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Without You

The rising up of Your Spirit
You fill with fresh life
We have no power
Teach us

Fix our steps
Backwards

Real estate

Our prayers today

A wooden spoon

Safe always

A hundred years from now
A single page

What to worry about
Mud

The world to its knees
Definition of hell

Our feet don’t reach
Learning how to pray
Silver wings

Duck hunting

Right kind of star
Why we pray

Lie down in peace

The rock

Love songs

Our soft beds

Lives evaporated
Burdens

Breezy decades

Eating dessert
Strawberry time
Deepest form of worship
No grapes on the vines
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You did

Energetic arsonists
Measuring our wealth
Master Architect

Not the wimp behind the wallpaper
Clean us

Make us less well-adjusted
Old toothbrushes
Great-grandparents

Why we don’t stray

Times of prayer

Earthquake

Walking naked and bruised
Washing dishes in Detroit
Our black days

When it hurts

Adult Halloween

To pray dangerously

With our lunch boxes

To dance with You

We don’t just want to

Sixty years till Christmas
Tears or laughter

Quiet Christmas season
Words from India

A law of physics

Fill all our five senses
When we are alone
Blowing our chance

Tired, timid, and bruised
Valentine’s Day

Make us blind, deaf, and mute
The grudges we didn’t carry
Little deaths and little births
Great, good things of life
Your blood in our veins

If we say no
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Contrails

Perseverance in the shadows
Downward mobility

The world has gone mad
That make us smile

As much as a hangnail
Recline, dine, wine, and shine
A life without passion

What prayer doesn’t do
Deciding in the dark

The black dog of depression

Your blind, crippled, and depressed army

This playground of life
Spreading our griefs and gripes
In a desk drawer

Teach us to be fools

Our temporary assignment
In Your embrace

Our worshipful adoration
Our adultery

Only You

Days like acrobats

Too cold and too tired

In Your employment
Limiting our choices

Like a sundial

When everything turns to ashes
Graves too early dug

Your two-step road
Without You

They were not always right
A math lesson

Feet

Concordance
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O God, we recognize that the
promise of Heaven for each of us
was a promise that You didn't
have to make.

‘We were created by You, and
when we get old and arthritic,
You could choose to toss us in
the garbage just like we toss
away our old toothbrushes.
Instead, You tell us that we
shall have new bodies—without
the pimples or hip pain—and
that we shall live in joy with
You forever. O God, we, Your old
toothbrushes, thank You.

Amen.
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O God, let our memories of our
eight great-grandparents give us
a clear idea of how little we will
be remembered by our great-
grandchildren.
Empty us of the foolish desire to
be the heros in our own movies.
Let everything we do—
every dollar we spend,
every diaper we change,
every phone call we make—
be to Your greater glory.
You, dearest Jesus, are the only
superstar.

Amen.



You have given each of us
burdens to carry. Some of those
burdens are easier to understand
and accept—Iike raising our
children or earning an income.

Others, like [oneliness or
illness, are more difficult for us
to see how they fit into Your
plan.

Teach us, O Lord, to accept
all the burdens that come from
Your hand.

We thank You, that in
addition to burdens, You have
given us shoulders.

Amen.
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Lord, teach us to worry about
the right things.
Not to worry about what people

think_of us,
‘But about what You think_ of us.

Not to worry about what will be
on our dinner tables,

But about whose table we shall
sit at for all eternity.

Not to worry about the price we
pay in serving You,

‘But about the opportunities to
serve You that may we miss.

Amen.
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Sometimes, O God, we get too
cold to pray. Our words become
frozen.

Sometimes, we get too tired
to pray. Our words fall asleep.

Sometimes, things get so
rough that if we were to pray,
all You would hear would be our
muffled sobs.

At these times, we, Your
inarticulate children, ask that
You would hold us in Your arms
throughout the silent night.

Amen.
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