
Psalm 63 

O Love, You are my Beloved, and 
I long for You, 

      my soul thirsts for You; 
All that is within me thirsts, 
      as in a dry and barren land 

with no water. 

So I have called out to You in 
my heart, 

      sensing your power and glory. 
Because your wondrous Love is 

Life in me, 
      my lips will praise You. 
I would radiate your Love as long 

as I live, 
      become a blessing to others 

in gratitude to You. 

My soul feasts as with a 
	 magnificent banquet, 
      and my mouth praises You with 
	 joyful lips, 
When I ponder on your kindness, and 
      meditated on You throughout 
	 the night; 
For You have been my salvation, 
      and in the shadows of your wings 
	 I sing for joy. 
My soul clings to You, 
     your love upholds me. 
The fears that seem to separate me 

from You 
      Shall be transformed and 

disappear; 
As they are faced, each fear 

is diminished; 
      They shall be gone as in a dream 

when I Awaken. 
And my soul shall rejoice in the 

Beloved. 
      All who open their hearts to Love 

will live in peace and joy! 
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Pentecost 

Many of us are disenchanted, afraid, wondering how we deal with this time where everything 

appears to be collapsing.. 

Many are scared, overcome. Families are disengaged from each other.. children not speaking to 

their parents, parents distraught and bereft.. and some are hopeful, alive, changing, in transition.. 

A few weeks ago some of us walked the Labyrinth here at St Ninian’s reflecting on forgiveness.  

We heard from Nelson Mandela, who said "Resentment is like drinking poison and then hoping it 

will kill your enemies”.  

And we heard from David Whyte  who wrote, “Forgiveness is a heartache and difficult to achieve 

because strangely, the act of forgiveness not only refuses to eliminate the original wound, but 

actually draws us closer to its source. To approach forgiveness is to close in on the nature of the 

hurt itself, the only remedy being, as we approach its raw centre, to reimagine our relation to it.” 

With these words, we walk into the Labyrinth carrying on a slip of paper the name of someone 

with whom we are estranged, someone we find it hard to forgive. We carry them into the centre. 

Many spend time there, waiting, praying. We tear up the piece of paper with the name and bury it 

in some soil ready for it to become compost, food for new life. Then, we take a few dried out, dead 

looking seeds, seeds which are signs that possibly there is more, possibly there is reconciliation, 

possibly there is hope that seeds watered might grow, that change may happen, and we carry the 

seeds with us out of the Labyrinth to plant and wait. The seeds lie in the darkness of the soil, 

waiting to germinate. We enter the darkness and wait.  

Christine Valters Paintner says: 'Soul work is always challenging and calls us beyond our comfort 

zone.   1

Today we spend some time with Psalm 63, written around 3000 years ago in another place and 

time. The psalms are the songbook of the Scriptures they seem to tell it like it is, unedited. They 
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include the crap times and the times of great joy. They include the darkness and the light and the 

shades of grey. They include times when God seems absent, as well as times of great delight. They 

are a wonderful resource for human beings to sing and to pray with. They are companions on the 

journey written over centuries, roughly between 1000 and 400 BCE. We sit with some of them over 

this next five weeks, notice how they resonate, how they challenge, and what they might say to us 

of God and of ourselves. 

Psalm 63 begins with words of longing: 

I long for You, 

      my soul thirsts for You; 

All that is within me thirsts, 

      as in a dry and barren land 

with no water.  2

I wonder, whether these words ring true for you or not, this longing, this thirst for more, for God? 

Maybe that is why you meditate? Maybe you are parched within seeking nourishment and 

nurture, or challenge and growth? 

The Psalmist continues: 

So I have called out to You [God] in 

my heart, 

      sensing your power and glory. 

Because your wondrous Love is 

Life in me, 

      my lips will praise You. 

I would radiate your Love as long 

as I live, 

      become a blessing to others 

in gratitude to You. 

The psalmist knows where life is to be found, and cries out to God, praises God desiring to radiate 

God‘s love and become a blessing to others. I deeply resonate with that sentiment, but sometimes 

it’s tough, and I just have to wait in the darkness and trust if I can, that it won’t always be this 

season..  
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Then we come to the following verse. 

When I ponder on your kindness,  

and meditated on You throughout the night; 

In the nighttime, in the darkness, in the deepest aloneness, the Psalmist meditates on God. I 

wonder what that is like for the Psalmist? Is there deep silence? Or images? Is there groaning or 

lament or song? Are there images or is this meditation release from all that, just the saying of the 

mantra or awareness of the breath? 

We don’t often have meditation in our biblical reading!  

Our contemplative way is to meditate, to sit with uncertainty and unknowing, and not to move too 

quickly to an answer, going without sight, creating space to reflect.. 

Wendell Berry writes: 

To know the dark, go dark. Go without sight, 

and find that the dark, too, blooms and sings,  3

We open our hearts to listen, to explore. The potential here is the opening up of something else, 

the possibility of seeing ourselves and our situation and the situation of our world from a different 

perspective which offers some clarity for direction.  

The seed is in the ground. 

Now may we rest in hope 

While darkness does its work, says  Wendell Berry  4

As this retreat in daily life begins, I wonder what is within the dark of my own subconscious, the 

womb/tomb space within, dormant, or waiting to grow, or to be released. The jagged parts of me 

that need tending. What is wanting to be born from the womb/tomb space within? What is 

waiting, being held, nourished, rested? There is an excitement and an apprehension. I feel drawn 

towards towards Love itself.  I am at peace. I am resting. I am safe in the dark. Hidden. Opening in 

the darkness, I am held. 
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At the end of last year, artists with a connection to Benedictus spent time together reflecting on 

the theme of our retreat in daily life, ‘To Know the Dark’. The images these artists created are in a 

resource curated by Christine Gilbert and available through the Benedictus website. They are 

inspired by the artists’ conversation and personal reflections as they worked with the theme. We 

are invited to spend time with the art, lingering, savouring, curious, waiting, listening, with the 

potential of uncovering a meeting place with the divine..  

Here is one of the images, a painting by Peter Yuile. We see the darkness enveloping most of the 

page, with a tiny sliver of space, of light, perhaps.. Most of the time is in the dark….What is there, 

in the dark? How does it feel to sit in the dark? What is emerging there? 

‘Life isn't about knowing with more and more certainty. The invitation is to move more deeply into 

the mystery of things. I find that the older I get, the less sure I am about anything and the richer 

my life becomes as I make space for unknowing, expansiveness, and possibilities far beyond my 

capacity for imagining.   ‘Consider releasing the tight grip of your certain thoughts and making 5

space for holy surprise,’  reflects Christine Valters Paintner. 6

Today 35 of us, and 14 spiritual companions embark on a five week retreat in daily life. We will not 

go away and hide. We will stay and face each day at home and work, where we are and we will 

carve out some time for quiet and reflection. We will explore ‘knowing our own dark’, listening to 

our dreams and to the mystery of it all. 

The psalmist concludes: 

My soul clings to You, 

     your love upholds me. 

The fears that seem to separate me 

from You 

      Shall be transformed and 

disappear; 

As they are faced, each fear 

is diminished; 
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      They shall be gone as in a dream 

when I Awaken. 

And my soul shall rejoice in the 

Beloved. 

      All who open their hearts to Love 

will live in peace and joy!  7

Be open to the night… 
Pray with open hand, not with clenched fist… 

Shapes loom out of the darkness, uncertain and unclear: but the hooded stranger on horseback 
emerging from the mist need not be assumed to be the bearer of ill… 

The night is large and full of wonders… invites Lord Dunsany  
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