Night Psalm

In the stillness of the night you call to me

Through the darkness of the night I come to you.

“Yes, Lord, here am I.  Speak, for your servant is listening.”

In awestruck wonder I wait for your words,

With bated breath I strain to listen,

Then familiar warmth fills my soul.

Why, my God, do you come near to me?

How can you tolerate me in your presence?

I am but dust and made of the dirt of this earth. 

And you, my God, you are so holy

Your radiance overwhelms my senses

In your presence I fall to my knees and hide my face.

How can you love me?  I have no power to grasp it.

How can you call me your own, made in your image,

When I see who and what I am.

But you, My God, are beyond my words

You are awesome, and wonderful,

Holy and fearful, yet gracious and loving.

And I join the angels and sing, “Holy, holy, holy.”

I worship and adore you.  Father, I pray,

Accept my humble offering of worship. 

What can I give you but all I am?

My tears fall on your feet

As I reach to take hold of you.

The hem of your garment touches me

And somehow I am made whole.

In your presence I find peace

“Here I am, Lord. Use me as you see fit.

My life is yours, use me for your glory.

I will take the peace you gave me to the wounded world.”

