 God moment
(sitting haphazardly in a chair) 

The LORD is my shepherd, I lack nothing.
Have you ever had one of those moments… what do they call them… a God moment where you feel like he’s there in the room with you?  He could be standing right beside you, across the room, or even kneeling at your feet.  The air seems to get real still and your breath crowds your chest just so you can feel the release of pressure when you let the air out in a sudden burst.  Your pulse seems to slow to a soothing rhythm where everything is peaceful, quiet, and beautiful.  In those moments God is real, flesh and blood real preparing us for what’s next, preparing us for tomorrow.  
(standing up crossing to an imaginary window where it’s raining outside)  I know you’re there God.  You’re always there it seems when I need you.  God help me to face today.  I can’t get through it without your help.  Oh, God.  I’m so scared.  Look at my hands.  Shaking like a little kid.  I’m gonna get through this.  We’re gonna get through this.

He refreshes my soul.
(sitting back in the chair)  Every time I have one of these, ya’ know, moments the air smells fresher.  I think that God’s breath must be very fresh.  I like to breathe deep, greedily taking in as much air as I possibly can like I can’t get enough.  It’s never the same though.  Sometimes it smells like warm fresh sunshine.  Like walking along a beach with your bare feet and the salty air blowing through your hair. The water laps around your ankles while your feet sink creating small pools in the sand.  Sometimes his breath smells like the blackest dirt after a rainstorm.  So black the earthworms glow.   His breath refreshes me –preparing me for what’s next, preparing me for tomorrow.
(moving to sit/pace next to a telephone call practicing what she’s going to say)  Hello?  Helllllo?  Hi.  Sam.  Samantha.  You probably don’t remember me.  This is Tammy.  (tries to meditate)  Hi Sam.  This is your old friend Tammy.  I was in the neighborhood.  Stupid.  Hello.  Samantha.  We went to high school together.  And middle school.  Elementary.  Dumb.  (paces even more, finally picks up the phone to call.  Takes a deep breath to calm herself.)  Hi (clears voice) Hello is this Sam- the girl that shaved her forearms once in high school on a dare?  (Hits her head, disgusted that came out of her mouth).  Yeah… you remember me? How have you been?  I know it’s been a long time… (mic fades)

the valley of the shadow of death
(sits back in the chair) Even though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death.  (blows out a big breath)  Sometimes coincidences seem too coincidental to be mistaken for a random accident.  But there are times I think God is at work and if we’re not listening we miss Him entirely.  Yeah, I’ve walked through some deep valleys before, but I know God is leading the way through them- even when it’s really dark.  There’s his rod preparing me for what’s next, preparing me for tomorrow.
(gets up to sit in a different chair)  I don’t think I understand.  I’ve been with this company for over 20 years.  What do you mean my job is no longer available?  Where did it go?  Think of this as a new beginning?  I’m 53 years old.  Who’s going to hire me at my age?  No you listen.  What am I going to tell my husband?  How am I supposed to tell my kids?
My cup overflows
(moving to original seat)  Before my God moment disappears… dissipates… dissolves…?  When it’s over… the hole that was right here isn’t so big anymore.  And it was big.  Big.  The hole was so big nothing I was doing to fill it worked.  He filled it with… Him.  He’s preparing me for what’s next.  Preparing me for tomorrow.
(opening mail)  Bill.  Bill. Junk. Junk.  Oh, goody!  Bill. Junk Junk.  Oh!  (Dropping all the mail to open one hand written letter)  “Dear Tammy, I know you have been going some difficulties.  Please know that I have been praying for you.  A word of encouragement”  God bless you!     
Surely your goodness and love will follow me

(moving back to center)  It’s easy to get caught up in the spring frenzy.  There’s so much distracting us especially after Easter.  I always leave that service on Sunday feeling so light and committed to daily prayer and Bible time.  But then the hall closet needs to be cleaned out.  There’s this new idea I want to implement at work.  The kids want to picnic in the park.  I left feeling so light on Easter but I forgot the promise of Jesus’ resurrection.  Instead I turned to what’s familiar, comfortable, the busy-i-ness I use to fill my time.  I loaded all my familiar burdens and placed it on my shoulders again.  And I forgot all about my God moment.
 I look forward to my God moments when I can tell God everything that’s troubling me.  I can tell him how I hurt, how angry I am, how happy and joyful I am.  His love follows me preparing me for what’s next, preparing me for tomorrow.  (Read Psalm 23 while exiting)   

1 The LORD is my shepherd, I lack nothing. 

    2 He makes me lie down in green pastures, 
       he leads me beside quiet waters, 

    3 he refreshes my soul. 
       He guides me along the right paths 
       for his name's sake. 

    4 Even though I walk 
       through the valley of the shadow of death,
       I will fear no evil, 
       for you are with me; 
       your rod and your staff, 
       they comfort me. 

    5 You prepare a table before me 
       in the presence of my enemies. 
       You anoint my head with oil; 
       my cup overflows. 

    6 Surely your goodness and love will follow me 
       all the days of my life, 
       and I will dwell in the house of the LORD 
       forever. 

