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 Well, praise Jesus we made it!  There’s a sweet, sweet spirit in 
this place, and we know that it is the spirit of the Lord! We have come 
into this house, gathered in his name, to worship him, God is good – 
all the time, and all the time, God is good!  It is so good to talk about 
how good God is!  
 Or, perhaps, would it be more accurate to say, Out of the depths 
I cry to you O God!  Out of the depths I cry, o God!  I am broken, I am 
weary, I am guilty, I am lost, let your ears be attentive to the voice of 
my supplications!?  
 Well, I guess that depends on what kind of week you’re having, 
or month, or year, or life.  The honest Christian lays claim to joy, 
celebrates blessings, and gives thanks with a grateful heart.  The 
honest Christian also lifts up the voice of distress, remorse, grief, 
anguish.
 And brothers and sisters, Lent is all about honesty.  Is there an 
amen in the house?  
 The psalmist says, Out of the depths – I cry to you O GOD.  And I 
think, here is someone who is on the right track.  I wonder, how long 
had the writer been down in the depths before truly getting into it with 
God, you know that dirty, desperate, no excuses kind of prayer you 
pray when you know how much you need God.
 We know about the depths – cause we got some drama going on, 
don’t we?  We’ve got troubles in our lives, in our families, in jobs, 
troubles with our finances, troubles with our health, troubles with that 
nasty habit we have of making bad choices, troubles with things we 
didn’t do anything to deserve, but happened anyway.  You ever feel 
like you got ten pounds of crap in a five pound bag?  You ever feel like 
your life is a load of laundry you have to carry up from the basement, 
but you don’t have basket?  The trail of socks and underwear gets 
more pathetic looking with every step.  
 Do you take your troubles to the Lord?  How long does it take 
you to just cry out to God?  How much time do you spend in the 
depths before you start sounding like the dude in Psalm 130, saying, 
you with the steadfast love, I need you! help me!  30 seconds?  30 
years?  I don’t know how long it took the psalmist to finally utter and 
pen these words, from down in the depths, but I’m glad she did 
whenever she did, because when she did she gave a word you and I 
need to hear today.  



 I wait for God, my soul waits.  In God’s word I hope; My soul 
waits for God, more than those who wait for the morning, more than 
those who wait for the morning.    I am who I am.  I am where I am.  I 
am facing the things that I am facing, and God can redeem even me in 
my weakness and my blindness.  I wait for God more than those who 
wait for the morning.  
 Do you have a Lenten promise this year?  Do you like to do that 
sort of thing?  Some people give up chocolate or beer for 40 days, to 
help focus their minds and orient their spirits during the Lenten 
journey.  I have a promise this year with my wife and kids.  You want 
to know what it is?  No electric lights.  That’s right, for forty days, 
we’re not turning on the lights.  During the day the blinds are all open 
in our house.  The sun shines, and we do fine.  At night we have a few 
candles, and a lot of dark.  
 This has been an interesting promise to keep.  I’ve had moments 
of thinking I should have just given up chocolate.   Because it’s really 
hard to spend time in the dark.  You can’t find things you need, even 
when you know they’re near by.  You run into things you think you 
should be able to avoid.  If you didn’t clean up before dusk, you get a 
lot of legos stuck in your feet.  When you don’t control how much light 
you have in the room, you can’t do things you’d gotten used to 
thinking you could do any time.   
 There are some great benefits from this promise of course – my 
electric bill has been cut in half, I’ve been going to bed earlier, getting 
more sleep, which is something I need.  I’ve realized that I’m not 
ultimately dependent on conveniences that I might otherwise think I 
was.  I’ve reflected on the possibility that the darkness of night, which 
comes about because the world turns, is not necessarily a problem I 
am supposed to fix.
 But I’ll tell you, the most important learning I’ve been getting 
from this Lenten promise is a Psalm 130 kind of learning.   The psalm 
that says, my soul waits for God, more than those who wait for the 
morning.  When you sit in darkness, these words come alive in a new 
way.    
 Because I haven’t been turning the lights on, I feel more 
fundamentally the truth that when the sun goes down, the day is over.  
And most evenings, I’m not happy about that.  If I don’t have dinner 
ready by dusk, I’m in trouble.  If I don’t have my boys’ pajamas where I 
can find them, I’ve got a problem.  And these somewhat mundane 
challenges accelerate a deeper realization, that I just completed 
another yesterday, and brothers and sisters, in four weeks of Lent 
without lights, I have not once been ready for the sunset.  Every time 
the sun goes down I realize that I want the day to not end.   Some 



evenings I’m thinking about my failures, how I should have used the 
daylight better when I had it.  But even when I have no regrets, when I 
know I’ve had a good day, this feeling of resistance to the sunset 
persists.  Or get this – even when bad things have happened during 
the day that I want to put behind me, I still grieve a little bit when the 
sun goes down, because it’s hard to be in the dark.  And still, the light 
won’t stay, I don’t get to pretend that the day is not done.  
 When the light goes out of our lives, when we find ourselves in 
darkness, we wish we could hold on to things that have passed away.  
As darkness descends, we remember loved ones, jobs, adventures, 
friendships, hopes and dreams, everything that we had and took for 
granted during the day that is over.  Just this morning I was walking to 
church, listening to a sermon on my Ipod, and the pastor said that 
every Lenten journey takes us to the point where we’re following Jesus 
up a hill to the cross, and when I heard that I thought to myself if I was 
Jesus I would have stopped and turned and looked back, asking how I 
ever got to here and why things had to go this way.  You and I know 
that dark times come, they come with certainty, in our lives, in our 
relationships, in our communities, in our jobs, in our ministries as 
disciples of Christ, but we are not ready, we are not happy when they 
come.  After the sun sets we sit in the dark, thinking about what 
things were like before, when it was day.
 Sometimes this first part of the night seems to last a long time.  
It can be frustrating, it can be sad, it can be scary. 
 But brothers and sisters, I am here to tell you that something 
happens in the night.  There is a change that takes place in the soul 
that sits in darkness.  I don’t know exactly how it happens, or at what 
point it happens, but I believe the person who wrote our psalm 
understood it.  At some point in the night the soul experiences a shift 
from regret, from grief, to anticipation.  At some point the soul turns 
from the day that has passed toward to the day that is dawning.  At 
9pm, in my house if my eyes are open all I can think is, the light is 
gone.  But as time goes by I reach a point in the night when I open my 
eyes and think, the light is coming. 
 How long was psalmist in the depths before crying out to God?   
We don’t know, but at some point she did, and at that point, she 
began waiting for something new, for something good.  She was not 
waiting for calamity or for endless despair, she wasn’t waiting for 
failure, for rejection, for humiliation.  She was in pain, but she was not 
waiting for pain.  She was in the depths but she was not waiting for 
the depths, she was not going to make the depths her home.  At some 
point in the night, she began to wait for God, the God of light, of 
purpose, of forgiveness, the God of power and steadfast love, the God 



of redemption.  And at the moment when she cried out to this God, 
she was able begin to imagine the future God had in store for her.  
“My soul waits for God more than those who wait for the morning.”  
 If you are in the dark, if you are down in the depths, if your 
family or your ministry is trying to make its way through dark times, 
you might not think that the morning will ever come.  Earlier I asked 
how long does it take you to cry out to God?   I asked because this is 
the truth - if you are ready to cry to God, to ask for help, and rely on 
the steadfast love that is there to hold you, your soul is turning toward 
the new day.  And thanks be to God, the light is coming.  
 When the morning comes it will bring a new day, a day that that 
is different than any we have seen before.  Tomorrow will not be 
yesterday, but the soul that waits on the Lord does not need tomorrow 
to be yesterday.  Those who wait for the morning know that when the 
morning comes many of the things we have counted on will be 
different or gone altogether, but just as surely, there are troubles that 
have bound us before will have no claim on us going forward.  When 
the morning comes we will have new life, the sight to see new 
treasures, new awareness of the gifts we have been given, ears to hear 
the voice of encouragement, the voice of love, the voice of God calling 
us to live-giving words and witness, care and work.  And even though 
we know dark times will come again, we won’t take too long to turn to 
God, because with the strength that we gather from the morning light, 
God’s children will find what they need so that they can live and serve 
and love.  That’s you, that’s me.  Thanks be to God.  Amen.   


