DANCING WITH MY GOD

It has been awhile;

You draw me to You.

And always when You do –

I am surprised in the early morning.

You wake me;

You stir me to the bottom of my soul.

You speak – And I shout!

“It’s You – we meet again!”

And my thoughts soar to far off depths that only You know.

What awaits me there?

What beauty will You reveal today?

Can I write fast enough to keep up?

And, as usual, You calm me;

You take me with You.

This vessel rejoices in Your presence.
Why me?  And then I run with abandon;

Through the “Thought Meadow” You create in my soul.

I join in the Dance.

I dance with my Lord.

I dance with no music – just pure joy!

There is no other like this Joy;

Just words.

Purity, peace, a sweetness that cannot be denied.

How do I describe it?

Lord I no longer reach for the things of this world;
But I cling to You.

I am no longer driven by worldliness or possessions

When I am in Your presence;

This is where my soul longs to be.

I no longer clamor in the darkness;

It is Your face I seek –

Your grace, Your mercy – they are my balance.

I have no worldly grasp when I am here.

My thoughts in the night,

They hold on to You.

In the early morning dawn,

Before the sun shows its first light

My soul seeks to commune with my Almighty God, my Savior;
The One who created – the heavens and the earth.

Strength, wisdom, insight – they are Yours to give.

There is no purity other than this place;

There is only purity in the Love of my God.

Again, this day I hear you;

You splash Your beauty in words of splendor

They are but Yours to give.

It is as if the face of my Jesus stares at my face on this pillow –

And smiles as I reach for pen and paper.

Why do You bless me?

You cause me to go to places that I sometimes forget exist.

To places where my soul connects

In wonder – You, only You abide there.

I find You, in glorious splendor,

Waiting for me to reach out –

To clutch to my soul that Joy, 

The joy that cannot be found, nor equaled anywhere –

But in Your presence.

Words, I love the way they fall on the page before me.

But Father, they are not mine;

They are not of me.

For You, the Author of these words –

You, You draw my hand to write.

You pull me along;

You draw me still;

You take me to the high places –

Places of grace, of mercy, of bliss.

I always wonder: When? Where?

The next time will come!

For eye has not seen –

Nor ear has heard –

That which awaits –

When my Lord takes my hand,

And we dance in the midst of the splendor of His grace, His words.

I say, “Teach me to dance!”

And He says, “But I am the Dance!”
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