.

A name.

I don't have a name for most things in my own life —

half of what worries me

I couldn't even properly describe.

But You call the stars by name,

one by one,

without ever losing track.

If You hold that much

and still miss nothing,

I don't have to carry tonight by myself either.

Let me stay small under this sky

without feeling forgotten in it.

Let the distance itself be a kind of company.

I came out for no reason.

I'll go back in slower than I came,

still looking up.

Amen. †




Wonder at Absolutely Everything

Let everything that has breath praise the LORD! Praise the LORD! (Ps. 150:6)


Lord, tonight it isn't one thing that undoes me.

It's all of it at once —

that there is anything here rather than nothing,

that matter learned to breathe,

that breath learned to notice itself breathing.

I don't know how to hold a thought this size.

Galaxies with names I'll never learn.

Creatures at the bottom of the sea

that have never seen light

and don't need to.

Every person who ever lived,

each one convinced, for a while,

that they were the center of it.

And somehow, still, here I am,

one small instance of the whole astonishing fact,

awake enough tonight to notice it.

I'm not asking You to explain it,

as if I could hold one cup of that ocean.

I just want to stand inside the size of it for a minute

before I go back to my small, particular life.

Everything that has breath —

the whale, the wren, the stranger down the street,

the newborn who hasn't learned yet what breathing is for —

all of it praising You

just by being what it is.

Let me be one more voice in that cosmic chorus,

too small to matter on my own,

but real, nonetheless, in You.

Amen. †



Weariness, Worry & Fear
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Waiting for the Right Season

He will be like a tree planted by the streams of water, that produces its fruit in its season, whose leaf also does not wither. Whatever he does shall prosper. (Ps. 1:3)


Lord, the branch is bare today.

I look for buds and find none.

The field is plain.

The air is cold.

Nothing in me likes this pause.

I want some sign that growth is happening,

some small assurance that this waiting is not wasted.

Instead, I am left with stillness,

and with questions I cannot answer.

I do not know how long this season will last,

or what You are doing where I cannot see.

Teach me not to force what is not yet time.

Give me the sense to wait without frustration.

Keep me present to the life I have now,

even while I long for what is yet to be.

I know the pull to push harder,

to call hurry “faithfulness,”

to grab at green fruit before it's ripe,

and spoil it before it's ready.

Keep me with those who know the rhythm of the seasons,

who can sit through winter,

who do not lie about the cold,

but still expect the spring.

And when I grow tired of waiting,

give me enough patience for this day —

not certainty about everything ahead,

but grace to remain rooted here.

The branch is bare today.

It will not be bare forever.

Amen. †




Trouble Falling Asleep

In peace I will both lay myself down and sleep, for you alone, the LORD, make me live in safety. (Ps. 4:8)


Lord, the room is dark

and my body is still awake —

the pillow turned to the cool side,

the blanket pushed off and pulled back,

the clock still bright.

I am tired, but sleep will not come.

My body cannot settle,

and my mind keeps returning to what is unfinished,

what might happen,

what tomorrow will ask of me.

I keep reaching for my phone,

keep counting the hours I'm losing,

making this bed a place of stress.

The harder I try to rest,

the farther away it retreats.

Let my thoughts grow quiet enough to lie still.

I do not need every question answered tonight.

Give me the simple trust to leave this night with You,

even if sleep comes slowly.

Let the mattress hold my weight.

Let my breathing soften.

Let my eyes close without a fight.

The clock can keep its numbers.

You keep this room.

You keep this bed.

You keep me through the night.

Amen. †




Waking Up Worried

LORD, in the morning you will hear my voice. In the morning I will lay my requests before you, and will watch expectantly. (Ps. 5:3)


I woke too abruptly, Lord —

heart already pounding,

sheets twisted,

the dark not fully gone,

and the old fear waiting for me

at the edge of the bed.

I have not even sat up,

and already my mind is racing ahead,

trying to prepare for every possible challenge.

I do not know what this day will bring,

but my body is bracing itself

as if the worst has already arrived.

Hear me now

before I build a whole day out of dread.

Help me name what is real

and leave the rest at bay.

The imagined trouble feels real enough

to tighten my chest,

and if I feed it all morning,

by breakfast I will be bowed under

too many things that have not even happened,

and may never.

Be near in this room.

To this body.

In this morning.

I am not asking for certainty about the whole day.

Give me grace enough to begin:

one calm breath,

one honest prayer,

one next step.

Fear sits at the edge of the bed.

Lord, You sit closer.

Amen. †




Slow Recovery From Illness

Have mercy on me, LORD, for I am faint. LORD, heal me, for my bones are troubled. (Ps. 6:2)


The worst is past, God,

but I am not well yet —

the walk to the door still costs me,

food still tastes strange,

my strength comes back by droplets.

I'm well enough to expect more of myself,

but still weak enough to be disappointed.

Some days I cannot tell

whether I am recovering

or simply learning how tired I am.

Keep me from rushing the healing.

Teach me to receive a slow answer

without calling it no answer.

I want to act as if I am whole,

and then I pay for it by evening.

I want one strong morning

to mean the illness is done.

It is hard to accept

that feeling better is not the same as being well.

Give me patience for small gains —

a little more sleep,

a little less pain,

a little more strength.

And when even those gains seem too small,

help me not to measure every hour

or lose heart over one difficult day.

Let those little things be healing,

received without shame

for how far I still need to go.

Amen. †




Fearing Joy Won't Last

You will show me the path of life. In your presence is fullness of joy. In your right hand there are pleasures forever more. (Ps. 16:11)


Lord, even in good hours

I brace for their ending.

I hold my laughter lightly,

so it will cost less when it ends.

Something beautiful happens,

and almost at once I begin imagining its absence.

I do not mean to refuse the gift.

I am only afraid of how much it may hurt

to have loved it after it is gone.

Teach me how to receive joy

without clutching it

and without mourning it before it's even gone.

Let me be present while it is here.

Let gratitude have this moment

without demanding a promise about the next.

I stand at Your table

already bracing myself for loss.

Fear empties the cup

before I've even tasted it.

Root me in the joy that comes from Your presence,

where the meal is not stolen by panic,

and gladness is not ruled by dread.

When fear rises beside the joy,

help me not to mistake it for wisdom.

I keep fearing the future.

Turn my face to the present.

Keep me here at Your table.

Amen. †




Before Speaking in Public

Let the words of my mouth and the meditation of my heart be acceptable in your sight, LORD, my rock, and my redeemer. (Ps. 19:14)


The room will go quiet soon, Lord.

Faces set in rows.

Pages in my hand.

A dry mouth.

All those gazes turned towards me.

I can already feel myself wondering

how I will sound,

whether I will lose my place,

or draw a blank,

whether they will understand.

There is nowhere to hide once I begin,

and I am afraid of getting it wrong.

Keep my words acceptable to You

before they reach anyone else.

Give me a heart that is not performing.

I want to be received.

I want the applause,

the joke that works,

the line that lands.

But that want can bend a sentence.

It can make me reach for approval

instead of saying what I came to say.

Let me speak what is true,

plainly,

with no trick in it.

Help me neither rush nor pretend.

And if my voice shakes,

let it still tell the truth.

Not the faces first, Lord.

Your presence first.

Your presence when the room goes quiet,

and while every gaze is turned my way.

Amen. †




When I'm Bone Tired

He makes me lie down in green pastures. He leads me beside still waters. He restores my soul. (Ps. 23:2)


Lord, I'm bone tired.

Nothing terrible has happened.

No crisis to solve.

I've simply reached the end

of what I have for today.

My thoughts grind to a halt.

Small things feel too heavy.

Even deciding what to do next

feels like one decision too many.

Perhaps there's nothing to do next.

Lead me beside still waters.

Give me permission to leave something unfinished,

to answer tomorrow,

to stop being useful for a while.

My worth does not increase

because I keep going when I am empty.

Let rest be rest,

not preparation I have to perform correctly,

not another task to accomplish.

The day has had enough of me.

And I have had enough of the day.

Restore my soul, Lord.

I will begin again

when morning comes.

Amen. †




Fear of Not Having Enough

I have been young, and now am old, yet I haven't seen the righteous forsaken, nor his children begging for bread. (Ps. 37:25)


Lord, I count and count again —

the food remaining,

the gas remaining,

the days remaining before more comes in.

Still it feels thin in my hands.

I try to be sensible,

but fear keeps changing the numbers.

Enough begins to look like almost nothing,

and tomorrow feels hungry before it has even arrived.

Teach me what is need,

and what is fear whispering in the dark.

Keep me from reaching for more just to quiet myself,

and give me grace for what is actually before me today.

This fear can harden my heart.

It can close my hand,

and turn every face into a threat.

Make me the kind of person who receives today's bread

with gratitude instead of suspicion,

someone who can still share a piece of it.

I count and count again.

Instead, I should count on You.

Amen. †




After Losing a Job

God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble. (Ps. 46:1)


The bad news has been given, Lord,

and everything is quiet —

the work set down,

the familiar hours ended,

the day ahead with nowhere I have to be.

Meet me in the first shock of this.

I do not yet know what this loss will mean,

and my mind keeps reaching for answers

I do not have.

Part of me is afraid.

Part of me is angry.

Part of me still cannot believe it is true.

Help me do the next thing.

Help me with the forms,

the calls,

the hard talk about money,

without shame swallowing my voice.

I want to hide from the people I love

and from the facts on the page.

I am afraid they will see me differently.

I am afraid I will see myself differently.

Be my refuge in this emptied day.

Be my strength for the new work before me.

Not strength for every uncertain week to come,

but enough for what is here.

One application.

One resume.

One phone call.

This day is still here, Lord.

Stay with me in it.

Amen. †




When I Have to Wait

I wait for the LORD. My soul waits. I hope in his word. (Ps. 130:5)


Lord, nothing is happening.

At least nothing I can see.

I have done what I can do.

Now there are no more buttons to push,

no more calls to make,

no tasks that will make the answer arrive sooner.

I just have to wait,

and discover again how much I dislike

having no control over “when.”

Keep me from living five minutes ahead,

then an hour,

then tomorrow,

always leaning toward what has not happened yet.

My life is also happening here.

Now.

Do not let waiting become

a moment I refuse to inhabit.

There is still this day,

this meal,

this conversation,

this patch of sunlight,

this breath.

I wait for what I cannot hurry.

And my soul waits for You.

Amen. †




When I Can't Stop Worrying

Surely I have stilled and quieted my soul, like a weaned child with his mother; like a weaned child is my soul within me. (Ps. 131:2)


Lord, my mind will not leave this alone.

I turn it over,

then turn it over again,

looking for something I missed,

some answer that will finally let me rest.

Knowing this doesn't slow the churning in my mind.

My thoughts keep racing ahead,

trying to prepare for conversations that haven't happened,

answers I don't yet have,

troubles that may never come.

Quiet me, Lord.

Not by answering every question.

Not by promising that everything will turn out as I hope.

Quiet me because I am here,

and You are here,

and this moment asks nothing more of me.

Let my mind put down what it keeps picking up.

Still my soul beside You,

like a child who no longer needs to understand —

all that matters is where home is.

Amen. †




During a Lonely Season

Look on my right, and see; for there is no one who cares for me. Refuge has fled from me. No one cares for my soul. (Ps. 142:4)


I've heard too much silence, Lord.

The chair across from me stays empty.

Evening comes.

I turn the lock and enter.

No one else comes.

Some days I manage well enough.

Other days, the quiet feels heavier than it should,

and I do not know what to do when my words pile up

and there's no one to share them with.

Stay near when the hours linger.

Let me know the difference

between solitude that clears the mind

and loneliness that eats through it.

And when I cannot tell the difference,

keep me from disappearing into myself.

When no one calls,

I can believe no one will ever come.

Then I pull back further.

I tell myself it is easier not to hope

than to feel forgotten again.

You think of me.

You care for me.

Help me trust that You still see me

when I feel unseen by everyone else.

Send me steady company.

A voice that waits for the answer.

A table where I am welcome.

And make me brave enough to go when invited,

even if I feel awkward,

even if I have forgotten how to begin.

I'm weary of so much silence.

Hear my prayer,

and, in whatever way You choose,

I will hear Your answer.

Amen. †



Guidance & Decisions
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Bringing Dreams Before God

May he grant you your heart's desire, and fulfil all your counsel. (Ps. 20:4)


Lord, I have built mansions in my mind —

work I could do,

places I could go,

a life that is wide and bright when I imagine it.

I return to these mansions often.

Sometimes they give me hope.

Sometimes I hold them so tightly

that any other future feels like loss.

I bring these plans to You

before they become a place I refuse to leave.

I want them so much,

and I'm afraid of being disappointed.

Save me from loving the picture

more than I love Your voice.

Save me from calling every strong wish

“a sign.”

Teach me to desire without demanding,

to hope without pretending I know,

and to wait without closing my heart.

Take what is false.

Keep what is true.

Open the right door,

and close the shiny wrong one,

even when I do not understand why.

These are the mansions in my mind.

Grant what serves me, Lord,

and quietly close the rest.

Amen. †




Making a Big Move

Show me your ways, LORD. Teach me your paths. (Ps. 25:4)


Drawers are empty, Lord.

Boxes are stacked in the garage.

The room already sounds different.

Soon there will be another street,

another window,

another bed in another dark.

I feel the pull in both directions:

the hope of a new beginning

and the ache of leaving what has become comfortable.

Everything is changing, and I do not yet know

how I will belong in what comes next.

Show me Your path through this leaving.

Show me what to bring,

and what to leave behind.

A move stirs up fears —

I make lists and plans,

but I cannot prepare myself for everything.

When I feel unsteady,

give me grace for the next small step.

Go before me into the new place —

into the first night,

the bare floor,

the unopened boxes,

the strange morning light.

You were Lord in this room of yesterday.

Be Lord in the room of tomorrow too.

Amen. †




Facing an Important Morning

The LORD is my light and my salvation. Whom shall I fear? The LORD is the strength of my life. Of whom shall I be afraid? (Ps. 27:1)


Lord, this morning has weight —

my ironed clothes laid out,

my clock checked twice,

words already circling in my head.

My body knows the importance of this

before anything has even begun.

Before I begin,

hear my voice.

Give me a clear mind

and a steady voice.

Help me tell the difference

between what must be said

and what fear keeps rehearsing.

I can lose myself so quickly

in trying to seem capable.

But beneath my careful preparation are the real questions:

Will I be enough?

Will I remember what I must?

What will happen if this doesn't go as I hope?

Go before me.

Let me see Your guidance

in whatever this morning brings.

And if I stumble,

keep me from believing that one uncertain moment

has undone everything.

Give me grace for what is actually before me,

not every outcome my mind can invent.

This morning has weight.

O Lord, carry what I cannot.

Amen. †




Seeking God Before Decisions

I will instruct you and teach you in the way which you shall go. I will counsel you with my eye on you." (Ps. 32:8)


Lord, I have a decision to make

and every choice starts talking at once —

what will work fastest,

what will look best,

what will be the least trouble.

I do not always know which voice is wisdom

and which is fear dressed as caution.

I want the uncertainty to end,

and sometimes that desire alone

is enough to make me hurry.

Quiet the fearful voices

so I can hear what You want.

Quiet my need to have an answer right away,

and my fear that I will choose poorly.

If I act too soon,

I may mistake haste for clarity,

and live with what I chose in the dark.

You know how easily I can decide first

and then ask You to bless my decision after.

Keep me from calling my preference “Your leading.”

Let me inquire before I act.

Bring me into Your presence

before I step onto the next path.

I do not need to see the whole way.

Give me enough light for the step before me,

and enough patience not to force what is still unclear.

Not the flashy road.

Not the popular road.

Not the easy road.

The road taken after I have been with You.

Before I choose anything else,

I choose You.

Amen. †




When I Reach for the Wrong Refuge

Oh taste and see that the LORD is good. Blessed is the man who takes refuge in him. (Ps. 34:8)


Lord, there are many places I could run.

A screen.

A bottle.

Busyness.

Another person to decide for me.

Before I reach for the first thing,

slow my hand.

Let me see what I'm truly asking.

Sometimes I do not want refuge —

I want escape.

I want the ache quieted,

the uncertainty gone,

the waiting taken out of my hands.

I want something immediate,

even if it can't work for long.

I know why the wrong refuge looks good:

It answers right away.

It asks little.

It lets me stay numb.

And sometimes, Lord,

numbness feels easier than trust.

Turn me toward what is solid.

Toward prayer, not panic.

Toward honest work.

Toward people who will not feed my fear.

Give me enough courage for this moment:

to pause,

to tell You the truth,

and to wait before I choose.

There are many places I could run.

Let me run to You first.

Amen. †




Making the Most of Today

LORD, show me my end, how many days I have left, and how fleeting my life is. (Ps. 39:4)


This day will not come again, Lord —

these hours,

this strength,

this open stretch before night closes.

I feel both the gift of it

and the weight.

I do not want to waste what You have given,

but I do not want to clutch at every hour

as though everything depends on me.

Show me where to spend my time.

Keep me from pouring it out on foolishness.

A day can be consumed —

one scroll at a time,

one delay,

one dull drift after another,

until evening comes and I can't say what I did.

I lose attention so easily,

and avoid what matters

because it asks more of me than I want to give.

Keep me awake to what this day contains —

work that serves,

words that mend,

rest that restores,

prayer that keeps me near You.

And when the day doesn't go as planned,

keep me present to the time still before me.

Give me grace for that hour,

and then the next.

This day will not come again.

Let me come to tonight having used it well,

not perfectly,

but faithfully,

for You.

Amen. †




Stress From Too Many Decisions

I will instruct you and teach you in the way which you shall go. I will counsel you with my eye on you. (Ps. 82:8)


There are too many forks in the road today, Lord —

what to answer,

what to delay,

what to keep,

what to let go.

Even small choices seem impossible.

My mind keeps spinning.

I am tired of rethinking what I've already decided,

and being afraid of overlooking what matters.

The multitude of my worries

leaves little room for peace.

Give me a clear mind.

Help me see which decisions need thought,

and which only need a simple yes or no.

Show me what I must decide today,

and what can wait without self-recrimination.

When I am worn thin,

I treat every turn like a test of my whole life.

Then I freeze,

or rush,

or fret over every step.

How do I trust a choice

when I can't see where it will lead?

Set me among quieter things —

a clearer hour,

a shorter list,

a faithful next step.

Let Your comfort reach me

before every question is answered.

At these forks in the road,

keep me from standing frozen.

Lead me forward into Your path instead.

Amen. †




Choosing How to Spend My Time

So teach us to count our days, that we may gain a heart of wisdom. (Ps. 90:12)


There are too many tasks in front of me, Lord —

the message to answer,

the work that awaits,

the person who needs my ear,

the errand that can't wait.

They all call my name,

each insisting it belongs first.

I do not always know the difference

between what is truly needed

and what is simply loud.

Teach me to count this day well.

Show me what belongs first,

and what can be safely left undone.

Help me accept that choosing one thing

means setting another aside.

I can scatter myself

until night comes.

Touching many things

but serving no one with a whole heart.

I hurry so easily,

my attention divides so quickly,

and I feel guilty

when I cannot meet every need.

Give me a wise heart that can choose,

that can stay with one task,

that can look a person in the eye

and not be pulled away by every small demand.

Not everything first.

Not everything now.

Your will first.

Amen. †




Taking One Step at a Time

Your word is a lamp to my feet, and a light for my path. (Ps. 119:105)


This day is enough, Lord.

The next step is enough.

I can't yet see tomorrow's path.

Teach me to live within the reach of Your lamp —

one patch of ground,

one turn of path,

and not some great extent.

I keep reaching ahead,

trying to walk many steps at once,

and then I stumble over the one right in front of me.

You know how hard it is for me

to trust what I cannot yet see.

Keep the light small on purpose.

Let it show me only the step I'm on,

not the hill beyond it,

not the dark around the corner.

Give me enough courage for this present step,

and enough patience not to demand the next.

One step in the light.

Then another.

And another.

Amen. †




Needing Moral Clarity

Teach me to do your will, for you are my God. Your Spirit is good. Lead me in the land of uprightness. (Ps. 143:10)


Lord, things have gone muddy.

Every reason has another reason behind it.

Every voice says it is simple,

but nothing feels simple at all.

I keep turning it over,

hoping more thought will make the answer clear.

Instead, I find more ways to excuse what I want

and more reasons to distrust what I know.

Cut a clean line through it.

Show me what is right,

not what is expedient,

not what saves face,

not what asks the least of me.

I can talk myself into almost anything

when the gain is close

and the cost is hidden.

You know how easily fear can sound like wisdom

and self-interest like necessity.

Let Your Spirit lead me onto firm ground,

where I can name the lie a lie

and the good a good,

without trimming either one.

Give me courage to accept what is right

even if it costs more than I hoped,

and enough humility to admit

where I have been wrong.

Things have gone muddy, Lord.

Bring me where the ground is firm again,

and teach me to walk there.

Amen. †



Crisis & Emergency
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Facing the End of Life

Surely goodness and lovingkindness shall follow me all the days of my life, and I will dwell in the LORD’s house forever. (Ps. 23:6)


Lord, my body is telling the truth now —

steps are shorter,

air feels thinner,

night is longer,

and my last breath may not be far off.

I do not know how to live with this knowing.

Some days I can speak of it plainly.

Other days I am afraid of what may come,

of what I must leave unfinished,

of saying goodbye to the people I love.

You know the questions I cannot answer

and the ones I am still afraid to ask.

Be near me in the days that remain.

Keep me from fear that hollows them out.

When my courage fails,

give me enough grace for this day,

and then enough for the next.

I do not want to spend this time clinging to what I cannot keep,

turning away from the people I love.

Yet letting go is hard, Lord.

Help me receive the love that is offered

without demanding that it take away my sorrow.

Let Your goodness follow me to the last day.

Let Your mercy hold me to my last breath.

Amen. †




Waiting for Test Results

Wait for the LORD. Be strong, and let your heart take courage. Yes, wait for the LORD. (Ps. 27:14)


Lord, there are answers I don't yet have.

Results I cannot know.

Words that have not come.

I'm too restless in the waiting.

I notice every ache,

every change,

every small sensation I would otherwise ignore.

Make my heart steady while I wait for what will be said.

Help me bear not knowing the name of this thing,

or whether there is a name to fear at all.

This waiting is hard, Lord.

I am tired of trying to prepare myself

for every possible answer.

I can feel my mind run ahead

into hard words,

hard numbers,

hard days.

It spends strength I do not have.

Keep me here.

In this moment.

In this breath.

In the kindness of people I don't know.

You know the answer still hidden from me.

You know what will be said before it is said.

You know my heart waits.

You wait with me.

Amen. †




When Panic Takes Over

Fearfulness and trembling have come on me. Horror has overwhelmed me (Ps. 55:5)


Lord, my breath goes shallow.

My chest locks.

The room gets small,

and every sound comes sharp.

My body sounds an alarm

I cannot simply reason away.

I tell myself I am safe,

but the fear keeps rising,

and I do not know how to make it stop.

Come close before my thoughts run farther.

And when I cannot tell real danger

from the storm inside my own heart,

don't leave me alone with the guessing!

Panic comes on fast.

It tells me I am falling

even though I am still standing.

Give me one firm thing at a time —

the floor under my feet,

something solid beneath my hand,

one full breath,

one sentence prayed out loud until it steadies.

I do not need answers for everything that might happen.

I do not need to conquer all of this at once.

Give me grace for this breath,

this moment,

and then the next.

Whether the panic leaves quickly or lingers,

do not let me face it alone.

Set my feet on solid ground, Lord.

When I cannot hold myself steady,

You hold me fast.

Amen. †




Before a Big Surgery

When I am afraid, I will put my trust in you. (Ps. 56:3)


The dreaded day has come, Lord.

The band on my wrist is tight.

My gown hangs loose.

My gurney will soon roll toward the unknown.

I knew this day was coming,

but I'm still not ready for it.

My body is tense.

Hold me steady as I give myself to the care of others.

Help me trust You with what I cannot know

and cannot control.

Fear makes me study every face,

strain at every sound,

grasp at every word I half understand,

as if keeping watch could keep me safe.

You know how exposed I feel,

how difficult it is to let go

when so much seems to depend on what happens next.

Give me peace in the hands around this bed.

I know they are skilled.

I know I can trust their care.

I know all the reasons I should not be afraid.

And yet...

Stay near when I can no longer keep watch for myself.

Let mercy meet me on the other side of sleep.

I am giving myself over to others, Lord.

So in this moment,

with all the trust I have

and all the fear I still carry,

I give myself over to You most of all.

Amen. †




Bad News From Far Away

From the end of the earth, I will call to you when my heart is overwhelmed. Lead me to the rock that is higher than I. (Ps. 61:2)


Lord, news has come from far away,

and the miles landed all at once —

a name I know and love,

a place I cannot reach by nightfall.

I don't know what to do with this distance.

My mind keeps traveling to where my body cannot go,

imagining what is happening,

wondering what will happen next.

I want to help,

but I don't know what help is needed.

Take this helplessness before it hardens.

Show me how to love across the miles.

Give me the words to pray,

and keep me from filling the silence

simply because I am afraid of it.

I want to be there with my hands and heart,

not here only waiting for news.

The waiting does not feel passive;

it takes all the strength I have

not to be carried away by fear.

Be the rock under those I cannot hold.

Be the ground under me too,

so I do not fall apart while I wait,

and wait,

and wait.

I cannot cross these miles tonight.

But You can.

I cannot stand beside them.

But You are there already.

Hold us all through this long distance,

and give me grace for what I can do now.

Amen. †




Bad News From the Doctor

My flesh and my heart fail, but God is the strength of my heart and my portion forever. (Ps. 73:26)


The doctor's words are still with me, Lord.

I heard what was said,

but I still can't take it in.

My body feels suddenly uncertain,

and the life I knew this morning

already feels far away.

Help me hold what I have heard

without letting fear add so much more.

My mind runs ahead to pain,

weakness,

loss,

and long nights I have not yet lived.

I keep reaching for answers

that no one can give.

I am afraid of what comes next,

and tired already from imagining it.

Don't let tomorrow crush this moment,

this breath,

this hour.

Be the strength of my heart

while I make the next call,

ask the next question,

and do what today requires.

Give me enough steadiness for what is mine to do today,

even while so much remains unknown.

I don't know what comes next, Lord.

I only know I can't face it without You.

Be the strength of my heart

for all that comes.

Amen. †




Starting Over After Disaster

Lord, you have been our dwelling place for all generations. (Ps. 90:1)


The ground is still a mess, Lord —

debris everywhere,

plastic bins at the ready.

I keep looking at what remains,

remembering what was.

Even the smallest things can undo me.

I am tired before I even begin,

and I do not know how to start

when starting means admitting how much is gone.

Meet me in the work of this day.

Show me what to pick up first.

I can freeze up,

seeing all of it at once,

or waste my strength trying to save what is already gone.

The ruin makes every choice feel impossible.

Help me accept that some things cannot be restored.

Help me grieve what is gone

without letting grief take everything that survived.

When anger rises, stay with me.

When weariness settles into my bones,

give me grace enough for one more needful thing.

Keep my hands to the next small task,

and send people who will carry boxes,

bring water,

stand in the wreckage with me

without trying to say what cannot be said.

You were our dwelling place before this ruin.

You are our dwelling place here in the ruin.

You will be our dwelling place when we start again.

Until then, hold me here,

among what remains,

and help me begin.

Amen. †




After Hearing Bad News

He will not be afraid of evil news. His heart is steadfast, trusting in the LORD. (Ps. 112:7)


Lord, the words still echo —

the silence after hearing them,

the whole day bent around one sentence.

Hold me where the news has struck.

I do not yet know what all of this will mean,

and I am afraid of what may come.

Don’t let my mind run ahead of what I know.

I can build ten sorrows from one hard fact.

I can lie down with dread as if it were a blanket.

I can expect the night to answer questions it cannot.

You know how difficult it is to stop worrying,

to stop preparing for every possible grief.

My body is tired,

but my thoughts will not be still.

Give me peace for this one night.

Give me enough trust to sleep before anything is solved.

Enough safety to unclench my hands

and let tomorrow remain with You.

The heavy words still echo in the room.

You are still in the room.

Stay with me through the dark,

and keep me while I sleep.

Amen. †



Loss
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Loss of a Child

I am weary with my groaning; all the night make I my bed to swim; I water my couch with my tears. (Ps. 6:6)


Lord, there are no words for this.

I looked for them and found none.

At all.

The nights are the worst.

I lie awake and the house is too quiet

in a way it was never quiet before.

I am not going to pretend I understand.

I am not going to pretend this makes sense,

or that it will, ever.

I soak my pillow with tears.

That is not poetry to me.

That's just what happens most nights.

I don't need You to explain this.

I need You to stay with me

while I cannot stop weeping.

and not leave,

or rush toward being “fine.”

Hold what I cannot hold.

Carry what I cannot carry.

I am so broken, Lord.

Stay with me in this darkness.

Amen. †




Loss of Parents

When my father and my mother forsake me, then the LORD will take me up. (Ps. 27:10)


Lord, I keep reaching for the phone

to tell them something,

before I remember — they won't answer anymore.

I'm an adult.

I've been one for a long time.

I didn't expect to feel like an orphan at this age,

but that's the word that keeps echoing.

No one stands between me

and the front of the “mortality line” anymore.

Now I'm next.

I'm not ready for that.

I have so many questions

only they could have answered,

family stories I'll never get right,

things I meant to ask

and put off asking.

When my parents left me —

not by choice, Lord, I know that —

they still left a hole shaped like them.

Show me how to live with what's left undone between us,

with the questions with no one left to ask,

with this strange new place in line.

I called on them my whole life, Lord.

Now I need to call on You.

Amen. †




Grieving a Broken Family

The LORD is near to those who have a broken heart, and saves those who have a crushed spirit. (Ps. 34:18)


Lord, the table is split now —

names not spoken,

holidays planned in halves.

What once felt shared

has become something everyone approaches fearfully.

I don't always remember what I am allowed to remember,

whom I may miss out loud,

or how to love one person without seeming to betray another.

This grief is tangled with anger.

Some days I rehearse what happened

and imagine all the ways it might have gone differently.

Other days I am simply tired of the distance,

tired of carrying what no one knows how to mend.

Teach me what peace is still possible,

even when things cannot be forced back together.

Help me accept that these are not the same thing,

and that I cannot repair every fracture by wanting it badly enough.

Keep me from reliving old scenes,

or idolizing how it used to be,

or wounding others with the sharp sadness I carry.

Give me a place where truth can be said plainly,

where blame doesn't fill the whole room,

where small mercies are not despised.

Give me grace for the next conversation,

the next gathering,

the next moment when the absence is present again.

You know this table, Lord.

You know who is missing

and what each silence costs.

Meet me at this table —

split as it is.

Amen. †




Loss of a Spouse

A father of the fatherless, and a judge of the widows, is God in his holy habitation. (Ps. 68:5)


Lord, the bed still has two sides.

I sleep on my half,

though there's no one now to wake on the other.

I keep almost saying “we.”

I catch myself mid-sentence,

correcting to “I,”

and something in me breaks a little every time.

You are a father to the fatherless,

a judge for the widow.

I never thought I'd need that name for You.

I need it now.

Teach me how to be one person

after so long being two.

Not replaced.

Not whole in the old way.

Just held.

I still set two cups down some mornings.

Don't let that shame me.

Just let it be love

still finding somewhere to go.

You never forsake the widow, Lord.

Don't forsake me now.

Amen. †




Grieving a Suicide

For my soul is full of troubles, and my life draws near to the grave. (Ps. 88:3)


Someone I care about just ended their own life.

Lord, Why?

How is this possible?

How did they come to so hideous a place

that they could see no other choice?

What did I do wrong?

What didn't I do that would have prevented this?

These questions rend me limb from limb.

The sun stops moving,

the birds stop singing,

the whole world comes to a grinding halt

as my mind struggles to grasp the ungraspable

and my heart struggles to bear the unbearable.

Meanwhile, there's the terrible shrapnel

that has deeply wounded everyone nearby.

Including me.

This person is now beyond my aid.

But the survivors are not.

There are no words to say to them.

There's no fix to apply.

All that can be done is be present

to those who have had a gaping hole

ripped in their souls.

No `words of wisdom,' just holding a hand.

No platitudes, just a meal prepared.

No clichés, just honest, caring silence.

This is far beyond any answer or solution.

Help me to be a small solace anyway.

Amen. †




Loss of a Friend

Lover and friend hast thou put far from me, and mine acquaintance into darkness. (Ps. 88:18)


Lord, their voicemail is still in my phone.

I haven't deleted it.

I don't think I ever will.

People keep asking how I'm doing.

I evade a straight answer

because this loss doesn't have the shape

people know how to ask about.

We weren't married.

We weren't family.

We were just the two people

who understood the same jokes,

shared interests and history,

and called each other first.

"A dear friend taken from me" —

that's a line from an old prayer, Lord,

and it's exactly right.

I don't know where to put this grief.

It doesn't fit the boxes people hand me.

So let me bring it to You instead.

You know what this friendship meant to me,

even if no one else quite gets it.

Keep their voice with me somehow.

Keep the jokes.

Keep what only the two of us shared.

Be the friend that stays,

now that one has gone.

Amen. †




A Loss of Something Important

Hear my prayer, O LORD, and let my cry come unto thee. Hide not thy face from me in the day when I am in trouble; incline thine ear unto me: in the day when I call answer me speedily. (Ps. 102:1)


Lord, I lost something important to me.

It's just not something other people recognize as important.

It isn't a death.

It isn't a diagnosis.

There's no Hallmark card for this.

But something that mattered is gone,

and I feel its absence

the same way I'd feel any other grief —

in the chest,

in the morning,

in the sentences I start

and don't know how to finish.

People don't even ask if I'm okay

because they don't understand how this thing

could break my heart.

Don't hide Your face from me

in this trouble that doesn't fit the usual categories.

You don't need a name for my grief

before You'll hear it.

I know that what I lost counts as real to You,

even on days no one else would understand.

Incline Your ear.

I am calling.

Amen. †




Miscarriage

For you formed my inward parts; you knitted me together in my mother's womb... my frame was not hidden from you when I was being made in secret, intricately woven in the depths of the earth. (Ps. 139:13)


Lord, You knit together what I never got to hold.

I don't have a photograph.

I don't have a name everyone else got to use.

Just a due date I still know by heart,

and a silence where a heartbeat should have been.

People don't always know this counts as loss.

They didn't meet who I was already loving.

But I felt them —

if only as hope,

if only as future,

if only as the first hushed word: almost.

You knew them before I did.

You knit them together in secret —

the part of the story only You got to see.

I don't need an explanation.

I need to know they were not too small for You,

not too brief,

not too hidden ever to matter.

Let what was only begun still be complete in You.

Let whom I could not finish carrying

be someone You carry still.

Hold what I never got to hold.

Amen. †




Loss of a Pet

The LORD is good to all: and his tender mercies are over all his works. (Ps. 145:9)


Lord, the food dish is still on the floor.

I haven't moved it.

Some mornings I still listen

for the sound of pattering paws

before I remember...

People mean well when they say

"it was just a pet."

It wasn't “just” anything.

It was years of company,

of someone always glad to see me

every single day without fail.

I don't need anyone to tell me

this grief is smaller than other griefs.

Since when, in matters of grief,

does size matter?

Your tender mercies are over all Your works.

Not just the human ones.

All of them.

So let this grief count.

Let me miss the sound of their paws,

the weight at the foot of the bed,

the small joy that asked for so little

and gave so much.

Thank You for that whole life,

short as it was next to mine.

Be near me in this sorrow

whatever its measure.

Amen. †



Milestones
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Starting a New Job

Commit your way to the LORD. Trust also in him, and he will do this: (Ps. 37:5)


Lord, that first morning has come,

and I will walk through a door

where no one knows my name yet —

with my freshly ironed shirt,

my bag by my new desk,

a screen that will light up

with work I've never seen before.

I want to do well.

I want to belong.

And beneath all my preparation

is the fear that I will miss something obvious,

say the wrong thing,

or discover I am not as ready as I hoped.

Keep me from spoiling my first impressions.

Teach me to be steady,

ready to learn,

ready to listen.

The pull is strong to prove myself at once,

to talk too much,

to pretend to know what I don't.

Help me bear the awkwardness of being new

without turning it into shame.

Give me courage to ask what I need to ask,

and patience with what I cannot master today.

Bring me one kind face,

one friendly voice,

one place to stand and begin.

I commit this new way to You:

the work, the uncertainty,

the hope I am almost afraid to name.

As I walk through that door, Lord,

walk with me.

Amen. †




Moving Into a New Home

God sets the lonely in families. He brings out the prisoners with singing. (Ps. 68:6)


Lord, the boxes are stacked in the garage,

the windows are bare,

the key is still fresh in my hand,

my bed not yet assembled.

I am grateful to be here,

but there are many hours of work before I can rest.

There is excitement in these empty rooms,

and also the weariness of opening yet another box.

Come into this place as I arrange it.

Make this more than a shelter with my things in it.

Let me belong here without expecting these walls

to give me what only You can give.

I can carry old noise through a new door.

I can fill these rooms with things and still not rest.

My address can change

while my fears remain where they were.

Don't let me build a life that shuts You out.

Let goodness cross this threshold.

Let kindness dwell in these rooms.

Make this house a place of peace,

of simple meals,

of restful sleep,

of welcome.

And on the days when peace feels far away,

teach me to receive the grace of this place

one ordinary moment at a time.

Be the first guest in this house,

the one who never leaves,

the one who makes it a home.

Amen. †




Retirement

Cast me not off in the time of old age; forsake me not when my strength faileth. (Ps. 71:9)


Lord, I cleared out my desk today.

Handed in my badge.

Walked to my car with my box,

and without anywhere I have to be tomorrow.

I thought I'd feel free.

Mostly I feel unmoored.

Don't cast me off in my old age.

But that's not really my fear.

My fear is smaller and stranger:

that I don't know who I am

without the job that once told me.

Show me what You always saw in me

beneath the title.

The part that was never on a badge.

Give me new work for these hands,

even if no one pays for it.

Give me a reason to get up

that isn't just a paycheck.

I'm not finished, Lord.

I've just changed seasons.

Amen. †




Graduation

God, you have taught me from my youth. Until now, I have declared your wondrous works. (Ps. 71:17)


Lord, the gown is rented.

The tassel will move once, then be kept in a drawer.

But the years beneath this hour were bought dearly.

You have taught me from my youth, Lord —

through every teacher who was patient with me,

and even those who were not so patient,

through late nights,

wrong answers,

and the slow arrival of understanding.

I do not want to walk off this stage

and forget how much I did not know a decade ago.

Keep me a student of something, always —

if not in a classroom, then in Life.

I have declared Your wondrous works already.

I have my remaining lifetime to declare them even more.

Send me out with more than a diploma —

send me out with a teachable heart,

useful hands,

and gratitude for everyone who got me here.

This hour is short, Lord.

Make what follows it long, and well spent.

Amen. †




The Arrival of a New Grandchild

But the lovingkindness of the LORD is from everlasting to everlasting on those who fear him, his righteousness to children's children. (Ps. 103:17)


Lord, I held my own child like this,

once upon a time.

Now I am holding my child's child,

and something in the room feels like it has come full circle.

I see an old face in a new one —

a nose,

a stubborn chin,

a way of frowning before the first cry.

Your kindness did not stop with me.

It reached past me to my child,

and now it reaches past my child to this one.

I will likely not see all of this little life.

I may not see half of it.

But I have already seen enough to entrust them to You.

Let me be the kind of grandparent who tells the truth about grace,

who has lived long enough to have living proof of it,

and is never too tired to share it.

To children's children, Lord.

Keep Your kindness flowing from generation to generation

long after I am only a beloved memory.

Amen. †




The Arrival of a New Child

Behold, children are a heritage from the LORD. The fruit of the womb is his reward. (Ps. 127:3)


Lord, there is a new weight in this house tonight —

almost as light as nothing,

but heavier than anything I have held before.

Ten fingers.

Ten toes.

A life that did not exist last year.

I did not form this child.

I only received one.

Thank You for entrusting me with what is Yours.

Teach me to love without gripping too tight.

Give me patience for the nights that blur into morning,

and joy that does not depend on sleep.

This heart beats separate from mine,

and yet — our hearts beat as one.

Make me worthy of this heritage, Lord —

one lullaby,

one diaper,

one 3 a.m. at a time.

Amen. †




Wedding

Blessed is everyone who fears the LORD, who walks in his ways... your children will be like olive plants around your table. (Ps. 128:1)


Lord, two families become one today.

Two names on one line.

Two chairs pulled up to one table.

Bless what is beginning here —

not only the vows,

but the years after them:

the ordinary Tuesdays,

the shared bills,

the small kindnesses that carry more weight than the big promises.

Keep them quick to forgive,

slow to keep score.

Teach them to argue like two people who are staying,

not two people looking for the door.

Let their table hold whatever the years bring —

quiet suppers or crowded ones,

the same two chairs or many more,

every one of them a gift.

You have brought them to this day, Lord.

Bring them the rest of the way,

one ordinary day at a time.

Amen. †



Temptation & Self-Examination

[image: ]


Envy Over Someone Else's Success

Rest in the LORD, and wait patiently for him. Don’t fret because of him who prospers in his way, because of the man who makes wicked plots happen. (Ps. 37:7)


That name comes up again, Lord.

More praise.

More doors opening.

More signs that life is moving for them

when it isn't for me.

I do not like what arises in me.

Their success begins to feel like evidence

that I have been overlooked.

I compare what can be seen of their life

with all the waiting and uncertainty in mine,

and I come away smaller, jealous, ashamed.

Cut envy off before it settles in the chest.

Teach me how to bless what is good,

whoever is being blessed,

without shrinking into myself.

And when I cannot yet bless gladly,

help me at least to be honest with You

and quiet enough not to turn envy into contempt.

If I keep staring at their harvest,

I will despise my own field.

I will miss the work You have set in front of me.

Turn my face back to the ground under my feet.

Give me gladness for today's bread,

for today’s task,

for one honest step.

Teach me to wait without treating waiting

as proof that You have forgotten me.

Their field is theirs.

Keep me faithful to mine.

Amen. †




After a Failure

He brought me up also out of a horrible pit, out of the miry clay. He set my feet on a rock, and gave me a firm place to stand. (Ps. 40:2)


This is the morning after, Lord.

The mistake is still here.

Its weight sits in my chest.

I can hardly look at what I broke.

Part of me still cannot believe I did it.

Part of me knows exactly how I did.

I keep wishing I could return to the moment before,

but what's done is done.

Help me face the damage without hiding.

Give me the courage to name it plainly,

without excuses

and without making myself beyond mercy.

I want to sink into shame,

to keep replaying the moment,

to let one fall become my whole name.

Shame feels easier than repair sometimes.

It asks nothing of me

except that I stay down.

Raise me toward the next honest thing —

an apology spoken truly,

a mess cleaned up,

a small duty done well.

I do not know how much can be mended.

I do not know how long it will take.

Give me grace for what can be done today,

and humility for what must be carried.

I have been staring at the place where I fell.

Now set my feet on a place to stand.

Amen. †




Letting Go of Control

Be still, and know that I am God. (Ps. 46:10)


My hands are tight again, Lord —

on the calendar,

on the budget,

on how I expect everything to go.

I keep rehearsing what might happen

and arranging answers for questions

no one has asked yet.

I am afraid that if I loosen my hold,

something important will slip through my fingers.

Open my grip

before I mistake my grip for safety.

Control promises rest,

but it's a false promise that keeps me awake.

It turns every delay into a threat

and every person into someone to manage.

Even when nothing is happening,

I am bracing for what might.

Teach me the freedom of open hands.

Teach me the work that is mine,

and the resting which is also mine.

Give me enough trust for this day,

even if I cannot quite surrender tomorrow.

My hands are tight again, Lord.

Make them open in You.

Amen. †




Asking Forgiveness for Hurtful Words

Create in me a clean heart, O God. Renew a right spirit within me (Ps. 51:10)


Lord, I need to go back.

My words hit hard,

and now they sit between us

like broken glass on the floor.

I can see the pieces.

I know I broke them.

If only I could take the words back.

But they were heard.

They did what hurtful words do,

and it's not for me to decide

how long the pain should last

or how quickly I should be forgiven.

Give me the grace to ask forgiveness plainly.

No excuses.

No shifting the blame.

No softening what I said.

Keep me from using an apology

to defend myself all over again.

Pride wants to step around the hurt

and keep walking.

It would rather protect my image

than bend down and clean up.

And part of me is afraid to face

what my words have damaged.

Let my sorrow be more than a feeling.

Let it become a lesson learned the hard way,

and speech that is wiser for it.

Teach my mouth to pause

and my heart to become gentler.

I said the hurtful words, Lord.

Stay with me while I mend as best I can.

Amen. †




When I Can't Let Something Go

Cast your burden on the LORD, and he will sustain you. He will never allow the righteous to be moved. (Ps. 55:22)


Lord, here it is again.

The memory.

The conversation.

The mistake.

The thing I wish had happened differently.

I have carried it through breakfast,

through work,

through quiet hours.

I put it aside,

then discover it in my hands again.

Part of me seems to believe

that if I think about it long enough

I can change what has already happened.

I cannot.

Show me whether there is something here

I still need to do.

If I need to apologize,

give me courage.

If I need to make something right,

show me how.

If I need to learn something,

keep me teachable.

But if there is nothing left to do,

teach me to stop rehearsing it in my head.

Here is the burden, Lord.

I am putting it down again.

And if I pick it up tomorrow,

I will bring it back again.

Amen. †




When Shame Keeps Me Away

For you, Lord, are good, and ready to forgive, abundant in lovingkindness to all those who call on you. (Ps. 86:5)


My hand is on the knob, Lord,

and I do not go in.

I think of what I have done,

and the old heat rises in my face.

I know You already see it all,

yet I am still ashamed to be seen.

Part of me believes I should wait

until I feel less dismayed,

until I can come to You

with something better than this.

But I have nothing better.

I only have the truth.

Come close to me at this door.

Teach me the difference between shame and repentance.

One keeps me self-absorbed.

One brings me to You.

I know the pull of staying hidden.

Without prayer.

Without light.

Just the same thoughts going round and round.

And the longer I stay here,

the harder it is to believe I may enter.

I begin to mistake hiding for humility

and silence for sorrow.

But You are there before I speak.

Open what I have shut.

Give me courage to admit plainly what I have done

and to trust Your lovingkindness more than my shame.

Bring me inside,

not as a stranger,

but as one who called and was heard.

Not sneaking in the back, Lord.

Bring me boldly through Your front door.

Amen. †




When I Don't Want to Do What Needs Doing

Let the favour of the Lord our God be on us. Establish the work of our hands for us. Yes, establish the work of our hands. (Ps. 90:17)


Lord, I know what needs doing.

I simply don't want to do it.

I'd rather postpone it,

find something easier,

something pleasant,

something that gives me the satisfaction

of having done something

without doing what really needed to be done.

But this task is mine.

So meet me here,

not in some sudden burst of enthusiasm,

but in my reluctance.

Establish the work of my hands.

Help me begin before I feel ready.

Keep me at it when my resolve wanders.

Give me patience with work

that is ordinary,

unnoticed,

and necessary.

Not everything worth doing

comes with inspiration.

Sometimes faithfulness is simply

putting my hands to the task before me.

These are my hands, Lord.

This is today's work.

Establish it.

Amen. †




Wanting Wholehearted Worship

Praise the LORD, my soul! All that is within me, praise his holy name! (Ps. 103:1)


Lord, I do not want to bring You just part of myself.

Only the safe part.

Only the public part.

Only the part that knows easy words.

I want my whole house opened.

Yet even as I say this,

I feel myself holding back,

singing while staying guarded,

speaking praise without surrendering

the things I most want to keep for myself.

Show me the rooms I still keep shut —

the old hurt,

the private pride,

the fear of losing control.

Show me where I have grown used to locked doors.

Give me courage to open them,

even when I do not know what wholeheartedness will ask of me.

Half-offered worship leaves the door locked.

It sounds full,

but something remains empty.

Let's not pretend that divided praise is enough.

Take all that is within me

and turn it toward You.

Mind.

Heart.

Soul.

Will.

Gather even the reluctant parts,

the weary parts,

the parts that have forgotten how to praise.

Teach my whole being to answer You.

Not part of myself, Lord.

But my whole house opened.

Amen. †




Confessing Hidden Wrongdoing

As far as the east is from the west, so far has he removed our transgressions from us. (Ps. 103:12)


Lord, the door is shut,

the screen is dark,

no one in this room knows what I did.

But I know.

And so do You.

I have tried not to name it.

I have offered myself excuses

and called my silence caution.

Still, the truth remains,

and I am tired of carrying it alone.

Bring the hard words to my tongue.

Make me transparent.

I am afraid of what honesty may cost,

of the hurt in another’s face,

of what cannot be taken back.

I want mercy without risk,

forgiveness without confession,

a clean heart without the difficult telling.

Secrecy is asking me to keep building walls around one act,

then another around the lie that guards it,

until I cannot tell which room I live in.

Lead me to the honest step —

the truth spoken,

the thing returned,

the message sent,

the door knocked on.

Give me courage for that step,

and humility for whatever follows.

I have kept it hidden from others.

I cannot hide it from You.

Amen. †




When I'm Disappointed in Myself

For he knows how we are made. He remembers that we are dust. (Ps. 103:14)


Lord, I expected better of myself.

I thought I would handle this differently.

I thought I had grown past this.

I thought by now I would be wiser,

steadier,

stronger.

Apparently not.

It is difficult to see myself clearly

without becoming either my defender

or my accuser.

You know what I am made of.

You know where I failed.

And You know the distance I have traveled,

the battles nobody else sees,

the places where I am still at work.

Keep me from making excuses.

But keep me also from turning disappointment

into contempt for myself.

I am dust,

and You have always known that —

even if I had forgotten.

Show me what needs changing.

Help me make right what I can.

Then let me rise from this place

without pretending I never fell.

You have not mistaken me

for someone already finished.

Let's begin again.

Amen. †




Wanting to Break Old Habits

Establish my footsteps in your word. Let no iniquity have dominion over me. (Ps. 119:131)


Lord, I've done it again.

The thing I told myself I was done with.

One drink turns into the bottle half gone.

One scroll turns into an hour lost.

One chip turns into the whole bag.

I don't even remember choosing.

I just look up and I'm already in the chair,

already reaching,

already ashamed.

Show me the moment before the moment —

the first small turn where I could have chosen differently.

I'm tired of promises I don't keep.

Tired of hiding what I did.

Tired of hating myself in the morning

for what felt so easy last night.

Give me a plain next step instead of a perfect plan —

water instead of a drink,

the phone face-down instead of face-up,

carrot sticks instead of junk food.

Or help me find the courage and honesty to seek help

for what is beyond me.

I've worn this seat down to my shape, Lord.

Get me up out of it.

Walk with me toward a different one.

A better one.

Amen. †




When My Motives Are Mixed

Search me, God, and know my heart. Try me, and know my thoughts. See if there is any wicked way in me, and lead me in the everlasting way. (Ps. 139:23)


Lord, here is the knot again —

a good deed with my name attached,

a true word I want noticed,

a gift I want to give

and be thanked for.

I do not always know where generosity ends

and my hunger for admiration begins.

Search me.

Show me what in me is clean

and what is reaching sideways for applause.

Help me look honestly,

without excusing myself

and without turning this confession

into one more way to appear humble.

I can dress a selfish wish in flowery language

until even I believe it.

Make me plain before You.

Let me choose the hidden good —

the task no one knows,

the gift no one traces,

the prayer said with the door shut.

And when my motives are still mixed,

keep me honest and teachable.

I may not be able to untangle

every reason I want what I want.

But You can see the whole knot.

Untie what I have pulled tight.

Make me plain, Lord.

Not split.

But whole.

Amen. †



Spiritual Dryness & Discontent
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A Distracted Heart

One thing I have asked of the LORD, that I will seek after: that I may dwell in the LORD’s house all the days of my life, to see the LORD’s beauty, and to enquire in his temple. (Ps. 27:4)


This room is quiet, Lord,

and still my mind keeps turning —

to the message I forgot,

to the noise down the hall,

to the idle thoughts that crowd out everything worthy.

I want to be present,

but even that desire becomes another thing

I cannot seem to hold on to.

Gather me here.

Help me stay in one place before You.

I do not need to chew on every worry

or settle every unfinished thing

before I can pray.

If I keep scattering,

I will give You only scraps of me —

a chair, a breath, Your name,

and little else held together.

Receive them anyway,

and patiently gather me again.

Bring my thoughts back when they scatter.

Bring my eyes back when they wander.

Bring my heart back to this room.

And when I drift again,

as I surely will,

teach me to return without shame

to You.

Amen. †




Coming Back After Drifting

As the deer pants for the water brooks, so my soul pants after you, God. (Ps. 42:1)


Lord, I am at the door again.

I have drifted a long way on little wants,

one day at a time,

one shrug,

one delay,

until You felt far because I kept straying.

Sometimes I knew I was drifting.

Other times I hardly noticed.

Now the distance feels real,

and I am ashamed that I let it go so far.

Bring me back without disguise.

Teach me to come thirsty and tell the truth.

I do not want to make promises

only because I am afraid,

or pretend I can repair the distance myself.

I'd rather arrive with an excuse in hand.

I'd rather speak around the bare fact

that I left the stream for dust.

The words stick like dust on my tongue

even now, trying to say it plainly.

Bring me all the way in.

Do not let shame keep me at the door.

I came back with dust in my mouth.

Let the first thing I taste be mercy.

Amen. †




When Today Feels Wasted

Why are you in despair, my soul? Why are you disturbed within me? Hope in God! For I shall still praise him for the saving help of his presence. (Ps. 42:5)


Lord, evening is here,

and what can I point to?

The hours slipped,

the plan fell apart,

I sometimes started, and mostly stopped,

and now the light is fading.

I keep going back over what I meant to do,

measuring the day by what remains unfinished.

I am frustrated with myself,

and tired of carrying the feeling

that I should have done more.

Meet me before I throw this day away in my mind.

Show me what You still see in it.

If I call it useless,

I will sink into shame,

and shame will waste the next day too.

One empty day has a way of writing itself into the next.

Gather what was scattered —

the small duty I finished,

the harsh word I held back,

the rest my body needed,

the prayer I am praying now.

Help me receive these hours as they were,

not as I wish they had been.

I do not need to pretend they were fruitful

or force myself to feel glad.

Only keep me from believing

that an imperfect day is beyond Your care.

The light is fading, Lord.

Stay with me in the fading light,

and make even this day part of Your mercy.

Amen. †




Restless After Getting What I Wanted

My soul longs, and even faints for the courts of the LORD; my heart and my flesh cry out for the living God. (Ps. 84:2)


Lord, I got the thing I asked for,

and nothing changed.

The cup is in my hand,

and I am still looking past it.

I do not want to be ungrateful.

I am glad for what has come.

But I thought the wanting would end here,

and it has only changed its name.

Show me why my heart keeps yearning

after the gift was given.

I thought this would settle me.

Instead I keep checking,

keep measuring,

keep asking what comes next.

I compare this joy to the joy I imagined,

and wonder why it does not feel like enough.

Even good gifts turn thin

when I ask them to be You.

Turn me from the gift to the Giver.

Teach me to receive with open hands,

without grasping for something more.

Let me be grateful without pretending

a gift can quiet every hunger.

Teach me to be content in Your presence.

I keep asking what comes next.

What comes next is always —

You.

Amen. †




Discouraged by Slow Growth

The righteous shall flourish like the palm tree. He will grow like a cedar in Lebanon. They are planted in the LORD's house. They will flourish in our God's courts. They will still produce fruit in old age. They will be full of sap and green. (Ps. 92:12)


Lord, I keep looking for fruit too soon.

I check the branch.

I count the days.

I see small changes and call them nothing.

It is hard to keep going

when so much seems unchanged.

I begin to wonder whether I am growing at all,

or whether I have mistaken waiting for faithfulness.

Roots do their hardest work in the dark,

long before there's anything to show.

Teach me the pace of a tree.

Give me patience for work that stays hidden a long time.

Help me trust the quiet forming of roots

before there is anything on the branch to show.

I tire of what does not show.

I want quick results.

I want one clean sign that all this waiting matters.

Keep me rooted among people who know how to tend slow things,

who water and wait,

who do not dig up roots to see if they live.

And when I am tempted to measure this season too quickly,

give me grace to remain where I am

and receive what sustains me today.

I keep looking for fruit too soon.

Keep me waiting instead for Your roots.

Amen. †




Inner Turmoil

In the multitude of my thoughts within me, your comforts delight my soul. (Ps. 94:19)


There is a storm in my heart, Lord.

I am calm on the outside,

but not inside.

Old hurt, new anger,

shame, want,

all of it jostling against each other.

I do not know which feeling to trust.

I cannot tell what needs my attention

and what will pass if I wait.

Even when I try to be still,

the argument inside me keeps raging.

Sort what I cannot sort.

Name what is true in me,

and what is only noise.

Help me face what is mine to face

without letting every thought take hold of me.

If I act out this churn,

I will wound with my mouth,

or go cold, or hide.

Pain so readily looks for someone else to wound.

Still me while I am restless.

Give me a quiet center in Your care.

Not a hard shell, not numbness.

Not the pretense that none of this matters.

A place where I can stand and not be swept away,

where I can breathe before I speak

and wait before I turn.

In my chest,

be my peace.

Beyond the noise,

be my peace.

Over everything,

be my peace.

Amen. †




When God's Goodness Feels Distant

For the LORD is good. His lovingkindness endures forever, his faithfulness to all generations. (Ps. 100:5)


Lord, all is quiet

and I still cannot feel Your nearness —

just the chair,

the window,

the slow clock,

the same prayer said again and again — lifelessly.

I am tired of reaching for You

and meeting what feels like empty air.

I do not want to mistake silence for absence,

but some days I do not know how else to understand it.

I know that You are good.

But sometimes that goodness feels very far away.

Show me Your goodness in a form I can recognize.

A small thing.

Bread on the table.

Kindness arriving at the right time.

Strength to stand up and feel the sun.

I am not asking for everything to make sense.

I am asking for enough mercy

to carry me through this day

without pretending it is easier than it is.

Do not let this long silence teach me that You are gone.

Do not let numbness start to speak as if it were truth.

And when I cannot feel what I believe,

hold me through the distance between them.

Keep me near the simple mercies

that do not shout

but abide.

In this quiet hour,

abide with me.

Amen. †




When Gratitude Feels Hard

Give thanks to the LORD, for he is good, for his lovingkindness endures forever. (Ps. 136:1)


Lord, the room is quiet,

and I can name what hurts,

what I cannot afford,

the absence I keep noticing.

These are not small things to me.

They take up space in my thoughts

and make gratitude feel almost dishonest.

I do not have bright words tonight.

I can't pretend that pain is a gift

or that disappointment doesn't matter.

Give me one true thank you

that is not forced,

one word of gratitude

that does not ask me to deny what is hard.

Keep me from treating Your goodness like a lie

just because this day was hard.

And keep me from using gratitude

to hurry past my sorrow.

Let me see one small thing You have kept for me —

breath in my lungs,

warmth in my body,

light in the dark.

You are still good, even here, even tonight.

Amen. †




Praying First Thing

Cause me to hear your lovingkindness in the morning, for I trust in you. (Ps. 143:8)


Before the coffee pot starts,

before the screen lights up,

before I speak to anyone else,

Lord, let me speak with You.

I am here, though part of me is still waking,

and today is already asking things of me.

Let Your lovingkindness be the first thing I hear this morning.

Teach me to bring You my soul

before I hand this day to habit, hurry,

or whatever shouts the loudest.

One thought follows another,

and soon I am moving

without ever having asked

where I am going

or who I am becoming along the way.

So make this first turning toward You plain.

A breath. A whisper.

A few honest words.

I don't need to sound wise —

as if You didn't already know me.

I don't need the whole way mapped —

one step is all You've promised.

Only show me how to walk faithfully into the hours before me,

and give me grace enough

for the next thing.

Before the coffee pot starts,

be first.

Before the screen lights up,

be first.

Amen. †



Relationships

[image: ]


After Being Let Down

Yes, my own familiar friend, in whom I trusted, who ate bread with me, has lifted up his heel against me. (Ps. 41:9)


Lord, I waited for help,

and it never came.

The place where someone should have stood with me

stayed empty.

The promise went cold.

I keep returning to what was promised

and to what didn't happen.

Part of me is still waiting,

still wondering whether I asked too much,

or trusted too easily.

I feel the pull to make a refuge of this hurt —

to hold it close,

to let it become who I am now.

“Easier that way,” I tell myself.

Show me how to come to You instead,

without pretending this did not wound me.

I can't call it nothing.

It wasn't nothing.

I know the other pull too:

to trust no one,

to need little,

to live shut away.

That way feels safer,

and lonelier.

Be more gracious than the promise that failed.

Meet me in the empty place.

Teach me, slowly, to take refuge in You

without asking me to deny what happened.

The place beside me stayed empty.

But no place will ever be empty of You.

Amen. †




After Hurting Someone Deeply

The sacrifices of God are a broken spirit. O God, you will not despise a broken and contrite heart. (Ps. 51:17)


Lord, their face stays with me.

The look after my words landed.

The long pause.

The way the air changed.

I cannot unsay it.

Even now, I can feel myself reaching

for an explanation,

some reason my words were excusable,

some way to make the harm seem smaller.

But it was not small to them.

You know what it cost them to hear it.

Hold me still before that wound.

Don't let me hurry past it

because looking is hard.

Part of me wants quick repair.

Part of me wants them to ease my guilt.

Part of me wants to be comforted first.

And part of me is afraid

that my apology will not be enough,

that forgiveness may not come quickly,

that what I broke may take long to mend.

Break my selfishness down.

Give me courage to speak plainly,

without defending myself

or asking them to carry my shame.

Make room in me for patience,

for listening,

for the slow work of making right what I can.

Their face stays with me.

Let it keep me honest before You,

and tender toward the hurt

I cannot undo.

Amen. †




When You Have No One to Talk To

Trust in him at all times, you people. Pour out your heart before him. God is a refuge for us. Selah. (Ps. 62:8)


Lord, there is no one I can reach tonight.

The evening is still.

I have gone through the names I know

and come up empty.

Some people would not understand.

They have burdens enough of their own.

And some things feel too tender,

too complicated,

or too hard to explain.

So I am speaking to You.

Take what I would say

if someone were here beside me.

Take the long part,

the tangled part,

the part I cannot say well.

I do not even know what I need —

an answer, comfort,

or simply a voice that does not turn away.

I only know that carrying this alone

has made it heavier.

If I keep it shut in,

it will grow strange inside me.

It will start to sound like truth

just because it is loud.

Be company in this silence.

Give me Your listening ear.

Let me say everything without hurrying

toward a better ending.

And in time,

give me one safe person

from whom I do not have to hide.

This place may feel empty, Lord.

But You are always present anyway.

Amen. †




Teaching a Child About God

We will not hide them from their children, telling to the generation to come the praises of the LORD, and his strength, and his wondrous works that he has done. (Ps. 78:4)


Lord, here is a small hand in mine,

and a sky above us both.

Help me speak simply and true.

Keep me from using big words that hide You.

The questions may be larger than my answers,

and I do not want my uncertainty

to make me hurry past the wonder.

Show me how to point,

and pause,

and let the child see for themselves.

Teach me to listen, too —

to notice what catches their attention,

and to see once again what I have stopped seeing.

I can only stand here,

look up,

and tell the truth about whose world this is.

Give me the right small words.

The moon.

The clouds.

The stars.

Flowers.

Snails.

And Your loving hand behind them.

Keep me gentle.

Keep me honest.

Keep us both looking up.

Amen. †




Children Afraid of the Dark

You shall not be afraid of the terror by night, nor of the arrow that flies by day. (Ps. 91:5)


Lord, hear the small voice from this child's bed —

the call after the light is out,

the blanket pulled up to the chin,

the eyes fixed on the closet door.

Be gentle with this fear.

It may seem small in daylight,

but right now it feels large and close.

Make Your safety plain in ways this child can hear.

Do not let this little one feel foolish for being afraid.

The dark can fill with stories.

A coat can look like a stranger,

and every shadow can seem to threaten.

Stand near this bed.

Be present when no one can be seen.

Let the breathing slow.

Let tense hands loosen their hold.

Let sleep come without fear.

Let the child wake and remember that the night held,

and that fear did not have the final word.

You are Lord of the closet.

You are Lord of the dark.

You are Lord by the bed.

Keep watch until morning.

Amen. †




When I Need to Forgive

He has not dealt with us according to our sins, nor repaid us according to our iniquities (Ps. 103:10)


Lord, I know I need to forgive.

I also know I cannot make the hurt disappear

by deciding that I should.

What happened still matters.

What was said was still said.

What was broken does not become unbroken

because I forgive.

So teach me what forgiveness actually asks of me.

Keep me from feeding this wound

just to keep the anger alive.

Keep me from returning to the old scene

to prosecute the case one more time.

I do not want what was done to me

to become something I carry everywhere.

You have shown me mercy

without calling wrong right.

Teach me that kind of mercy.

I may need to forgive again tomorrow,

and again after that.

For today,

help me loosen my grip.

The hurt can remain part of my story

without it becoming part of who I am.

Amen. †




Building a Marriage

Unless the LORD builds the house, they who build it labour in vain. Unless the LORD watches over the city, the watchman guards it in vain. (Ps. 127:1)


Lord, we are laying days brick by brick —

moment by moment,

memory by memory,

building our life together.

Some days love comes easily.

Other days we are tired,

guarded,

more ready to defend ourselves than to understand.

A careless word can harden fast,

like mortar set before a brick was laid true.

Show us when we are building with pride

instead of truth.

Teach us when to speak plainly,

and when to be still and listen.

Give us courage to say what is honest

without using honesty as a club.

Keep us from making a house

with a cold heart inside it.

Keep us from keeping score

until love feels like a ledger.

When tenderness feels costly,

help us not to withhold it.

Make us into two people

who are quick to mend,

quick to forgive,

quick to come back together.

We cannot build this house by effort alone.

We are laying days brick by brick.

Lord, lay them on Your firm foundation.

Amen. †




When I Need Courage for an Ordinary Conversation

Set a watch, LORD, before my mouth. Keep the door of my lips. (Ps. 141:3)


Lord, I need to say something.

It is not a speech.

No crowd is waiting.

The world will go on afterward.

But this conversation matters to me,

and I am afraid of getting it wrong.

I have practiced sentences in my head.

Some sound too sharp.

Others hide what I really mean.

Give me words that are true

without using truth as a weapon.

Help me listen after I speak.

Keep me from trying to control

how the other person receives what I say.

That part is not mine.

What is mine

is to speak with courage and honesty,

to listen with humility and patience,

and to leave room for an answer

I may not expect.

Or like.

Let the words of my mouth

and what lies beneath them

be acceptable to You.

Help me open my mouth

and begin.

Amen. †



Conflicts 

[image: ]


Joining in Cruel Jokes

Blessed is the man who doesn’t walk in the counsel of the wicked, nor stand on the path of sinners, nor sit in the seat of scoffers; (Ps. 1:1)


Lord, stop me before I join in cruel jokes —

the quick line meant to get a laugh,

the pile-on when one person is not in there,

the grin that expects me to add one more cut.

You know how easily I can go along.

I want to belong.

I do not want to be the awkward one

who lets the laughter fail.

Teach me to feel the edge of my own words

before they leave my mouth.

And when I have already spoken,

keep me from pretending it was harmless

just because everyone laughed.

A joke can seem small.

But it hardens the room.

It trains my tongue to enjoy harm.

Give me courage for that uncomfortable moment,

when kindness costs me the approval of others.

Bring me near people who do not need a victim to be funny.

Lord, let my mouth close before the cut.

Teach me to use words

that don't make someone else smaller.

Amen. †




Stress Over Unfair Treatment

Answer me when I call, God of my righteousness. Give me relief from my distress. Have mercy on me, and hear my prayer. (Ps. 4:1)


Lord, I keep replaying what was said.

The cut in the voice.

The blame laid in my lap.

The look that said the matter was settled

before I opened my mouth.

I keep thinking of what I should have said,

how I might have made them understand.

Part of me wants to defend myself again,

even though the moment has passed.

It is hard to rest when something remains unfair.

Settle me before this settles in me.

Help me answer what is mine to answer

and release what I cannot fix.

Keep me from carrying their judgment

as though it were the whole truth about me.

If I carry this all day,

my body will stay tight,

my jaw hard,

my sleep thin.

Hurt becomes anger so quickly,

and anger becomes a conversation

I can't stop having in my head.

Give me one safe place tonight.

A chair.

A meal.

A person who does not require me to defend myself.

Give me enough quiet to remember

that I do not have to resolve everything before I rest.

Settle me, Lord.

Let this not live in my bones all night.

Amen. †




When I'm Angry With Someone I Love

Stand in awe, and don't sin. Search your own heart on your bed, and be still. (Ps. 4:4)


Lord, I am angry,

and the person I am angry with

is someone I love.

That makes it harder, not easier.

I keep rehearsing what happened,

what was said,

what should have been said.

In every version I am right,

and every argument ends with me vindicated.

But I know better.

Because -- what if I'm wrong?

What if some of what stings

is mine to own, not theirs to answer for?

Be with me before I speak again.

Show me clearly what is true here,

and what is only my pride talking.

Keep me from words

that would feel good for a few seconds

and hurt for years.

I do not ask You to make me less honest.

I ask You to make my honesty loving.

Let me be still long enough

to remember all that this person means to me.

Amen. †




Walking Into a Hard Meeting

I have set the LORD always before me. Because he is at my right hand, I shall not be moved. (Ps. 16:8)


Lord, the chair will be there again,

the door shut,

the faces already set

before anyone speaks.

Even before I enter,

I can feel the meeting beginning in me.

I rehearse what I might say,

what they might ask,

and all the ways it could go wrong.

Be at my right hand

when my pulse climbs

and I want to say less than is true.

Give me the grace to be clear

without being sharp.

You know how hard it is

to stay present when I feel exposed,

to hear what is being argued

without surrendering what I know is true.

Keep me steady enough to listen

and steady enough to speak.

I may still be afraid.

Stay near me in the fear.

The room is hard.

You are here.

Be at my right hand.

Amen. †




Trouble That Follows You Home

But I will sing of your strength. Yes, I will sing aloud of your lovingkindness in the morning. For you have been my high tower, a refuge in the day of my distress. (Ps. 59:16)


Lord, I tried to shut the door,

but it followed me in anyway —

the talk from the day still spinning in my head,

the face I cannot stop seeing,

the tightness still lodged in my chest.

I wanted to set this down.

I wanted home to feel like a sanctuary.

But my body is still braced,

and my mind keeps returning

to what I wish had never happened.

Do not let this trouble take the whole house.

Meet me here,

where shoes are kicked off,

where the lights are low,

where I had hoped to be left in peace.

If it follows me from room to room,

it will eat the meal,

haunt my chair,

lie in my bed.

I do not have the strength

to keep pushing it back alone.

I am tired of carrying the day

long after the day is done.

Be my refuge at home,

not only out there where the insult first landed.

Raise Your tower in my home.

Give me enough quiet to breathe,

enough shelter for this night.

It came in with me.

Stay here with me, now.

Amen. †




A Church Split Healing

See how good and how pleasant it is for brothers to live together in unity! (Ps. 133:1)


Lord, we still remember the Sundays after the break —

empty rows,

voices missing from the hymns,

one parking lot becoming half,

old friends treating each other as unwelcome.

We do not all remember it the same way.

Some of us carry anger, some shame,

and some are still waiting

for someone to say plainly what happened.

We are tired of choosing between silence and another confrontation.

Show us what repentance requires.

Not a quick story about moving on,

but truth told cleanly

about pride,

control,

and the harm done in Your name.

It is easier to build separate peace

than to face the loss of what was severed.

Living apart can masquerade as healing,

and sometimes that's exactly why we prefer it.

Bring shepherds among us who love welcome more than victory,

and people who can mourn together

before they try to stand together.

Give us patience for the slow work of repair,

and courage to listen without bracing ourselves first.

What split in two, Lord,

do not leave in two.

Amen. †



Gratitude
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Learning to Trust God's Provision

The LORD is my shepherd; I shall lack nothing. (Ps. 23:1)


Lord, You say You will provide,

but I keep reaching for control —

checking the same account,

rehearsing the same fear,

trying to secure tomorrow with my own hands.

One unanswered question becomes ten,

and soon I am living inside a future

that has not even arrived.

And likely never will.

I am tired of carrying it,

but I am afraid of what will happen if I let it go.

Teach me trust in small things.

Teach me to receive what comes today as Your care,

not as accident.

And when today does not seem like enough,

help me speak that fear plainly to You

instead of hiding it behind more planning.

Clinging feels like doing something.

It does not feed me.

So place before me the daily signs of Your keeping —

water from the tap,

food on the plate,

strength for the next task,

sleep when the light goes out.

Let these ordinary gifts be enough for this moment.

Not proof that tomorrow will be easy,

but mercy I can receive now.

I keep trying to secure tomorrow.

You are securing me tonight.

Amen. †




Thanking God for Answered Prayer

The LORD is my strength and my shield. My heart has trusted in him, and I am helped. Therefore my heart greatly rejoices. With my song I will thank him. (Ps. 28:7)


Lord, I asked You for this,

and now the answer sits right in front of me.

For a while, I did not know what would happen.

I carried my prayer through my days,

sometimes trusting,

sometimes afraid to hope too much.

Now relief is moving through my body.

Something in me can finally unclench.

Thank You for this help,

for this mercy I can name.

Keep me from walking past it

as if it came from nowhere.

I'm quick to move on.

I'm quick to use the gift

and forget the giver.

So I pause now to thank You.

Let gratitude have a body —

my voice out loud,

my shoulders set straight,

my next breath received, not owned.

I asked.

You heard.

You helped.

With my song I will thank You.

Amen. †




Coming Out of a Hard Season

For his anger is but for a moment. His favour is for a lifetime. Weeping may stay for the night, but joy comes in the morning. (Ps. 30:5)


The air feels different now, Lord.

I can sit down to a meal

without bracing for what might come next.

A door has opened.

I am grateful,

but I hardly know how to trust this relief.

I endured so long that even gladness

can feel unfamiliar.

Keep me from living as if the storm still owns my house.

Teach my body to believe what this new light says.

Let my breathing slow.

Let me receive a quiet day

without searching it for danger.

Part of me still waits for the floor to give way.

Part of me does not know what to do

when the day is not all panic.

Fear can linger long after there's nothing left to fear.

Bring me into ordinary life again —

meals at a table,

work that can be done,

sleep that comes easily,

thanks that is not forced.

Help me accept these simple mercies

without demanding that they promise me

nothing hard will ever happen again.

Give me grace to live in the good that is here now.

You brought me out of that season.

Bring that season out of me.

Amen. †




Seeking Contentment in God

Also delight yourself in the LORD, and he will give you the desires of your heart. (Ps. 37:4)


Lord, teach me to sit still in the life I have today —

this place,

this body,

this table,

this portion.

Some days, what I have does not feel like enough.

I compare it with what I hoped for,

or with what seems to have been given to others.

I keep imagining that contentment is waiting

just beyond the life in front of me.

Let me receive what is here

without always leaning toward what is elsewhere.

Wanting more can become a low noise

that follows me through the day

and keeps me from tasting what is in my hand.

I do not always know how to quiet it.

Even gratitude can feel like something

I am trying to force.

Be my enough.

Not as a phrase I repeat

to make disappointment disappear,

but as grace for this present moment.

In an ordinary meal.

In an unremarkable hour.

In the quiet after the dishes are put away.

Here, Lord.

Here in this room.

Here, be my enough.

Amen. †




Giving Thanks for Enough

You crown the year with your bounty. Your carts overflow with abundance. (Ps. 65:11)


This table is plain, Lord —

bread cut,

bowls set out,

a light on in the kitchen,

food enough for this day.

Teach me to call enough by its right name.

Keep me from counting what is missing

until I pass over what is here,

from treating daily bread like a small thing.

Gratitude turns restless so easily,

enough begins to feel like less

the moment I compare it

with what others have

or with what I hoped would be mine.

Make me quick to thank You

for the cupboard that is not empty,

for the glass that is full,

for the meal prepared.

I do not need to pretend

that every need has vanished.

Only help me receive what is here

without taking its goodness for granted.

At this table,

let want grow quiet.

At this table,

let me thank You first.

Amen. †




Thankfulness for This Morning

Satisfy us in the morning with your lovingkindness, that we may rejoice and be glad all our days. (Ps. 90:14)


Lord, thank You for this morning —

for light splayed across the floor,

for the coffee warm in my hands,

for a body rising yet again from sleep.

I did not make this day.

I did not call the light into being

or keep myself through the dark.

I have simply opened my eyes

and found Your mercy waiting for me.

Keep me from acting as if I made this hour.

Let gratitude be my first word

before worry begins naming what must be done,

before yesterday and tomorrow reach for me again.

I can move into the day quickly,

reach for my phone,

fill my head with folly,

and miss the gift before me.

I can hurry past what I prayed to be given

and treat each day

as nothing more than a list of demands and amusements.

So make me slow enough to receive —

the quiet,

the bird at the window,

the open page,

the mercy of another beginning.

And when the day grows crowded,

bring me back to this:

I am alive.

This morning was given.

I do not have to possess it

to be glad in it.

Thank You for this morning, Lord.

Thank You for this morning.

Amen. †




Waking Up Grateful

To proclaim your loving kindness in the morning, and your faithfulness every night. (Ps. 92:2)


Lord, today I want to count differently.

Not what's missing.

Not what's owed to me.

Just what's here.

This breath.

Coffee warm in my hands.

Sunlight streaming in the window.

Birds singing in the trees outside.

A voice I love in the next room.

You have not left me.

Every good thing was Yours before it was mine —

this table,

this roof,

these hands still able to work.

Let me name them before the day crowds in.

Not a grand list.

Just today's list —

small, true, and enough.

All that is within me,

praise You.

Not for what's coming.

Not for what's owed.

For this — right now.

Amen. †




Singing With Joy Again

Oh come, let’s sing to the LORD. Let’s shout aloud to the rock of our salvation! (Ps. 95:1)


The song has been gone a long time, Lord.

My mouth knew the words,

but they lay there like dry bread.

I remember how joy sounded

but not how it felt.

This morning I feel one note rise again.

It is small, and I am almost afraid to trust it.

Part of me wonders how long it will last,

or whether grief will swallow it again.

Guard that small note.

Let joy return at its own pace.

I don't want to fake it,

or force a smile over old grief,

or distrust the good because it has seemed absent.

I do not want to question every gladness

until it disappears.

Give me place to sing before I can explain it.

Let me receive this moment

without demanding that it heal everything.

Let my body learn gladness again —

breath,

voice,

unclenched hands.

The song has been gone a long time.

That silence has cost me dearly.

Thank You for this one note,

and for the hope of the next,

and the next.

Amen. †




Remembering Past Help

Praise the LORD, my soul, and don’t forget all his benefits, (Ps. 103:2)


Lord, take me back for a minute —

to the place where I waited,

to the week I thought would break me,

to the morning You carried me through and I did not fall.

Bring to mind the help I have forgotten.

Not to live in the past,

but to trust You in the future.

I remember the fear more easily sometimes.

I remember how long the days felt,

how scared I was,

how little I knew about what would come next.

But trouble was not the whole story.

If I forget where You met me,

I would face this day as if I came here alone.

I would call Your rescue “luck”

and Your mercy “accident.”

I would mistake my survival for my own strength

and forget how often I had none left.

Set Your mercies in order before me.

Let them stand like markers by the road,

bright markers that say,

You helped me here.

And here.

And here.

And when today feels unlike anything before,

when I cannot yet see what Your help will look like,

keep me from believing that I have been abandoned.

You helped me then, Lord.

You will not be absent —

ever.

Amen. †




Staying Faithful in Old Age

I will sing to the LORD as long as I live. I will sing praise to my God while I have any being. (Ps. 104:33)


Lord, the same stairs seem steeper.

The fork shakes inexplicably.

Words go missing mid-sentence.

But I am still here with You.

Some days I accept these changes.

Other days they frighten and frustrate me.

I miss what once came easily,

and I do not always know how to live

with needing more time and patience.

Teach me how to praise You at this slower pace.

Show me what faithfulness looks like

when the body does less

and the day grows quiet earlier.

Let me be honest about what has been lost

without overlooking what remains.

Do not let me believe the lie

that my best years were the only years

You could use.

That I am set aside

because I am no longer quick.

Give me grace for this day,

not the strength I had years ago,

but the strength I have now.

Give me a steady heart,

a chair by the window,

a psalm I can still pray.

The stairs take longer, Lord.

Keep my praise steady on every step.

Amen. †




When Blessings Feel Ordinary

Give thanks to the LORD, for he is good, for his lovingkindness endures forever. (Ps. 107:1)


This cup of water tastes like nothing special, Lord.

The light comes on.

The door shuts.

The bed held me through the night.

Meh.

None of this asks for my attention.

So I hurry past it,

already thinking about what is missing,

what is late,

what has gone wrong.

Teach me to see what I step over.

Teach me to notice the gifts that do not announce themselves.

I can live inside Your kindness all day

and call it ordinary.

I can treat steady mercies like the hum of a machine

that I've learned not to notice at all.

Forgive me for how easily I confuse

what is familiar with what is small.

I do not want to need loss

to learn gratitude.

Wake me to the plain good near at hand.

Easy breath.

Clean water.

A body that rose this morning.

A caring voice that answered when I called.

Let me pause long enough to receive these things,

not as what I am owed,

but as quiet mercies holding my life together.

This cup of water.

Let me receive even this cup of water as kindness.

Which is exactly what it is.

Amen. †




When I'm Grateful but Don't Quite Know How to Say It

What will I give to the LORD for all his benefits toward me? (Ps. 116:12)


Lord, thank You.

Saying that seems too small,

but it's what I have.

There are gifts I can name

and others I only feel:

a fullness,

a quiet gladness,

the sudden knowledge

that I have been given more

than I know how to fully appreciate.

I could try to make a list.

Perhaps I should.

But gratitude is larger than any list.

I cannot repay goodness

by being sufficiently thankful for it.

I cannot balance some account

between Your giving and gratitude.

So let me simply receive.

Let gratitude make me generous,

more attentive,

quicker to notice what is good

and slower to imagine I am owed anything.

What can I give You

for all You have given me?

For now,

these inadequate words will have to suffice:

Thank You.

Amen. †




When I've Had a Good Day

This is the day that the LORD has made. We will rejoice and be glad in it. (Ps. 118:24)


Lord, today was good.

Nothing spectacular.

No sea parted.

No mountain moved.

It was simply good.

There was food I enjoyed,

work worth doing,

a laugh I did not expect,

someone I was glad to share time with.

For once I do not come to You

because something hurts

or because I need an answer.

I come because the day was good,

and I noticed.

Thank You.

Thank You for ordinary happiness,

for moments that ask nothing of me

except that I receive them.

I know every day will not feel like this.

That makes me want to notice this one.

This is the day You made.

I was here for it.

And I am glad.

And grateful.

Amen. †




Did this book meet you somewhere?

If it did, a review helps the next reader find their way here too.

https://zechariahpress.com/q/PrayersForDailyLife
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