
Finding Light in the Darkness:  
Songs for the Weary, Grieving, and Hopeless 

I had the privilege of attending the Sing! Conference hosted by Keith and Kristyn Getty, 
who are modern-day hymn writers and talented musicians. It was three and a half glorious 
days filled with beautiful music, incredibly talented musicians and songwriters, teaching 
by some of the most influential pastors of our day, and biblical encouragement from Joni 
Eareckson Tada herself. Thousands of people from all over the world descended on the 
Opryland Hotel in Nashville, TN for this incredible conference, and 16,000 attended a 
concert of music and preaching at Bridgestone Arena, where Joni led us in the most 
moving and soul-stirring a capella singing of "All Hail the Power of Jesus' Name," the likes 
of which I wonder if I'll ever experience again this side of heaven. 

Being immersed in that worship-filled environment for three days straight was most 
refreshing and needed for my weary soul. To be surrounded by people singing praise and 
worship, knowing we all have our baggage and various temporary and permanent thorns, 
yet there we were: singing our hearts out, being encouraged in song with the voices of 
thousands uplifting our hearts and minds to focus on the One who loves us most, the only 
true Hope we have in this fallen world of darkness and despair. The One who allows trials, 
challenges, hardship, disability and death uses those things to make us more like Christ, 
redeeming the despair into delight through the light of Christ. He repurposes it all into 
something more beautiful than we ever thought possible; He strengthens our feeble knees 
to stand on a solid foundation of hope, that He is making all things new, both now and 
forevermore. 
 
As believers, we have both a duty and delight to worship this God who redeems and rules over 
all. Psalm 139:7-12 tells us, 

"Where can I go from your Spirit? 
    Where can I flee from your presence? 
If I go up to the heavens, you are there; 

    if I make my bed in the depths, you are there. 
If I rise on the wings of the dawn, 

    if I settle on the far side of the sea, 
even there your hand will guide me, 
    your right hand will hold me fast. 

If I say, “Surely the darkness will hide me 
    and the light become night around me,” 
even the darkness will not be dark to you; 

    the night will shine like the day, 
    for darkness is as light to you." 



Wherever we go, He is there. Whenever we call, He listens. This is the God to whom we ascribe 
all honor and power and glory forever, and He is worthy of our worship, regardless of our 
circumstances. He grants us His strength when we are weak, His glory when we are shamed, 
and His honor when we are brought low. 

And so we sing. We sing to refocus our eyes and our spirit, because we need Him to do through 
us what we need to do, but often feel we cannot. We need Him to succeed for us when we feel 
we have failed. He is our yes and our success. 

And so, we sing. This new series is going to walk through songs of worship that the hurting 
heart needs to sing, the aching soul needs to feel, and the cracked, dried lips need to utter. 
Some of these songs were new to me at the conference, and I'm so excited to introduce them 
to you, or remind you of their truths if you already know them. 

The first song is this hymn, All Hail the Power of Jesus' Name by Edward Perronet. Before Joni 
led us in a capella worship with this hymn, she said this: 

“In Heaven, I will be free. I will be free to jump up, dance, kick, do aerobics, and though 
I'm sure Jesus will be delighted to watch me rise up on tiptoe, there’s something I plan to 
do that might please Him more. If possible, at some point before the party gets going, at 
some point before the guests are invited to the wedding supper of the Lamb, the first 
thing I plan to do on resurrected legs is to drop on grateful, glorified knees. I will quietly 
kneel before the Lord, and give a sacrifice. It will be my last opportunity to give heartfelt 
thanks to the Lord Jesus for the grace He gave year after year when my hands were limp 
and useless and my feet couldn’t walk. 

It will be a sacrifice of paralyzed praise. 

After a moment of kneeling before Jesus, I shall spring to my feet and stretch my arms 
wide—no more shriveled hands, no more atrophied muscles, no more toes that can’t 
wiggle." 

We start with this song in this series because this isn't about us. It's not about disability, Down 
syndrome, or disease. It's not about genetic mutations, infection, feeding tubes, or paralysis. 
It's not about autism and "1 in 50" but about the truly awesome God we serve, and the 1 out of 
100 that He left others to save. It's not about our anxiety over the future, but our trust in the 
God who holds the future in His hands. It's not about our failures, but about His sure success to 
secure our salvation on the cross. It's not about our daily short-comings, but His mercies made 
new every morning. There is no defeat in death, because He accomplished the Resurrection 
that raises us all from the dead. There is only one salvation, and it is in the proclamation of the 
name of the Lord Jesus Christ. He is our hope. He is our yes and amen. He alone can save. 

And so, we sing. 



All hail the power of Jesus' name! 
Let angels prostrate fall. 
Bring forth the royal diadem, 
and crown him Lord of all. 
Bring forth the royal diadem, 
and crown him Lord of all! 

O seed of Israel's chosen race 
now ransomed from the fall, 
hail him who saves you by his grace, 
and crown him Lord of all. 
Hail him who saves you by his grace, 
and crown him Lord of all! 

Let every tongue and every tribe 
responsive to his call, 
to him all majesty ascribe, 
and crown him Lord of all. 
To him all majesty ascribe, 
and crown him Lord of all! 

Oh, that with all the sacred throng 
we at his feet may fall! 
We'll join the everlasting song 
and crown him Lord of all. 
We'll join the everlasting song 
and crown him Lord of all. 

Join us in song in the video I shared on the Hope in Autism FB page. I missed the first line as I 
was rushing to get the phone out to record, but I pray your heart will be moved to worship 
through this song. 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Refuge for the Weary 
 
This series is named for a Latin term, post tenebras lux, which translates to "after 
darkness, light." It is an evergreen hope, that light that comes after darkness. It is seen in 
nature: the moon reflects the hidden sun. We may say the sun's reflection in the moon is 
the hope we feel in the darkness; the visible sun itself is the fulfillment of that hope. What 
was once foreshadowed arrives, and continues to do so day after day. Sometimes we see 
our hope clearly in a brightly lit moon and joyfully anticipate the arrival of the sun. Other 
times, we have to remind our despairing selves that the sun is still there despite clouds or 
storms that hide it, or distractions like wind and lightning. The sun is still there.  

And so, we sing. 

In the first post of this series, I wrote, "This new series is going to walk through songs of 
worship that the hurting heart needs to sing, the aching soul needs to feel, and the 
cracked, dried lips need to utter." We must consistently remind ourselves of this theme of 
light after darkness, lest we forget and falter. We do this through a variety of means: in 
corporate worship, on our own wherever we are, in our home, driving to appointments, 
maybe even in a hospital bed.  

W H Y  S H O U L D  I  S I N G ?  

Scripture exhorts us not to neglect gathering together for worship, and while this post 
doesn't focus on the reasons we may not, community worship is meant to be an 
encouragement when it does happen. When we gather corporately, we can participate in 
worship, specifically through song, even if we ourselves cannot sing because we are 
weary. Our brothers and sisters in Christ around us sing not only for themselves, but also 
on our behalf, strengthening us by the courageous voice lifted next to us, or the 
harmonizing behind us. Music often expresses what our lips and vocal cords don’t have 
the strength or faith to utter or hum. Eventually, we may be unable to keep from singing a 
song that resonates in our soul.  

The Bible has over four hundred references to singing, and fifty direct commands to sing. 
The longest book of the Bible, Psalms, is dedicated to song. The New Testament 
commands us twice to sing psalms, hymns, and spiritual songs to each other when we 
gather together. It would seem that singing is pretty important to God. Even God Himself 
sings (Zephaniah 3:17). We can sing the mercies and grace of God when our soul needs to 
be renewed and reminded of His goodness. We sing to God to worship Him for who He is 
as Creator and Savior, and we sing to ourselves to strengthen the feeble hands that need 
desperately to lift and give to God that which we cannot hold ourselves. We sing to 
remind ourselves that the sun exists, and we will feel its rays of warmth yet again if we 
cannot feel it now. 
D E A R  R E F U G E  O F  M Y  W E A R Y  S O U L  



The next song in our series that has been a stronghold for my heart in all kinds of 
desperation, lament, and even thanksgiving. "Dear Refuge of My Weary Soul" is a hymn 
written by Anne Steele in 1760. Anne Steele was the "the pioneer female hymn-writer of 
the eighteenth century," often writing under the pseudonym Theodosia. She wrote so 
many hymns that she became the “all-time champion Baptist hymn-writer of either sex," 
penning 380 hymn-texts. 

Anne's entire life was native to suffering. Her mother died when she was 3, and as Kevin 
Twit writes on his Indelible Grace blog, "by 14 it seems she was bothered by chronic 
recurring malaria which took a progressive toll on her health." She was thrown from a 
horse at age 19 and suffered serious injury. Her fiance died by drowning, and she 
remained single the rest of her life despite multiple marriage proposals. Upon her fiance's 
death, she penned the beautifully-written hymn, "When I Survey Life's Varied Scene." She 
lived with her father and stepmother and was completely bedridden for the last nine 
years of her life. After she lost her father in death, she never fully recovered from her 
grief.  

The ailments and griefs in her life led her to write many hymns that expressed her doubts 
and fears, even questioning assurance of her salvation. Dear Refuge of My Weary Soul and 
other of Anne Steele’s laments are hymns we can sing as we too struggle. Lament assumes 
a trust in and need of the One to whom we are lamenting, knowing He alone can sustain 
us through struggle. Read the words and note the progression the words and emotions 
take: 

Dear refuge of my weary soul, On Thee, when sorrows rise. 
On Thee, when waves of trouble roll, My fainting hope relies 

Is your soul weary? Do you seek refuge in the Almighty? We can take our sorrows to him, 
entrusting him with fainting, or decreasing hope. 

While hope revives, though pressed with fears, And I can say, my God, 
Beneath Thy feet I spread my cares And pour my woes abroad* 

To Thee I tell each rising grief, For Thou alone canst heal. 
Thy Word can bring a sweet relief, For every pain I feel 

When we set our hope on God, our hope grows stronger, allowing us to share everything 
we are facing with Him. We can tell God each grief and sorrow we have, for He is the only 
one who can heal us. He is the only one to grant strength for enduring pain He chooses 
not to heal. His Word is an encouragement to us in everything we are going through. 

But oh! When gloomy doubts prevail, I fear to call Thee mine. 
The springs of comfort seem to fail, And all my hopes decline 



Yet gracious God, where shall I flee? Thou art my only trust. 
And still my soul would cleave to Thee Though prostrate in the dust 

We are human, prone to doubt. We fear to place our hope in God: what if He doesn't 
come through? All the "what if"'s drown out our hope, and we lose comfort as our doubts 
rise. We are reminded there is nowhere else to go; the Lord is our only trust. Even though 
we are as low as can possibly be, our circumstances dire, still we cling to Him. 

Hast Thou not bid me seek Thy face, And shall I seek in vain? 
And can the ear of sovereign grace, Be deaf when I complain? 

No still the ear of sovereign grace, Attends the mourner’s prayer. 
Oh may I ever find access, To breathe my sorrows there 

The Lord has asked us to call on Him. If He has commanded us to come to Him, will He 
disappear when we look to Him? Would He truly ignore the cries of His children when we 
call out to Him? NO. The Lord does indeed hear His children, "attending the mourner's 
prayer." He does listen and work on their behalf. We always have full access to the Lord 
to "breathe our sorrows." 

Thy mercy seat is open still, Here let my soul retreat. 
With humble hope attend Thy will, And wait beneath Thy feet, 

Thy mercy seat is open still, Here let my soul retreat. 
With humble hope attend Thy will, And wait beneath Thy feet. 

The last stanza is repeated, which is noteworthy—no pun intended. The verse at first 
seems to be a reminder of our access to the throne in which we may find refuge, the 
refrain to be more of a conviction and active state, resolved to hope humbly and wait on 
the Lord. 

W H E R E  I  S I N G  

I've sung this song in broken melody in the shower, in the car, and on my knees on the 
floor of my room. I sang after we moved away from family and dear friends and I felt so 
alone in our new home in a new state. I sang this song when my best friend was dying 
from cancer after we moved away. I sang after losing my temper with my son with autism. 
I have sung when my heart was in despair, struggling to hold onto any hope, despite the 
sunshine dancing through the trees in my yard. I have sung in thanksgiving that the Lord is 
indeed my refuge and a very present help in times of trouble. 

You can sing, too. There's no room for excuses; you're not on American Idol. Your Creator, 
your King, the lover of your soul desires for you to sing to Him in worship! In fact, singing 
is never about you, it’s always about Him and honoring to Him. Will you begrudge Him the 
pleasure of worshipping Him this way, singing that He alone can hear?  



By day the LORD commands his steadfast love, 
and at night his song is with me, 
a prayer to the God of my life. 

Psalm 42:8 

The LORD your God is in your midst, 
a mighty one who will save; 

he will rejoice over you with gladness; 
he will quiet you by his love; 

he will exult over you with loud singing. 
Zephaniah 3:17 

So when God desired to show more convincingly to the heirs of the promise 
the unchangeable character of his purpose, he guaranteed it with an oath, 
so that by two unchangeable things, in which it is impossible for God to lie, 

we who have fled for refuge might have strong encouragement  
to hold fast to the hope set before us. 

We have this as a sure and steadfast anchor of the soul, 
a hope that enters into the inner place behind the curtain, 

where Jesus has gone as a forerunner on our behalf, 
having become a high priest forever after the order of Melchizedek. 

Hebrews 6:17-20 

And so, we sing, making the words of our song a prayer to the Refuge of our weary souls. 

There are now two versions of this song. My favorite is by Kevin Twit from Indelible Grace 
sung by Sandra McCracken, but I encourage you to listen to both, and sing along to 
whichever resonates most with you. 

Kevin Twit/Indelible Grace Version 

 
Matt Merker/Capitol Hill Version 
 
If you love the writing of Anne Steele, I also published an Easter episode on my podcast 
based on her poem, Redeeming Love, that I would encourage you to listen to. 

 

 

 

 



Anchored Hope 

The day of my second son’s birth was filled with uncertainty, fear, and tragedy. As I went 
into labor three weeks early with a breech baby who was too big to turn, an 
anesthesiologist stood by my bedside quietly explaining the C-section procedure, which 
was never a part of my birth plan, but now our only option of birthing our son safely. 
Adding to the stress of what was taking place in that hospital room was watching the 
horror of breaking news on the television: Hurricane Katrina was making landfall. 

Footage showed the power of the storm as it ripped through New Orleans, leaving mass 
devastation it its wake. I remember images of the many boats that were not only utterly 
destroyed, but their final resting place wasn't even in the water. Some were on top of 
bridges, others were launched into the trees on the shore hundreds of feet away. Despite 
anchors that should have kept their hold, hulls were upended. Sails were torn to shreds. 
Twisted shards of metal pierced through thick cloth sails that once billowed in the wind. 

Not unlike Katrina, the autism diagnosis we received on December 20, 2007 ripped into 
our lives in a way that felt so devastating at the time, and frankly, still does on occasion. 
We felt splintered and broken. We felt as if our lives had become mangled-up twisted 
shards that pierced our sails, and we were horribly seasick, homesick for land that seemed 
to waver on the horizon. They say if you feel seasick, fix your eyes on something that 
doesn't move, looking instead at something that is steady and stable, and that will right 
your senses. 

But sometimes, the thing that is steady and stable is something we can't really see at all, 
perhaps something like an anchor. 

“…we who have fled for refuge might have strong encouragement to hold fast to the hope 
set before us. We have this as a sure and steadfast anchor of the soul, a hope that enters 

into the inner place behind the curtain, where Jesus has gone as a forerunner on our 
behalf, having become a high priest forever after the order of Melchizedek." Hebrews 

6:17-20 (ESV) 

Anchors have one purpose: to keep a vessel from going where it's not supposed to go. 
They keep the boat from floating too far due to wind that tries to push it out to sea, or 
into docked neighboring boats. Ships drop anchor in the middle of the ocean so they don't 
float off course into unsafe or foreign waters. Most importantly, anchors must be 
grounded in a foundation that is able to bear the weight of the forces that come against 
its vessel. 

The next song in our Post Tenebras Lux series is a song by Matt Papa and Matt Boswell 
called "Christ the Sure and Steady Anchor." Matt Boswell is a pastor and songwriter, and 
Matt Papa is a mentor for young songwriters and worship teams, as well as a songwriter. 
They both sing with gentle power and beauty that simply fills your soul to the brim. 



Listening for the first time, I couldn't help but think of how our recent struggles with the 
effects of autism made me feel like a tattered boat with torn sails, like the first verse 
describes. I couldn't help but remember the hurricane that we watched on the hospital TV 
destroy lives the same day I brought a new life into the world—a life that ripped through 
the sails of our hearts and stole our breath away with his sweet smile and beautiful blue 
eyes. A life with this disability that causes him to feel just as furious and incapable of 
controlling himself as the eye wall of Katrina, in turn causing us to feel completely 
helpless, as sometimes all we can do is damage control when the storm is over. When we 
struggle and when we watch our son struggle, we feel seasick, homesick for the safety and 
stability of a solid rock on which to stand. 

And so, we sing. 

"Christ the Sure and Steady Anchor" 

Christ the sure and steady anchor, 
In the fury of the storm; 

When the winds of doubt blow through me, 
And my sails have all been torn. 
In the suffering, in the sorrow, 

When my sinking hopes are few; 
I will hold fast to the anchor, 

It will never be removed. 

The song dives right into the eye wall, the most devastating part of a hurricane. It is 
there the rage and fury is felt and causes the most damage. It is here the winds are lifted 
faster and more forcefully through the center of the wall than any other part of the storm. 
These words describe the impact felt by the harshest storms of suffering that rip our sails 
like tissue paper and sink us into sorrow and hopelessness. Yet the anchor of Christ will 
forever keep its hold. Just as we cannot see the anchor far beneath us through troubled 
water, we must believe it is there, that nothing can remove it from its foundation. 

Christ the sure and steady anchor, 
While the tempest rages on; 

When temptation claims the battle, 
And it seems the night has won. 

Deeper still then goes the anchor, 
Though I justly stand accused; 
I will hold fast to the anchor, 

It shall never be removed. 

The harsher the storm, the harder we cling to our only saving grace. We are tempted to 
give in to impatience, frustration, grief, and we are tempted to give up hope when our 
attempts to fight against it seem futile. As the weight and forces of accusation and failure 



come against us, still the anchor of Christ deepens and strengthens its hold in the solid 
foundation, fully able to bear the weight of the waging war in our hearts and minds. 

Christ the sure and steady anchor, 
Through the floods of unbelief; 

Hopeless somehow, O my soul, now, 
Lift your eyes to Calvary. 

This my ballast of assurance, 
See his love forever proved. 
I will hold fast to the anchor, 

It will never be removed. 

Hopeless as we are through the flash-floods of despair and doubt, the cross at Calvary 
stands as a secure ballast, a beacon of hope to which we may cling. It is here at the cross 
where the love of our Christ is forever proven in the nail-pierced hands, side, and feet, 
where Christ entered within the veil into the true Holy of Holies not made of hands, but 
the heavenly temple itself (Hebrews 9:11-12). His own body and blood was the sacrifice of 
atonement, His status secured as our High Priest forever, and our access point to God 
Himself. This anchor that has entered within the veil into the true Holy of Holies can never 
be removed. 

And so, we sing on. 

Christ the sure and steady anchor, 
As we face the wave of death; 

When these trials give way to glory, 
As we draw our final breath. 

We will cross that great horizon, 
Clouds behind and life secure; 

And the calm will be the better, 
For the storms that we endure. 

Death may swell and crash upon us, only borrowing life temporarily, defeated by Christ 
who overcome death itself, and we who are His will live again forever. The trials we 
endure are like driving rain, driving us to our knees as we are tossed us bow to stern as 
the weight of bearing through these trials attains for us an eternal weight of glory. How 
brightly the sun shines after a storm; how much more glorious will glory be when 
compared to the storms we weathered, secured by the unequivocally eternally weighted 
Anchor. 

Christ the sure of our salvation, 
Ever faithful, ever true! 

We will hold fast to the anchor, 
It shall never be removed. 



Let the refrain repeat in your heart and mind, "Ever faithful, ever true!" He is 
unchangeable, immeasurably resolute in His faithfulness to His children. Our Anchor 
keeps us from drifting and from accusation in foreign waters. No wind can overtake us to 
be thrown and splintered apart on the shore. He is our strong consolation, establishing 
and strengthening our possession of redemption. He is indeed our sure and steady 
anchor, forever anchored in Himself. 

And as it is so, we sing! 

I purposefully chose this version as it features a congregation singing the song. Sing with 
fellow believers, even in this recorded video, and feel the solidarity of others singing the 
steadfastness of the hope of our sure and steady anchor. Read more about this song by 
Matt Papa and Matt Boswell's and other music on Papa's website. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 



Just Wait and See 
 
Patience is a virtue, or so they say. But little else causes such immense frustration as having to wait: 
waiting for someone to text us back, the line to move at the grocery store, the light to turn green (and 
the front car to pay attention and actually go!,) the next Star Wars movie to be released, or waiting for 
Disney Plus to connect so your kid can choose his Darth Vader profile icon already. (Can you tell our pain 
points?) We hate to wait. Yet it is often the solution professionals provide concerned parents when they 
notice their children aren’t meeting milestones or seem to be behind the mark. These three words offer 
little actual hope and have actually even meant the difference between life and death for some families, 
between successful early intervention and regression or simply never catching up. Practically every 
special-needs parent I know carries guilt and resentment over listening to the prescription of “Wait and 
see.” 
 
Parents of children with severe speech delays and physical and behavioral issues were told to “wait and 
see” because most kids eventually talk in their own time. Behavioral issues will work themselves out 
because all kids act out in their own way. Parents were assured their toddler that half-crawled by using 
only one arm and leg wouldn’t crawl down the aisle at their wedding. “Don’t worry,” they said. “It’ll be 
fine,” they said. 
 
“Just wait and see.” 
 
Special needs families are no stranger to waiting. Waiting lists are several months long just to get an 
evaluation done if a disability is not readily apparent. By the time an evaluation is completed, families 
get to wait in another invisible line to figure out what services are even available, and if insurance will 
cover it, which means more time waiting for customer service. It feels as if our lives are turned into a 
giant line for a roller coaster (which we don’t even want to ride) that never seems to get any shorter as 
we waste away waiting for appointments. Waiting for medication and treatments to work. Waiting for 
insurance coverage. Waiting for appeals after coverage denies medically necessary treatment. Literally 
waiting for years for waiver services because the waiting list is thousands of names long. Just to give you 
an idea of what this looks like if this isn’t your life, I applied for Sam’s name to be added to the Maryland 
waiver waiting list several months before we actually moved there. We lived in MD for six years, then 
two and a half years after moving away to Kentucky, his name finally came up on the list for services. 
Nine years of waiting for an unfulfilled promise.  
 
We waited for nothing.  
 
But praise be to God, not all waiting is for naught. Psalm 130 is a beautiful lament on waiting and hope, 
and is the foundation for the next song in the Post Tenebras, Lux series:  
 
1 Out of the depths I cry to you, O LORD! 
2    O Lord, hear my voice! 
Let your ears be attentive 
    to the voice of my pleas for mercy! 
3 If you, O LORD, should mark iniquities, 
    O Lord, who could stand? 
4 But with you there is forgiveness, 
    that you may be feared. 



5 I wait for the LORD, my soul waits, 
    and in his word I hope; 
6 my soul waits for the Lord 
    more than watchmen for the morning, 
    more than watchmen for the morning. 
7 O Israel, hope in the LORD! 
    For with the LORD there is steadfast love, 
    and with him is plentiful redemption. 
8 And he will redeem Israel 
    from all his iniquities. 
 
Modern-day hymn writers Matt Merker, Jordan Kauflin, Keith Getty, and Stuart Townend all worked to 
produce this beautiful hymn, “I Will Wait for You” based on this Psalm of Ascent. Scholars believe these 
Psalms were sung as worshippers ascended the road to Jerusalem or the Levite priests climbed the 
temple steps to worship. As Keith Getty describes, “Psalm 130 is often referred to as the de profundis, a 
Latin phrase meaning ‘out of the depths.’ ‘The depths’ is both figuratively and literally an expression of 
the deepest canyons of the ocean and of the heart—places where light cannot reach and where any 
hope for finding the surface above is constantly being crushed by pressure and darkness.” 
 
I Will Wait for You 
 
Out of the depths I cry to You; 
From darkest places I will call. 
Incline Your ear to me anew, 
And hear my cry for mercy, Lord. 
 
Do you feel yourself to be in a place where light cannot reach, and hope is perpetually crushed? Living in 
a fallen world means living in the tension of waiting for God’s promise of “all things new” to come to 
fruition while crying for mercy “out of the depths” of the storms we must weather.  
 
Were You to count my sinful ways 
How could I come before Your throne? 
Yet full forgiveness meets my gaze – 
I stand redeemed by grace alone. 
 
We all are fallen, sinful people who stand in need of forgiveness. We have no rights, no status about us 
that allows to approach the throne of the Great I Am, except through Christ alone. We can only lift our 
eyes to Christ who stands as our sufficient High Priest in His death and resurrection. He is our access 
point to the God who saves and redeems His children only by His grace.  
 
I will wait for You, I will wait for You, 
On Your word I will rely. 
I will wait for You, surely wait for You 
Till my soul is satisfied. 
 
Here we come to the chorus that breathes life within our weary bones, and hope fills our lungs as we 
sing out words that carry us to the next minute or hour. Here, to “wait” means to look for patiently; to 
be confident and trusting in hope. This waiting isn’t like waiting for services that may never come or will 



come too late. This waiting is a confident expectation that it will happen. Sometimes we are truly living 
minute to minute. In those pain-filled anxious minutes, we must preach to ourselves that the Lord is 
coming. He is working, even though we can’t see it. We have to remind ourselves daily and hourly if 
necessary that we can rely on His word. His word is His promise, His guarantee, which He has sealed in 
us through the Holy Spirit. His promise is redemption, and redemption is coming. 
 
So put Your hope in God alone, 
Take courage in His power to save; 
Completely and forever won 
By Christ emerging from the grave.   
 
Verse 7 of the Psalm says, “O Israel, hope in the LORD!” Lamentations 3:24 says, “’The LORD is my 
portion,’ says my soul,’therefore I will hope in him.’” God is the God who saves; there is no other. Christ 
alone has defeated death and forever won our souls for Himself. He alone is your hope. Nothing else can 
save. Nothing else can satisfy hearts thirsty for living water. 
 
His steadfast love has made a way, 
And God Himself has paid the price, 
That all who trust in Him today 
Find healing in his sacrifice. 
 
God’s steadfast –– unchanging –– love for us is the reason Christ came to earth: “He is the image of the 
invisible God, the firstborn of all creation…For in him all the fullness of God was pleased to dwell, and 
through him to reconcile to himself all things, whether on earth or in heaven, making peace by the blood 
of his cross. (Colossians 1:15, 19, ESV) Those who trust in the Lordship and sacrifice of Christ on their 
behalf find healing for their souls, and one day, healing of their minds and bodies as well. We may never 
experience earthly healing for that which debilitates us or our children. We may lose the battle of 
disease. We might not get mental health services. We may never experience true inclusion and 
belonging in a society that isn’t designed for those with disabilities. But in Christ, we find our true 
belonging. In Christ, we gain that which is lost in death.  
 
I will wait for You, I will wait for You 
Through the storm and through the night. 
I will wait for You, surely wait for You, 
For Your love is my delight. 
 
There are storms we must continue to weather: long nights of breathing treatments, ER visits, sheet-
changing, elusive sleep, and living nightmares from which we don’t get to wake up. Yet, we wait for the 
Lord, for His love is our delight. The day is coming when there will be no more mourning or death or 
tears or “de profundis” –– no more “depths” from which we cry out. The darkness ultimately succumbs 
to a victorious light. The day is coming when God finally completes the story of redemption He is writing 
in the life of your family today, the story He has been writing through all of creation, and finally, all 
things will be made new.  
 
Just wait and see. 
 
Watch the video here.  
 



The Dawning of the King 
 
The Christmas season is in full swing and I can’t pass up the opportunity to share some of my 
favorite Christmas songs as we near the end of our Post Tenebras Lux series on songs for the 
weary, grieving, and hopeless. This post is meant to tell the Christmas story using the various 
favored songs of the season, some of which may be new to you, others will be glorious songs of 
old. 
 
Christmas is the epitome of post tenebras lux. If you’ve followed this series, or if you are fluent 
in Latin, you know this phrase means “after darkness, light.” And if you know Bible history at all, 
you know where I’m going with this. The Old Testament ends bleakly with the words, “Behold, I 
will send you Elijah the prophet before the great and awesome day of the LORD comes. And he 
will turn the hearts of fathers to their children and the hearts of children to their fathers, lest I 
come and strike the land with a decree of utter destruction.” There is hope given, but a terrible 
threat. And then… 
 
Nothing. 
 
Four hundred years of silence from the I AM who revealed Himself to Moses, Abraham, Isaac, 
Jacob, and multiple prophets. Separation from God is the uttermost darkness there is. The 
people had heard from God time and time again through the prophets, regardless of the fact 
that they did not heed their words, but they at least had some form of communication. Until 
there wasn’t. And then… 
 
“In the bleak midwinter, frosty wind made moan. Earth stood cold as iron, water like a stone. 
Snow had fallen snow on snow, snow on snow, in the bleak midwinter long ago.” (In the Bleak 
Midwinter: words by Christina Rosetti, music by Gustav Holst) 
 
You know the story. It was a bleak situation for Mary when an angel told her she was pregnant 
before she was married. Her fiancé had every reason to have her stoned to death, and she 
knew full well it was lawful to do so. But hope reigned here first in the heart of Joseph as he 
chose to preserve the life of his beloved and the Son of God. And then… 
 
“See the virgin is delivered in a cold and crowded stall, mirror of the Father’s glory lies beside 
her in the straw. He is mercy’s incarnation, marvel at this miracle, for the virgin gently holds the 
glorious impossible.” (Glorious Impossible: Wendy Wills, Carl Cartee, and Joe Beck) 
 
“Joy has dawned upon the world, promised from creation. God’s salvation now unfurled, hope 
for every nation. Not with fanfare from above, not with scenes of glory, but a humble gift of 
love, Jesus born of Mary.” (Joy Has Dawned, Keith and Kristyn Getty)  
 
“When suddenly there appeared a multitude of the heavenly host praising God and saying, 
Glory to God in the highest, and on earth peace, good will toward men.” (Luke 2:13) Gloria in 



excelsis Deo! All at once, 400 years of silence are broken as “Angels we have heard on high, 
sweetly singing o’er the plains, and the mountains in reply echo back their joyous strains. 
GLORIA!” 400 years of darkness are pierced by the Light of the world in the dawning of the 
King. 
 
“Come behold the wondrous mystery in the dawning of the King, He the theme of heaven’s 
praises robed in frail humanity. In our longing, in our darkness, now the light of life has come. 
Look to Christ who condescended, took on flesh to ransom us.” (Come Behold the Wondrous 
Mystery, Matt Papa, Matt Boswell, Michael Bleeker) 
 
The God of creation transcends the veil to once again dwell with His people. He once physically 
walked with Adam and Eve until their sin caused Him to be withdrawn from them personally. 
Then He communicated directly with a few to bring His message of forgiveness to those who 
would repent. He dwells with His people through cloud and fire, “walking” with them in their 
wanderings as He drew them to Himself in the portable tabernacle. Then He withdrew again as 
they sought for themselves a king they could see and hear and touch. More messages of 
repentance and forgiveness, and warning to those who would not heed His commands. Then, 
He is withdrawn again for four hundred years. But in the person of Jesus Christ born that first 
Christmas morning, He moves ever closer toward communion with His bride who would reject 
Him, and ultimately kill Him.  
 
“Who is this? Behold him shedding drops of blood upon the ground! Who is this, despised, 
rejected, mocked, insulted, beaten, bound? ‘Tis our God, Who gifts and graces on His church is 
pouring down; Who shall smite in holy vengeance all His foes beneath His throne.” (Who is This, 
Indelible Grace) 
 
The Christmas story is the true beginning to the rest of our story. A baby who was born without 
kingly pomp and circumstance is sought by shepherds, the lowliest of society who were first 
told the good news of great joy to worship Him in a common dwelling rather than a temple 
built with gold. He grew to be a common man with societal fascination as He performed 
miracles. Their fascination turned to anger and hatred as He made claims to be God. The 
following He garnered in His calling of some and the random following of the fascinated all fell 
away when it looked like maybe they were wrong the whole time as soldiers carted Him off to 
be tried for blasphemy and sedition. The king they thought they were following wasn’t quite 
what or who they expected, and they just didn’t understand. They believed Jesus was who He 
said He was, but they weren’t willing to die for it until He did… and came back to life.  
 
“Come behold the wondrous mystery slain by death the God of life, but no grave could e’er 
restrain Him, praise the Lord; He is alive! What a foretaste of deliverance, how unwavering our 
hope; Christ in power resurrected as we will be when he comes!” (Come Behold the Wondrous 
Mystery) 
 
You can’t tell the story of the baby in a manger without also telling the story of the man who 
died, was resurrected, and ascended to heaven where He awaits His ultimate reunion with His 



people when He finally returns to dwell with His people again forever. And as we tell this story, 
we may be tempted to think that four hundred years doesn’t seem so bad when it’s been 2000 
years for us since Christ said he was coming back again as He rose into the clouds. But we are 
not in darkness like the intertestamental period (the time between the old and new 
testaments.) Jesus didn’t withdraw leaving us with nothing. He took another step closer to us 
through the gift of the Holy Spirit who dwells within those who believe, a guarantee of our 
inheritance in Christ. We have light and truth within us through the Holy Spirit so we are not 
wandering in darkness or silence. We have this hope that one day, our God will dwell with us 
again. He will make all things new, as they once were. He will right every wrong. He will wipe 
every tear. And we will come and worship Him forever. It is for this reason we come to the baby 
in a manger and adore Him as our Savior, our King, our God. 
 
“O come, all ye faithful, joyful and triumphant. O come ye, o come ye to Bethlehem. Come and 
behold Him, born the King of angels. O come let us adore Him, o come let us adore Him, o come 
let us adore Him, Christ the Lord!” (O Come All Ye Faithful; attributed author, John Francis 
Wade) 
 
Here is one last song for the hurting and longing heart. “Come Thou Long Expected Jesus” by 
Charles Wesley embodies the true hope of Christ in Christmas.  
 
“Come, Thou long expected Jesus 
Born to set Thy people free; 
From our fears and sins release us, 
Let us find our rest in Thee. 
Israel's strength and consolation, 
Hope of all the earth Thou art; 
Dear desire of every nation, 
Joy of every longing heart. 
 
Born Thy people to deliver, 
Born a child and yet a King, 
Born to reign in us forever, 
Now Thy gracious kingdom bring. 
By Thine own eternal Spirit 
Rule in all our hearts alone; 
By Thine all sufficient merit, 
Raise us to Thy glorious throne.” 
 
 
 
 
 

 



Is He Worthy? 

I began writing this series, Post Tenebras Lux, for the purpose of offering the only thing I have 
to give those who are weary, grieving, and hopeless, including myself: hope. In the midst of 
pain and fear and sorrow and disappointment and shattered dreams, there is only one hope 
that can comfort our weary hearts  — Jesus. It's not a cliche response. It's not a Sunday school 
answer. It's the only answer. Jesus is the only solution to the problems we face in this world. He 
is our only hope. 

The final song in this Post Tenebras Lux series, Is He Worthy, was co-written by Andrew 
Peterson and my old college friend, Ben Shive. The song is based on a Kenyan liturgy used in 
Peterson's church that is a question and answer format between the celebrant and the people. 
This liturgy is supposed to unify the people and collectively remind them of who and what they 
believe. I absolutely love the wording and phrasing in the call and response. 

I have learned that when someone is processing through grief and trials, it is good to let them 
say whatever it is they need to say without offering immediate answers, which can seem 
dismissive of what that person is experiencing. What can be helpful though is to repeat back to 
them what you hear them saying and give them an opportunity to confirm your understanding. 
This helps them to feel like they are heard and understood rather than judged for their feelings. 
The last thing a person going through severe anxiety is to feel misunderstood, or guilty for 
feeling what they cannot help feeling. (Just a side note, but this is especially helpful during 
arguments to avoid misunderstanding due to wrong assumptions!) This song feels very much 
like a therapeutic biblical counseling session where the celebrant is asking the congregation 
questions of how they feel and what they desire, and every word echoes the longings of my 
own heart. It goes on then to gently lead the congregation to affirming what they believe to be 
true, which is helpful to be reminded of when you are grieving, or feel anxious, or scared, or 
helpless. 

I used to do this with Sam with what I called "Truth Cards." He went through a phase where he 
doubted God and he was scared of his future and he was afraid God didn't love him or that we 
didn't love him. I took Bible verses and printed them out on colored paper, then glued it to 
cardstock to create small pocket Truth cards that I laminated and attached to a key ring so that 
I could read them to him when he felt that way again, or he could read them for himself. There 
was a Bible verse on one side with a kid-friendly paraphrased general meaning on the back that 
would make more sense to him. 



 

  

 

I would ask Sam what he was feeling so he had the opportunity to explain what the problem 
was. Then I would ask him if he was feeling scared, or anxious, or frustrated, repeating back 
what he said. He would nod his head, and then I would choose a verse that spoke to that 
feeling. I would ask him if he understood it, and sometimes he said yes, other times not. I would 
still read the back of the card with the paraphrased version and try to comfort him. He had an 
opportunity to say it on his own out loud so he could learn how to comfort himself with 
Scripture. When friends have gone through grief or anxiety, I would ask them, "What about this 
is true? Is what you are anxious about something that is yet to happen? Is it true?" We should 
always captivate our grief and anxious thoughts in Christ, asking ourselves what we know to be 
true, then saying out loud what we know to be true. It doesn't mean we dismiss what we are 
feeling. But it does ground us in Truth, and that is crucial when addressing fickle feelings, or 
feelings buried deep under grief and hopelessness. 



Peterson's call and response feels very familiar. So often I pray through Scripture in order to 
remind myself of the Truth I already know and believe, but need to feel afresh and be renewed 
in the spirit of my mind. Anyone who has read my writing and is familiar with my mantra knows 
this song resonates so greatly with me because it all centers on this central truth: He is making - 
and will forever make - all things new. 

Andrew Peterson writes, "... And in Revelation 5 we get one of the most staggering images of 
who this Jesus really is and what He’s done for us and for all of His creation. The prophet, John, 
is weeping loudly because no one can be found who is worthy to break the seal and open the 
scroll. And then, quietly it seems, Jesus appears. A Lion and a Lamb, ascending the throne, 
revealing his glory to the angels and archangels and elders and, most astonishing of all, to you 
and me. All of heaven bursts into song: 

'Worthy are you to take the scroll 
and to open its seals, 

for you were slain, and by your blood you ransomed people for God 
from every tribe and language and people and nation, 

and you have made them a kingdom and priests to our God, 
and they shall reign on the earth.' 

Revelation 5:9-10 (ESV)" 
Is He Worthy? 

  
Verse 1 

Do you feel the world is broken? 
(We do) 

Do you feel the shadows deepen? 
(We do) 

But do you know that all the dark won't stop the light from getting through? 
(We do) 

Do you wish that you could see it all made new? 
(We do) 

  
The melodies of the congregants' echo is unresolved in the first three "We do"'s. It sounds like a 
confirmation of longing with a sigh, "we do..." The last "We do" ends on the "home note" of the 
scale, which feels very resolved. Because we are resolved that we DO wish we could see it all 
made new. To see brokenness made whole. To see weak and fragile made strong. To see 
wrongs righted. To see justice prevail. To see new conquer old. To see tears turned to laughter 
and mourning turned to utter and complete joy. Yes, Lord, we wish to see it ALL made new!! 
  

Verse 2 
Is all creation groaning? 

(It is) 
Is a new creation coming? 

(It is) 



Is the glory of the Lord to be the light within our midst? 
(It is) 

Is it good that we remind ourselves of this? 
(It is) 

  
The second verse immediately follows the first verse, building up the suspense to the chorus. 
The melodies are the same, with the same sound of unresolve in the first three lines with a 
confirmation at the end that it IS good that we remind ourselves of this - that the glory of the 
Lord will be the light within our midst. How beautiful that Light will be. "And the city has no 
need of sun or moon to shine on it, for the glory of God gives it light, and its lamp is the Lamb." 
Revelation 21:23, ESV 
  

Chorus 
Is anyone worthy? 
Is anyone whole? 

Is anyone able to break the seal and open the scroll? 
The Lion of Judah who conquered the grave 

He is David's root and the Lamb who died to ransom the slave 
Is He worthy? Is He worthy? 

Of all blessing and honor and glory 
Is He worthy of this? 

He is 

In John's vision in Revelation, "And I saw a mighty angel proclaiming with a loud voice, 'Who is 
worthy to open the scroll and break its seals?' And no one in heaven or on earth or under the 
earth was able to open the scroll or to look into it, and I began to weep loudly because no one 
was found worthy to open the scroll or to look into it." 

Imagine - the culmination of all creation is occurring and there is a scroll with seven seals and 
there is NO ONE to open it?! That's not how this is supposed to end. So John weeps. And then... 
"And one of the elders said to me, 'Weep no more; behold, the Lion of the tribe of Judah, the 
Root of David, has conquered, so that he can open the scroll and its seven seals.'" 
  
Jesus is the Lion of Judah who came to earth, lived a perfectly sinless life, was crucified, 
RESURRECTED, and ascended to heaven to sit at the right hand of God. Who did this to ransom 
us, slaves to sin to make us slaves to God. (Romans 6:20-21) The question "Is he worthy" echoes 
the angels who are looking around, seeking for the One who is worthy, for there is only ONE 
who is worthy. And the resounding response of the elders in Revelation, of John, of all of us in 
our messy toy-ridden pews dressing up all our filthy rags to hide the sin for which we cannot 
atone, hiding the mess in our minds and our lives, the resounding response of the entire world 
for all of eternity is, "HE IS!" 
  

 
 



Verse 3 
Does the Father truly love us? 

(He does) 
Does the Spirit move among us? 

(He does) 
And does Jesus, our Messiah hold forever those He loves? 

(He does) 
Does our God intend to dwell again with us? 

(He does) 
  
I freely admit that it is this verse that makes me choke up with grateful tears. It doesn't ask if 
the Father loves us. It asks if He truly loves us? It's not just a sentiment. It's not just words to 
make us feel better. It. Is. TRUE. Our Father TRULY loves us. His Spirit TRULY moves among us. 
Jesus, our Messiah TRULY holds forever those He loves. This wording is key. "Messiah" means 
"anointed." The Messiah was the promised deliverer of Israel. We were given a promise, and 
the promise is true. 
  
The last call and response is my absolute favorite. It reminds us that our God intends to dwell 
again with us. He once dwelled with His people, His creation, in the Garden of Eden. Then He 
dwelled with His people, Israel, through cloud by day and fire by night. He dwelt with them in a 
portable tabernacle in the Ark of the Covenant they had to physically carry with them 
everywhere they went but never touch for fear of death. He dwelt with them through the same 
Ark in a temporary temple, veiled to the people, only revealed to one, the High Priest. He 
moved closer to them and dwelt with them through Himself in the person of Jesus Christ on 
earth, our High Priest. Since then, He dwells with us through the Holy Spirit, who moves among 
us. Who dwells inside of us. And one day, praise be to God, God Himself will once again dwell 
WITH His people. Not in a cloud. Not in fire. Not in an ornate box surrounded by a secure veil, 
unable to be touched. No, He will tabernacle - dwell - with His people. Personally. Face to face. 
Touchable. Personal. THIS is the truth I want and need to be reminded of. Often. 
  

Is anyone worthy? 
Is anyone whole? 

Is anyone able to break the seal and open the scroll? 
The Lion of Judah who conquered the grave 

He is David's root and the Lamb who died to ransom the slave 
From every people and tribe 

Every nation and tongue 
He has made us a kingdom and priests to God 

To reign with the Son 
Is He worthy? Is He worthy? 

Of all blessing and honor and glory 
Is He worthy? Is He worthy? 

Is He worthy of this? 
He is! 



Is He worthy? Is He worthy? 
He is! 
He is! 

  
This verse adds some extra detail: "From every people and tribe, every nation and tongue..." 
There is no discrimination with God. There is no division. People from each and every single 
nation and tribe - that HE created - will partake in the Kingdom of God. We will all eat at the 
same table. We will all reign with Christ together. The angels cry, "Is He worthy?!" Hear the 
despair in their cry. The longing. The absolute utter need for Jesus to be worthy. Then hear it 
with amazement and incredulity that this is even a question. Hear it with excited anticipation 
and absolute confidence of the undisputable answer of which there is no other, "Is He 
worthy?!?!! He is!!" Hallelujah, Jesus is worthy of all blessing and honor and glory! 
  
Amen. 
 
Watch the video and be ye encouraged! 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 

 

 
 
 


