David’s Prayer : The Reign of Terror Is Over – Psalms 1-10 – Rosh Hashanah 2014

Ty for loving me God

You thrill me and chart out roads I should take

I don’t hang out around sin…I fit in with the innocent

I include you in everything…You laugh at Your enemies

I am Your son/daughter…Your give me the nations for my birthday

The continents dance for You

Despite enemies sprouting like mushrooms, You shield me on all sides

You place me on a sure foundation and overtake me with joy

I shout toYou and You answer with real help

You take my side when I’m in trouble

I have Your more-than-enough joy and peace

As I ignore the greedy, You put my life back together

You understand my groans and sighs and give directions to get through enemy lines

You convict the guilty and provide cover for the innocent

You stand guard over our all-night celebrations with You

When I’m desperate, I cry out:

“Break in, God, and break up this fight;
    if You love me at all, get me out of here.
I’m no good to you dead, am I?
    I can’t sing in your choir if I’m buried in some tomb!”

You hear my prayers and grant my requests

Disgraced, coward enemies turn tail and disappear 

You are a grace-giving and just God

Close the book on Evil, God,
    but publish Your mandate for us.
You get us ready for life:
    You probe for our soft spots,
    You knock off our rough edges.
And I’m feeling so fit, so safe:
    made right, kept right.
God in solemn honor does things right,
    but His nerves are sandpapered raw.
Nobody gets by with anything.
    God is already in action—
Sword honed on His whetstone,
    bow strung, arrow on the string,
Lethal weapons in hand,
    each arrow a flaming missile.

Nursing infants gurgle choruses about You;
    toddlers shout the songs
That drown out enemy talk,
    and silence atheist babble.
I look up at Your macro-skies, dark and enormous,
    Your handmade sky-jewelry,
Moon and stars mounted in their settings.

You put us in charge of Your handcrafted world
Your name echoes around the world.

I’m thanking you, God, from a full heart,
    I’m writing the book on Your wonders.
I’m whistling, laughing, and jumping for joy;
    I’m singing Your song, High God.
The day my enemies turned tail and ran,
    they stumbled on You and fell on their faces.
You took over and set everything right;
    when I needed You, You were there, taking charge.
You blow the whistle on godless nations;
    You throw dirty players out of the game,
    wipe their names right off the roster.
Enemies disappear from the sidelines,
    their reputation trashed,
    their names erased from the halls of fame.
God holds the high center,
    He sees and sets the world’s mess right.
He decides what is right for us earthlings,
    gives people their just deserts.
God’s a safe-house for the battered,
    a sanctuary during bad times.
The moment You arrive, You relax;
    You’re never sorry You knocked.
I Sing Your songs to You
    tell Your stories to everyone I meet:
How You track down killers
    yet keeps Your eye on us,
    register every whimper and moan

Be kind to me, God;
    I’ve been kicked around long enough.
You pull me from the gates of death, I’ll fill the air with salvation songs.
They’re trapped, those godless countries,
    in the very snares they set,
Their feet all tangled
    in the net they spread.
They have no excuse;
    the way God works is well-known.
The cunning machinery made by the wicked
    has maimed their own hands.
   Expose these grand pretensions!
Shake them up, God!
    Show them how silly they look.

Break the wicked right arms,
    break all the evil left arms.
Search and destroy
    every sign of crime.
God’s grace and order wins;
    godlessness loses.
Orphans get parents,
    the homeless get homes.
The reign of terror is over,
    the rule of the gang lords is ended
