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HOW TO
USE THIS
BOOKLET

I had a preaching professor who said that you should try
to let the text you're preaching drive  not only the
content, but also the style or form of your sermon. That is
to say, if you're preaching narrative, your sermon should
have a narrative arc (not that the sermon is itself a
story). If you're preaching a theological argument from
Paul, it should follow a logical sequence like Paul does. 

And if you're preaching poetry, it should be poetic.

Read, pray through the Psalm once or twice. See what questions arise, what
images or phrases grab you.
Read that day's poem.
Re-read the Psalm. Does anything strike you differently? Do different questions
arise?
Bring your thoughts, prayers, and questions to God.

The poems contained in this booklet began as I started to plan our Psalms sermon
series. As I was reading the Psalter, I had the idea to challenge myself to write a poem
for each Psalm, so these are raw, unrevised first impressions of each one. Think of them
as a poetic devotional commentary on the Psalms; a companion to read not for you, but
with you; a complement to the Psalter rather than a stand-alone devotional or collection
of poems to read. I might suggest an order as follows:

1.

2.
3.

4.



                              four fruit trees the other day.
The gardener told me to get them in the ground
as soon as I could
no added supplements or soil
“They must learn to live in the soil they’re in.”
I know it is good soil for trees;
we have two ancient apples growing nearby.
I loaded them easily into my car,
now I watch and wait and water
as their roots sink deeper
becoming part of the land in which they are
planted;
solidifying the soil
sucking in carbon
bearing good fruit
stretching out limbs so that 
birds may have nests and bees may have hives
Soon even my car and tow chains will be unable
to uproot them.
Trees planted by streams of water prosper,
but not for their own sake
their leaves do not wither but provide shade
their roots bring stability to ever-shifting soil
their fruit gives life.

I planted

                            in bored, predictive anticipation
for the vitriolic sound bites that will flood the feeds
from politicians and talking heads “across the aisle”
when a scandal breaks.
Fodder for political points and Twitter-fury
Why do the nations conspire and peoples plot in vain?

We wait

01.

02.

So convinced of their righteousness 
they no longer see Right and Wrong, 
only Right and Left.
They no longer fear they might be wrong
or 
so intoxicated by power and plagued 
by fear of losing it
Right and Wrong 
are no longer factors to even consider

Surely the rulers do not 
take counsel together against the Lord?
They take counsel against one another
each claiming to be the Lord’s anointed.
Ah, but this is the only truly bipartisan agenda:
to destroy the other made in the image of the
Lord and thus 
all are working and plotting together 
against the Lord.

The one sitting in heaven laughs
These power plays are meaningless
I have set my king on my holy hill
The plotting and conspiring 
leads only to destruction;
One piece of the pot cannot break another off,
it will shatter the whole vessel.
Broken pieces shattered and scattered.

Here is my Son, today I have begotten him
I have set him on my holy hill
dashed to pieces because of your plotting
His body broken for you.
Happy are those who take refuge in him
who smiles and laughs and now says
“You are my Son”
Therefore, o rulers, be wise
Serve the Lord with fear.



                         syntax leaves for open-ended
interpretation: When you are disturbed, Do Not Sin.
             When you are troubled, tested, testy,
             ramped up or rampaging, do not sin.
             Do not let the perceived 
             righteousness of your position
             the perceived slight or injury suffered
             justify your sin of slandering, 
             whispered gossiping, revenging, 
              social media rant-posting
When you are disturbed, Do Not Sin.

OR
Quake! Do Not Sin.
             Fling high your frustrations on the God
             who hears and is big enough to handle
             all that emotion, even though you are not;
             pent up, boiling over inside of you
             it causes your whole body to quake!

Tricky

04.

             Quake! So that you will not sin
             Bring it all before God
             not just thoughts
             not just emotions
             not just prayers 
             but the container trying 
             to keep them all inside
             bring your body before the Lord and
Quake! Do Not Sin.

OR
Be afraid! Do Not Sin.
             Jesus is not your homeboy
             or your little buddy 
             nodding in approval of
             whatever you want to do
             Jesus is the speaker of the words
             “Sin no more”
             “Gouge out your eye if it causes sin”
             Sinners find themselves 
             in the hands of a holy God
             an angry God
             sinners find themselves nailed to crosses
Be afraid! Do Not Sin.

Tricky syntax leaves for 
open-ended interpretation.

But some sentences are unavoidably simple:
Do not sin,

trust in the Lord
you are the one who puts joy in my heart.

05.
                    to myself: look at this sinful psalmist!
Declaring himself righteous before God
condemning sinners before God
doesn’t he know that he, too, is a sinner?
Then I looked at myself:
Declaring myself more righteous than the Psalmist
Condemning him before God
Don’t I see that my own righteousness is a façade?

I said

03.
                          proclamation is for me a question:
Yahweh, how many are my enemies?
David fled flying arrows and
a militia of men that could be counted;
my foes are not so easily seen
powers and principalities seeking my destruction.

How many battles are fought on my behalf
while I wander through my day, unaware?
I lie down and sleep;
I wake again, for Yahweh sustains me.
How many are my foes?
I am not afraid.
Deliverance belongs to Yahweh.

David's

VERSE 4



                      flung with fury lie crumpled on the carpet 
chairs flipped, kicked with primal screams
rage, rage
my soul struck with terror 
while you, O Lord…

Silence

My soul struck with terror
that this happened
Why, O Lord?
Is this your rage?
Rage turned on me, now
lying crumpled on the carpet?
How long, O Lord?
I am weary with moaning
on a tear-drenched bed
eyes red
Sheol closes in
Darkness closes in
Numbness closes in

Books

06.

Turn, save my life
For soon there will be 
nothing left in me to remember you
nothing left in me to praise you
no me left
only nothing
only death.
The Lord accepts my prayer.

07.
                     scholars say 
David didn't really write these
his name was attached to them later.
Perhaps.
But aren’t our prayers and poems, our
Psalms and songs and shiggaions 
at their best when we are at wit’s or world’s end,
when a Benjaminite named Cush closes in
when cancer closes in
when joblessness or betrayal are closing in?
O let the evil of the wicked
come to an end!
An ancient prayer still longing for a final answer.

Some

For I, too, have had enemies
slanderers and liars
flatterers and plotters.
But where I pretend that I have not,
while still silently condemning them in my heart
or in my gossiping words to friends,
the Psalmist instead brings them before God
names their sin
leaving condemnation instead in God’s hands
knowing that none shall enter 
the house of the Lord
save but through the abundance 
of his steadfast love.

08.
“This morning, coming down, seeing the
multitude of stars above the bare branches of
the wood, I was suddenly hit, as it were, with
the whole package of meaning of everything:
that the immense mercy of God was upon me,
that the Lord in infinite kindness had looked
down on me and given me this vocation out of
love, and that he had always intended this.”

-Thomas Merton, When the Trees Say Nothing



               already 
has within it the seeds of
divine destruction.

09.

                 does evil even exist?
Why does it continue to persist?
The wicked act as if there were no God
and if there were no God
the way of the wicked might even
make good sense.
These are not the questions
The Bible seeks to answer.

Instead
it looks fully and honestly
at evil’s existence and persistence
a concubine raped and chopped into pieces
cities massacred, children sacrificed
and, looking,
it still continues to 
indefatigably insist
Yahweh is King
justice will come
for the orphan and oppressed
evil
will
desist.

Why

                             this Psalmist saw
of cleaner air, absent unnatural city light
must have been only 
grander than
the inifinitude of stars I now see;
Stars which might as well be eternal
relative to me
relative to man
who is but a blip 
in the vast history of everything.

We center the universe around ourselves
until we stop
and look
at the moon
at the stars
and then we are dwarfed and awed
by the immensity of it all
—how could we matter at all? —
for we are immeasurably infinitesimal matter
measured against all matter
but out of the mouths of babes
not kings
or planets
or nebulae
you establish a bulwark.
You, the mustard-seed King
Crowning creation with the small.
How majestic is your name in all the earth!

10.
The Sky

Evil

11.
                     a depraved dark that is convinced
it alone holds truth and justice
arrows are flung
havoc reigns
the foundations of society crumble.
Where can the righteous stand firm?
Surely they must flee to the hills
To live in secluded and anonymous piety?
No.
There has never been anywhere 
for the righteous to stand

From



12. all of the how long Psalms
were written by the same person
in the span of six months
or a year
after some unspeakable tragedy
their home destroyed
their ability to work lost
a child swallowed by death’s greedy and
unflinching jaws.

Maybe
they kept flinging their how long
again and again at the deathly divine silence
and maybe 
someone wrote it down
and eventually,
God answered out of the silence
Maybe.

Maybe

only somewhere 
for the righteous to fall:
into the arms of Yahweh 
who upholds them
for this is what makes someone righteous. 13.
                 Psalm of David sounds like
a Psalm of Isaiah
or Jeremiah
or Amos or Micah
a Psalm sung by the prophets
who do not believe in “little moral lapses”
or “little white lies”
or “if it feels right do it.”

No, these holy men and women
make large what we’ve tried to make small:
every societal sin is the fault of the individual
few are guilty, all are responsible
every little sin is a catastrophe,
an offense against
a holy God.
Prophets and prophet Psalms rub our noses
in what we ignore, excuse, minimize, justify.

But so too 
these holy men and women
Make visible what we often cannot see:
Rising from ruin,
Rescue.
Hope descending from on high.
Silver sayings.
Salvation speaks.

14.
“The line separating good and evil passes not
through states, nor between classes, nor
between political parties either -- but right
through every human heart -- and through all
human hearts. This line shifts. Inside us, it
oscillates with the years. And even within
hearts overwhelmed by evil, one small
bridgehead of good is retained” 

-Alexander Solzhenitsyn, 
The Gulag Archipelago

The world

This

                            is much easier 
to make sense of when divided 
into righteous and unrighteous
my friends and those who think like me
and my opponents who must be 



and says
There is no one righteous
No. Not one.

And so, too
We need a Savior
O that Salvation would come out of Zion!

close-minded and misguided 
The victims
and the abusers.
The wicked wealthy
and the virtuous poor.
The world is much easier to make sense of when
divided so neatly
until
it’s not
when one whom I trust and love most
is found to be guilty of an unforgivable sin
and not a momentary lapse
but a sin committed over and over
for years
even while we conversed regularly,
met for coffee
and I didn’t even know.

The world is much easier to make sense of
when divided so neatly
until it's not
When I get to know the close-minded 
and misguided
and find myself to be the one of narrow mind
and wrong direction.
Until the wicked wealthy prove virtuous
and the virtuous poor are too quick 
to justify their own violence
"because they are victims"
when victims retaliate against abusers
and become more egregious in their abuse.

And so we say:
All are righteous
some are just victims of circumstances
which makes them appear wicked
but we say this mostly
so that we may justify our own wickedness
and thus we find it easier to be wicked
for we can keep telling ourselves
we are righteous.

We need
A Just Judge
One who is truly on the side of Justice
not self-justification
the Judge looks down from heaven

15.
                                      we miss the message
when we sing the Psalms
through the lens of the gospel
I know I’m not blameless
and cannot sojourn in the tabernacle
or dwell on the holy mountain
save through Christ alone
but 
what if I didn’t?

Would I work harder for justice?
Be more attentive to truth?
Speak less slander or gossip?
Would I love my neighbor in word and deed,
Let my yes be yes and cling to my vows
as I cling to what is good and hate what is evil?

And would I still see I am not blameless
And would I then see in a new way
The gospel’s good news?

Sometimes

16.
                                      I wish my idolatry
were the worship of a pagan god 
of wood and stone
because then in repentance
and when tempted I could call out 
their names in mockery
like Elijah:

Sometimes



do well to reflect about many other pleasant
captivities of the liberal mind.”
-Miroslav Volf, Exclusion and Embrace

Perhaps Baal is meditating, 
or on vacation, 
or asleep!
or like the Psalmist
Let the sorrow of the “holy ones” 
and the “mighty” abound.
I will not bear their names on my lips.

But my idolatry is too amorphous
the gods and lies I’ve loved are
not personified in wood and stone
but everpresent in my soul:
the god of being liked
the god of having the answers
the god of success
these are not ancient gods
I can see and mock
but gods that keep appearing within me
and so
I set the Lord always before me,
Lest I stumble
Guard me, O God
For I shelter in you.

17.

                                            is ever more honest than I;
in word I acknowledge I am a sinner
in word I say all are made in God’s image
in word I say God knows best
but in deed
I grow angry where the wicked 
get away with wickedness
and grow wealthier 
and God seems blind to it all, or apathetic
in deed I declare myself righteous
or more righteous than these wicked ones.
The Psalmist has no pretense to piety
no filter for prayers that will sound more saintly
only honesty
Get up, Lord!
Bring them down!
Rescue me!
Let your eyes see what is right!

The Psalmist

18.
            that I might see what David saw!
Mighty-fortress-rock-of-refuge God!
Earth-shaking, mountain-quaking, 
fire-blazing God!

Heaven-tearing, darkness-wearing God!
Death-unsnaring salvation-declaring, 
none-comparing God!

Lightning-sending, sky-rending, 
on-seraphim’s-back-descending,
every-knee-before-him-bending,
beginning-and-ending,
all-transcending God!

Lamp-lighter God!
Leap-over-a-wall God!
Charge into battle God!
Oh that I might see what David saw!

Oh“My thesis that the practice of nonviolence requires
a belief in divine vengeance will be unpopular with
many Christians, especially theologians in the
West. To the person who is inclined to dismiss it, I
suggest imagining that you are delivering a lecture
in a war zone. Among your listeners are people
whose cities and villages have been first plundered,
then burned and leveled to the ground, whose
daughters and sisters have been raped, whose
fathers and brothers have had their throats slit. The
topic of the lecture: a Christian attitude toward
violence. The thesis: we should not retaliate since
God is perfect noncoercive love. Soon you would
discover that it takes the quiet of a suburban home
for the birth of the thesis that human nonviolence
corresponds to God’s refusal to judge. In a scorched
land, soaked in the blood of the innocent, it will
invariably die. And as one watches it die, one will 



19.
The songs of pipit, tanager and wren blend
with the world of dreamy abstraction 
and subconsious stirring
their chorus crescendoing and crispening until
I am awake. 
Groggy, 
but awake.
Zhhuup! as the tent flap opens, disrupting their song
like a cell phone at a symphony.
Cedar and hemlock exhale the cold alpine air
a pungent breath of freshness 
packed full of oxygen
awakening.

Night’s black is ceding to deep purple 
now growing fluorescent 
and the clouds paint the sky pink
and the river sends boulders careening 
in the valley floor below
everything glorious 
doing what it was created to do:
the glory of God made manifest. 
No speech, no words 
(who would want such things now?)
but their sound extends throughout the world
God seen and heard in his handiwork.

One

20.
Magic says:

leaks out or explodes out in rage
and she laughs with them
and learns from them.
Much can be gained by studying 
the Law and Instruction of the Lord
Instruction on how to do 
what we were created to do.
But to see it lived in this woman I know
is to see God’s glory made manifest.
No speech, no words 
(who would want such things now?)
her sound extends throughout the world
God seen and heard in his handiwork.

"Happy are the pure in heart... they will see God"

Two Times I saw God

Two
There’s a woman I know 
who is friends with the homeless
she doesn’t call them friend because 
it’s politically correct
or because she read an article about dignity
she calls them friend because they are her friends
and she knows they are the ones who will be first
and she’s gentle when 
the pain and trauma of their daily lives

“Does anyone have the foggiest idea what sort 
of power we so blithely invoke?”
             -Annie Dillard

say the right words
in the right order
with the right flick of the wrist
and you’ll get what you desire.
It’s not so different from
trusting a recipe
or horses and chariots
or a self-help book.

Is the name of God a magic trick?
Say the name and here come the blessings?
No.
It’s of a Deeper Magic
from the stillness and darkness 
before the foundation of the worlds.

This name cannot be used
it can only be prayed
those who try to use it
may be destroyed by it
those who pray it
will not get what they desire
but will have their desires (and their whole selves)
forever transformed.



21-22.
by Providence placed beside one another
in the Hebrew hymnal;
one: a Psalm fit for a beloved king

the other: for a hated criminal.

Two Psalms
with nothing in common
except
that they sit at the center of everything.
Two Psalms, one Messiah

In your strength the king rejoices, O Lord
and in your help how greatly he exults!

My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?

You have given him his heart’s desire 
and have not withheld the request of his lips!

my heart is like wax;
it is melted within my breast
my mouth is dried up like a piece of broken pottery
my tongue sticks to the roof of my mouth

His glory is great through your help;
Splendor and majesty you bestow on him!

Dogs are all around me
Evildoers encircle me
My hands and feet are shriveled
I can count all my bones
They stare and gloat over me

You meet him with rich blessings!
You set a crown of fine gold on his head!

They divide my clothes among themselves
and for my clothing they cast lots

Two Psalms

               weary and worn, hungry and helpless
Come. Sit here. Rest awhile.

Yes! This is where I want to be! 
I will build a home here!
No. Rest. Be restored for the journey.

Journey?
Yes. Come. The time is at hand.

Go where?
Follow me.

Which way?
This Way.

Are you sure? It looks…
Yes.

Must we go through it?
Yes.

23.
I am

You bestow on him blessings forever!

You lay me in the dust of death

He asked you for life; you gave it to him!
Before him shall bow all who go down to the dust
Length of days forever and ever!
I shall live for him
For dominion belongs to the Lord
And all the families of the nations
Shall worship before him
The King trusts in the Lord 
and he shall not be moved!
Future generations will be told about the Lord
and proclaim his deliverance
 to a people yet unborn
Be exalted, O Lord, in your strength!
We will sing and praise your power!



Are there no paths around it?
Many paths try to avoid it,
but all end up here
in the end.

I fear I will die!
You will. You must.

So this is the end for me?
No. It is the beginning.

But the way is blocked.
The stone will be rolled back.

How do you know?
I’ve been this way before.

How can I trust you?
Look at my rod and my staff.

It is crossed in the shape of death!
Yes, but now it is a symbol of Life.
It is the only way through this valley.
If you cling to it, it will keep you from all harm.

But there is fire!
You will not be burned.

A flash flood! A torrent of water!
You will pass through it.

They are engulfing me! Rescue me!
You must be born of Water and Spirit.

It’s too much! I am flooded…
…to overflowing…
Yes.
…with abundance.
Yes.

Where are we?
This is the House of Goodness and Mercy.

It is right to be here.
Yes, come. I have prepared a place for you.

I will live here?
From this day forward
and forevermore.

24.
                                at last to the gates 
of the old fortress
We called out and were answered with silence.
The gates were immovable
Rusted shut for they’d not been opened 
in living memory
and the history of this old fortress had become
indistinguishable from legend.
It was said only those with clean hands
and pure hearts could pass through
and so they had long remained unmoved.

I began to weep and to weep 
for no one in heaven or on earth 
or under the earth
could open those gates or look inside them.

Don’t weep, I heard a voice say
Don’t you know those gates are not locked
from the inside, but from the outside?
And I saw a lock, but there as no key.
“Who holds the key?” I asked.
It has been lost, said the voice.
And I began to weep again, for I knew
there was no hope.

It has been remade, said the voice
by the one who dwells in the fortress.
He holds the key of David
What he opens no one can shut
and what he shuts no one can open.
He has come down out of the fortress to unlock it.
And I saw a King
Riding on the foal of a donkey
and I heard a great sound as the mighty gates
began to lift
the ancient doors arose
the King stopped and looked at me and said
“Follow me, for all who follow me will enter in.”

"To the east he stationed winged creatures
wielding flaming swords to guard the way."

-Genesis 2:24

We came



Who is this glorious King?
The Lord! Strong and powerful!
The Lord! Mighty in battle!
The Lord of heavenly forces!
Mighty gates! Lift up your heads!
Ancient doors! Rise up high!
That all may enter in
For the whole earth is the Lord’s
and everything in it.
May all return to their glorious King!

                                
With you 
I always walk

The zeal of your compassion, do not forget

Change my heart, and forgive my
childish ways of long ago

Teaching the lost in the way they should go
the Lord is good

Yahweh guides the weak to justice

Keepers of the covenant find his ways
loving and faithful

Lord, for the sake of your 
loyal love, forgive my sins

May the 
memory of those who honor God endure

Nourished by God, they will
nurture their children in his ways

Steering those who honor him, he
shows his steadfast love to them

Always I look to Yahweh 
for he untangles the messes I've made

Please God, I 
pray for your presence in my suffering

                                
All of me I abdicate to you

Be near to me, do not let 
my enemies triumph, for I
bow to you

Give your
goodness to those who hope in you
and shame the treacherous

Disciple me in your ways
Deliver me to your paths

Help me to 
hear your truth, my God,
my hope

Acrostic is a somewhat common form of poetry in
the Psalms. It’s not a form that I am particularly
drawn to (or skilled at) writing in. However, I did
discover, in the practice of writing this way, an
unexpected intentionality in my prayers. The
constraints forced me to think through the words
I used. Too often in my prayers I can default to
well-worn churchy jargon. In other words, this
practice forced me to pray a little differently.
                                                                        -TK

Aleph

25.

Bet

Gimel

Dalet

Heh

Waw

Zayin

[C]het

Tet

Yod

Kaph

Lamed

Mem

Nun

Samek

Ayin

Peh



the clatter of crashing glass.
And I turn to a journalist and ask
who is telling the truth and she says
“What is truth? Truth is the stories we tell.” 
There’s a sign on the pharmacy on the corner
promising to Take Away All Pain
and tents and hospital beds 
lined up outside its doors.

Katrina, no Sandy, no Harvey, no Ida winds
howl fiercely as floodwaters flow
mercilessly down one block
while grass withers and flower fades
on the parched and scorched sidewalk of the next.

Signs for masks for sale hang 
in the shattered shop windows
and I wonder if they’re for 
the virus 
or the fires 
or both.
I fear to venture further down this street 
for I know not where it will take me. 
Then I realize I’ve forgotten 
to look up.

And I see
above it all
a Light
sure
steady
stunning
strong above the chaos.
I want to ascend to the light to behold its beauty
but I know not how
and
I need not
for the Light descends
into the chaos and clatter
Here in this block of 
drought and darkness, 
despair and death, 
flood and famine
Light
Life resurrected in the land of the living.

        the Babylonians pressed in
burning, breaking, killing
as the country collapsed 
—judgment for the evil twins idolatry and justice
which had been living too long in the 
Land of Promise—
the blame and finger-pointing 
probably grew louder
the deception and gossip and 
misinformation heightened
many grew angrier
some grew more self-indulgent and insulated.

But a remnant simply went 
to behold the beauty of the Lord
the place where God’s glory resides
pilgrimaging around the altar
praying and praising
there is still a righteous remnant here
do not forget them, Lord!

26.
As

                                
Recognize my enemies and
remember me!

Save me and not let me
sink into shame

May the Truth of who you are and my
trust in you keep me.

Res

Sin

Taw

27.
    walk down the street called America
and the shop windows are shattered
and there are cacophonous cries of blame
“Antifa!” “No, Proud Boys!” mixed among

I



In the beginning
the voice spoke
the Word
and the Word
became flesh
the Spirit hovering over waters of baptism.

In the evening
The Word spoke
“Let this cup pass from me”
but still went
into the darkness
and there was light.

                do you trust again
when you've been betrayed?
When you’ve let your guard down, opened up
only to discover
the friend or spouse who spoke nice words,
the neighbor who promised peace
harbored in their hearts
evil thoughts and plans.

To trust no one but yourself might work
but it’s a long, lonely road.
Something strong and steadfast is needed 
to stand on
a rock 
a fortress 
no matter what humans do, it will
remain unmoved.
Trust it will bring justice to betrayers
Trust it will hold fast in the betrayal
Trust that it was itself betrayed
conquered by the evil plans of a friend
Trust that it triumphed over betrayal
over death
Trust the shepherd
who carries you for all time.

28.
How

29.
        the beginning
the voice
hovering over dark waters of chaos spoke
“Let there be light”
and there was.

In the dark of slavery and slaughter
the voice spoke
“Let my people go”
and they went
through the waters of chaos into salvation.

In

                is the ditch of the desperate
the dead ends, the depressed, and the dead,
the down-on-their-luck and the
down-in-the dust:
the Pit
dank, damp dark
there is no way out
there is no way forward.

This is the crushing paralysis of poverty
and always being behind on bills;
it’s the aimlessness of midlife
when life hasn’t turned out as you hoped
or worse, it has, and it all feels empty.

This is the Pit of stuckness
of a diagnosis that invites 
sympathetic faces from friends
or avoidance, for they know not what to say
to someone in the Pit.

This is the Pit of weeping for what was
and what wasn’t
and for we know not why.

This is the Pit sealed in by immovable stone
This is the stone rolled back
Glorious light and the warmth of new day

30.
This



spilling into every corner
revealing an entire world, unexpected, unexplored
where only weeping seemed possible
unbounded joy erupts.

31.
                 good it feels to gossip!
Friendships forged in these 
conversations of connection
What harm can it really do?

(Yes, I’ve heard their gossiping, 
terror all around me; 

so many gang up 
together against me)

After all, it’s important to vent! 
We should be able to talk about anything together

             (I’m depressed, my life 
is consumed with sadness

             Strength fails me, my bones dry up)
We really just talk about these things
because we’re concerned
and it’s good to be aware

             (Let their lips be shut up 
whenever they speak arrogantly 

against the righteous 
with pride and contempt!)

I’m so glad we got together to gossip!
 Let’s do this again soon

             (Get me out of this net 
they’ve set for me

             Please do not me 
be put to shame)

              elegant swells of symphonic melodies 
expanded, filling the lofty chandeliered space
and ornate-paneled walls.
In technicolor light wardrobed dancers
drifted, floating, gliding with grace.

But I was unmoved by the beauty
I was unnoticing of the beauty
for the glory felt perverse
as I pondered again and again what I’d done
wondering if my snappy sportscoat 
hid well enough the ugliness within
wondering how many evening gowns
and cardigans were covering over distorted souls
like mine
or how many sat in cheerful appreciation
unaware of the sinner in their presence.
The luxuriant costumes could not mask 
or even distract from the guilt within.

To ignore sin, to justify it or rationalize it
to stop using the word ‘sin’ 
because it is too negative
will not remove it
it will only transform it into
an unseen bit or bridle
steering us like senseless mules.

May the hand of the Lord always 
rest heavy on us in our sin
that we might be rescued from the flood
and turn to confess rather than conceal
that our sins may be removed
and we might discover
the happy lightness of
forgiveness.

32.
The

“Because it is my name! Because I cannot
have another in my life!  How may I live
without my name? I have given you my
soul, leave me my name!”
        -John Proctor in Arthur Miller’s, The
Crucible

How



33.
                         a moment, sometimes
when I step out onto my deck under
all the multitudes and millions of stars 
in their vast distances in the sky above
where I do not merely
believe 
or hope
but somehow
know
with sure certainty
that one day in this wrecked
 and weary and war-torn world
all shall be well
and all shall be well
and every manner of thing
shall be well.

of someone else.
There are
over 40 million slaves in the world today
girls trafficked for sex
boys sold into hard labor by
desperate families trying to avoid famine.

My prayers for them are not enough
but they’re not nothing
so today, Lord,
my prayer is for a widow in the Sudan
who couldn’t contend with the violent bully
who forced her and her kids off her own land

Stand up and help!
Let those who want her dead
be humiliated and put to shame!
Let disaster come to them.
How long, Yahweh,
will you let this happen?
You’ve seen it, too.
Don’t keep quiet Yahweh.
Establish your justice.
Then.
Then we shall sing together
“Yahweh is great!
You rescue the weak 
and the needy from plunderers.”

There's

34.
My            spirit was crushed
broken and brokenhearted
so this poor man cried out
and the Lord heard me
I sought the Lord
and he answered me
“This is my body, broken for you”
Taste and see that the Lord is good.

35.
       wise man once told me
the Psalms are deeply personal prayers
but you may not always feel each one personally
so you can always pray them on behalf

A

     know I have my sins
but sometimes it’s hard
not to focus on the massive sins
of others that harm so many;
the greed of the super rich
and the exploitative practices that got them there
or keep them there,
politicians who have long forgotten
(if they ever knew it in the first place)
their duty to the common good
and not just their party or tribe
or intoxication with power
or doctors and pharmaceutical big wigs
willingly trading people’s lives

36.
I



for the big gains of opioid addiction.
But.
The Lord knows their sins
I can remind him from time to time
but I must soon shift
to higher things

“Lift up your hearts”
we lift them up to God
a loyal love extending to the skies
faithfulness higher than the clouds
Righteousness like Mount Rainier in all her glory
Justice deeper and wider than
the undiscovered depths of the Pacific.

Dwelling on the sins of others
is a quick road to cynicism
and darkness
and paralysis.
So, too,
Is ‘focusing only on what I can control’
for pure joy
refuge
bounteous feast
the spring of life itself
is not in what I can control
but only in you, O Lord
in your light (even when the world feels dark)
we see, at last, Light.

and prestigious tasks won’t go to your head. 
Your righteousness will glow in them 
like the majestic colors of morning.
V. Be still. Stop. Cease. Rest. Sabbath. 
Don’t overengineer your life, 
and don’t fret overzealous career climbers. 
Wait for God.
VI. Let go of your anger.
The more often you’re angry, the more often you’ll
be angry. 
VII. “The arc of the moral universe is long, but it
bends toward justice.”
In the end, it’s not the strong or the savvy, 
but the weak and the meek 
who shall inherit the earth.
VIII. The wicked take themselves so seriously. 
They’re really just bullies 
throwing sand in a sandbox.
Their timeout is coming. 
IX. The wicked usually self-destruct, even if it
takes a while. 
Sin is nothing less or more than self-destruction.
X. Better to have lived right and be poor 
Than to be wealthy and wicked.
Trust me.
XI. Somehow, the deeds and lives of the righteous
will last forever.
XII. The deeds and lives of the wicked, however
are like a beautiful pasture
that will be eaten by cattle or 
burned away to make room for fertile crops
XIII. Always pay back what you owe. 
Don’t be that guy.
XIV. Live according to scripture.
You’ll fail at times, but you won’t fall because
Yahweh holds you.
XV. In my many years of life, I’ve seen the
righteous suffer plenty,
but I’ve never seen them suffer alone for long.
Love others in word and deed and they’ll love you
back even more.
XVI. The wicked may live long, but they’ll have
died long before they really die. Life abundant is
found from living in the Lord
XVII. The Lord is just. Just wait.
XVIII. Don’t be afraid of honest discussion and
debate. This is the way of wisdom. Complacency is
the fast road to foolishness.

37.
I.  Don’t waste your energy obsessing  over evil
people who seem  to be “getting away with it.”
They won’t, in the end.
II.  Trust God. 
Take care of the people, places, 
and planet in your life.
III. Worship is not all serious and somber. 
Enjoy God; he delights in you.
IV. Whatever you do, do it for the Lord. 
This will make mundane tasks more important

Or, "King David's
Rules for Life"



XIX. Wicked people hate righteous people
sometimes. It’s a mirror image that shows them
how grotesque they’ve become.
XX. Wait for the Lord. Trust me.
XXI. The wicked sometimes look like an
immovable forest. They won’t last.
XXII. Train your eyes on those who live with
integrity and peacemaking.
XXIII. The Lord brings rescue. 
It’s what he does. 
Jesus’ name means salvation. 
It’s who he is.

Please
do not leave me here
to be buried by sand
or swallowed by the sea
wasting away 
forgotten
rescue
me.

38.
           the beach I found 
a mess of rope 
reeking of rot
dead seaweed
and calcified barnacles
tangled, it seemed, beyond repair
buried in sand.

It’s impossible, now,
to separate or extricate
the knotted threads of
this saltwater-soaked and
seaweed stained soul
if I pull the rope here
does it find its cause in me,
or in those who have brought me harm?
This mess of lies and wounds,
seeking justice and self-justifying
abuse and blame
these knots tighten inside me
constricting heart and stomach
my soul is sick
my body collapses
is this Yahweh’s hand pressing down upon me?

No more playing the victim 
or hero.
Here I am.
I confess

On

              passionate drivenness of my youth
has evaporated into the aridity of
having accomplished much.

Then
there was so much to do
and it all seemed so important
with the whole world ahead 
to be discovered and reformed.

Now
looking back
what was it all for?
Goals were met
and have long been forgotten.
Empires built
and sanded down by time.
As a child life felt so long
but now I see it is so short
we are like shadows
puffs of air
is that all we are to You?
Fleeting vapors, 
soon forgotten in the wind? 
Hear my prayer, O God!

The

39.



40.
      kite lies torn, trampled, tossed aside
snagged by sticks and stained by mud
lying in the pit 
of unable to move and
unable to even want to move
the puddle of grumbling
unable to see its own faults or flaws of flight,
to deadening habits to which it kept returning
warping its shape
only able to see 
the faults and flaws of those it blames for its
predicament
unable to see grace 
or look for grace 
or believe in grace.

Suddenly the kite is 
lifted
washed 
worked over
stretched 
stitched
thrown to the winds to soar and sing as never
before

The songs I used to sing
were cold and dark and damp
lengthy dirges about me, the hero or me, the
victim
and all the things I’ve always done right
and all the things others have done wrong
or should do better
a song stuck in my head I couldn’t get out.

Out of the mud
Out of the filth
Out of death
I could do nothing more than sit and sulk
until I was lifted, washed, stretched, stitched
and on these salvation winds
singing a new song I'd never known before.

A


