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the relationship 
ruin me with your honesty 
capture me with your love 
hold me in your strength 

seek me in the night 
deep unto deep you are to me 

love beyond love you give to me 
never in need of more 

you are the promise in my pulse 
the steady, full beat of beauty 
every fibre gives you praise 
your name sewn in my mind 
words flow through my veins 

calming stream of you 
running a rush over me 
given a vision of time 

that breaks all the laws 
spinning sideways and upways 

moments untamed and wild 
you draw the lines intrisic 

crossing boundaries 
keeping it together 

tightly, loosely, lovingly 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

mean to be 
this is my time to be just where i am 

to stand in my church and be me 
do everything in his power to be 

the change that i want to see 
 



 

 
 

pure and holy 
you have been 
with me and 
i have seen 

your calm hand 
 

guiding me 
through each day 

till i've come 
to this place 

 
cannot feel 
anymore 

it's far from 
my life's call 

 
feeling numb 
feeling faint 

searching hard 
i can't wait 

 
grab my heart 
soak my soul 
light the fire 

make me whole 
 

take me now 
i am yours 
prepare me 

for your cause 
 

pure holy 
cleansed and clean 

claimed only 
for my king 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

to be saved 
trying to pick my way through the mess 
of tangled vines, crickets and sunbeams 

losing myself in the magic of it all the 
sounds of beauty and colour so soft 

wanting to wait it out to see something 
worth staying for and fighting for 

finding the tiniest of cracks amongst the 
leaves see it grow and change and spark 

listen for the lightning crack over my 
sky coming down from my father's house 
hear him ride the wind descending far far 

above me coming closer sweeping in 
the dust settles leaving only a mark of 

stripes the blood and fire tingling on my heart 
looking up every little thing covered in light full 
of heat and power and purity i can't explain 
treading carefully begin to explore my new 
surroundings beauty for as far as i can see 
my eyes fall down to my feet and i bow in 

reverence as i see 
i'm standing on holy ground 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

morning glory 
welcome to today 

stand up and strip away 
all that held you down and out 

the mess that has made you doubt 
that God is near and loves you more 

than anything you've ever loved before 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

the book of life 
the keys clack with a vengeance - sticatto sounds of metal meeting metal 

words are running then stopping for breath 
they weave and duck from inside the typewriter 

escapees 
whether I want it to or not, the book is being written 

and with fervour, fast-paced 
the story arcs and dives to a silent beat 

faster 
and I close my eyes at the thoughts - overwhelming 

desperate attempts to change the plot have failed, falling short of victory over 
the runaways 

so I pray 
nothing more and nothing less 

relinquish my grasp on the keys 
white ribbon floods my view 

stark white ribbon threading its way in and through 
the keys respond with hammering like always 

back over the words - same, same 
perfectly, they cover each shape with its twin 

but 
in perfect white ink 

sentences slip away - the story changed forever 
white words taking their place 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 

prevenient grace 
there's this first light 

not like any other 
it's that milky moment before the dawn 
the ambient glow of morning and night 
they mix together - perfect harmonies 

waking up the world before the sun has its say 
this beautiful moment stretches itself out 
basking in the breadth of between times 

it's funny - we're ony acquaintances 
and i think sometimes i dreamt it 

it feels impossible 
an anomoly 

there can't be light with no light - can there? 
the sun's not up 

this all feels so sneaky 
but i'm not asking questions 
i'm just trying to remember 

what did that moment look like? 
it seems so far from my mind 

i mean, i know the sun - we go way back 
but this little loophole... 

it's as if it's a secret of God's 
his stamp on each day 

before i wake up 
it's him saying "good morning" but in a whisper 

i can never quite recall 
 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

the message 
words flow out of my mouth 
they have waited for wings 

now freedom sets them on fire 
they pour out like milk and honey 

feeding the little beaks 
i let them escape to move mountains 

it's a beautiful thing to watch 
their running, ducking, swooping, swerving 
feel the colour of the - don't they dance? 

beauty beyond comprehension 
and they are not mine 

they belongs to the sky and stars 
they belong to the ripples and tides 

but for this moment i have held them 
turned them over on my tongue 

then unleashed their stunning splendour 
from my parted lips 

 



 

holiness 
my soul shuffles around its little house 

with an itchy air of anticipation 
something is stirring the dust from its unswept floors 

i can see it now 
little whirls of wind curl up from the floorboards 

like green shoots in a dry spell 
there's that undeniable feeling in the air that begs your attention 

you know, the kind that says "close your eyes... open your senses" 
i watch my soul closely now 

it's moving with much more, well... spirit 
waking up - taking notice 

my soul pricks up its ears and whispers "soon. very soon" 
so there it is for this moment 

like a kerosene-soaked rag, my soul is a tetchy pile of potential 
laying dormant in the cool shade 

if just a tiny sliver of sun were to come through those careworn curtains, 
i'm sure it would ignite 

it's now that i remember the breeze 
that sneak who is curling, curving, twisting 

danger creeps into view as i realise... 
one stray movement could set this whole house on fire! 

i urge my soul to "wake up! take notice - wake up! something is coming!" 
but it does not jump or take heed 

instead, my old soul picks itself up and begins to dance 
what a mess it makes as it kicks up the dust 

i bite my nails as it spins dangerously close to the old window 
swooping and diving like a magnificent albatross 

my soul looks out of place in this house 
like a rare beauty from a foreign land 

a glow overtakes it and i begin to see its youth returning 
a vibrant pulse is in its every fibre 
will it burn? what of this house? 

maybe it doesn't matter 
maybe my soul just wants to 'go out in style' 

the house is old after all 



 

(holiness cont.) 
so much history here 

pain, shame, things won... and lost 
so much heartache in its frame 

the walls sag with the weight of it all 
so i take the liberty - of making a few small changes myself 

i brush my hand through the little roof tiles, sending them falling 
then come the walls 

i peel them open like a mandarin and watch the dust escape with zest 
the floorbaords come away easily with the tips of my fingers pinching at them 

and finally, i pick up the foundations and throw them to the sky 
no house now 

just a hint of - wait - a trace, a clue - what is that? 
beneath the earthy place where my soul's house has been 

peaks a perfect parquetry floor, broad and square 
i move more clay to reveal its old shine 

beside it is a rusty rail, its long mirror looking less than radiant 
a quick dust here, a polish there 

and suddenly it appears, unfurling before me in a hurry 
an ancient but perfect dance studio 
and it that moment which stuns me 

because i had forgotten what lay beneath this house that i had built 
my mouth is now open at a jaunty angle as i try to recall 

but my reverie is pierced by a spirited song 
and there is my soul in this place of practise 

and it's warming up 
i watch as it begins to rehearse and refine 

for a great and glorious recital 
 
 


