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The Presbyterian-Methodist Fellowship Church 

Are We There, Yet? 
Psalm 13 

 

I have just completed my 
eighth week of Spiritual 
Direction.  This wasn’t my 
first foray into my 
spirituality with God, but 
this time I entered into the 
prayers of St. Ignatius.  His 
prayers took me to places 
I’d never been before.   
 

One of the many things I’ve 
learned about my self is 
this:  I’m not honest with 
God.  Yes, I really said that.  
It’s not that I tell God lies.  
After all, God knows the 
truth so to deny doing 
something I really did 
would be ridiculous.   
 
My dishonesty with God is 
that I’m afraid of offending 
God.  I was raised to be nice 

to people and I’ve taken it 
too far.  I’m nice to God, 
even when I don’t feel nice. 
 
On first reading Psalm 13, 
you might well say, “Want a 
little cheese with that 
whine?”  The descriptions 
sound dramatic over the 
top.   
 
Those first couple of verses 
are filled with anguish.  
How long, O Lord?  How 
long?  The psalmist can’t 
hang in there much longer.  
He has been shaken to his 
very core.  He can find no 
peace.  He lives a life of 
dread.   
 
Then he moves into a plea.  
He tells God and 
acknowledges to himself 
what his deep needs are.  
He needs to feel God’s 
presence in the void.  Send 
some light into the 

“Courage is what it takes to stand up and speak; courage is also what it takes to sit down and listen.” —Winston Churchill 
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darkness.  Don’t let his 
enemy prevail over him.   
 
Whenever we started out 
on a vacation, my son and 
my husband loved to see 
who could get on Mom’s 
nerves first.  Tom, usually 
won the contest while we 
were backing out of the 
driveway.  He’d look at me 
with a serious expression 
and ask, “Are we there, 
yet?” 
 
We’re asking that question 
daily, aren’t we?  How long 
will the pandemic last?  
How long until we have a 
vaccine?  How long until 
we can and shake hands 
again and remove our 
masks?  How long until we 
can worship in the 
sanctuary?  How long 
before our economy 
stabilizes.  
 
Are we there, yet, God?  
Have we reached our new 
normal?  If not, when?  
Oh, okay, all in your good 
time.   
 
But, God?  How about 
those who are living in 
poverty and dying at a 
faster rate?  How about 
the hungry who are still 
hungry and at greater risk 
than me?  What about 
Black Lives Matter?  Why 

can’t we get this stuff 
right? 
 
We’re ready to be there, 
God.  Whatever “there” is. 
 
This past weekend we felt 
great tension in this part of 
Oklahoma.  Juneteenth 
rallies and the first visit 
from a sitting President in 
over 20 years.  There was 
fear of an uptick in COVID 
positive tests; that the 
hospitals would fill up 
again; that violence might 
ensue.  Our congregation 
was grieving the delay of 
return to worship in our 
building (or at least the 
back yard.)   
 
We felt disappointment 
and heart sick.  Did you 
also feel guilty?  So many 
other people have it much 
worse than I do.  I should 
be happy and content.  I 
should be grateful for what 
I have.   
 
I suspect most of us didn’t 
feel the soul shaking and 
heart-breaking emotions of 
the psalmist.  But, when 
we start telling ourselves 
what we “should” feel, 
perhaps it’s time to pause 
and get honest. 
 
Honesty with God helps us 
find our authentic selves.  

Yes, we feel worried at times 
about the state of world.  
Take that to God.  Tell God 
what you’re feeling.  You 
might as well be honest, 
because God already knows 
how you feel.  What God 
wants is for YOU to 
understand what your 
feeling. 
 
For my part, I want God to 
come up with quick fixes.  I 
don’t like long journeys 
through high waters and fire.  
It’s hard to face God and say, 
“my heart is breaking, and I 
wonder what you’re doing 
about it?”  That God is silent 
is a truth we live with.  That 
God is still present is what we 
often forget to remember. 
 
The psalmist cries out 
because he knows he can.  
Reading the end of the Psalm, 
we can see why: trust.  He 
knows and understands that 
God is steadfast and loving 
and abundant in blessings.  
That’s why he can be so 
honest.   
 
He isn’t angry with God.  
Although, that would be 
okay.  He knows that he can 
pour out his heart and 
express himself in the most 
vivid terms and God will 
understand.   
 



 

 

You see, when we’re 
honest with our emotions, 
even if they’re pity 
parties, God can work 
with that.  In prayer God 
reaches out to us and 
speaks what we most 
need to hear.  “I am with 
you.” That presence, even 
though silent, is what we 
often need the most.  
 
We belong to God forever.  
We are grateful for that  
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and we express that 
gratitude through our  
prayers, our love for the 
other, our support of our 
congregation, our service 
to God’s people.  We also 
express our gratitude 
when we go to God and 
say, “I can’t take it  
anymore.  I’m tired and 
worn out.  I’m drained.  
I’m angry and I don’t 
know who I’m angry with.  
Help me God.” 

You can’t get rid of God.  
God is here to stay.  
There’s no need to hide 
your ugly emotions.  God 
sees them anyway. 
 

Are we there,  yet?  No.  
But, we’re moving in the 
right direction. 
 

All glory and honor be to 
God.   
 
Amen. 
 

“Rest is not idleness,” said John 
Lubbock, “and to lie sometimes on the 
grass on a summer day listening to the 
murmur of water or watching the 
clouds float across the sky is hardly a 
waste of time.” 

 

Most of us need more, not less, rest 
built into our daily routine. Only when 

we are quiet can we hear God’s 
whisper. 

 

Summer is a great time to find a 
peaceful, outdoor spot to read, rest 

and pray — even if only for a few 
minutes. God is eagerly waiting for us 

to make space for him. 


